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CONDUCTED BY

ADIES AND GENTLEMEN,—It is usual, I believe, to open a Penny Reading with

J[ a few prefatory remarks. I must ask you to allow me to avail myself of the

privilege to explain to you the intention of this selection. It is intended,

not only as a hand-book for public readings, but as a fireside companion on

r occasions when the weather or ill-health may forbid attendance at the Institiite

or the Lecture Hall. It will be offered to you weekly, so that in the absence

of a Public Reading, some member of your family may give you a Home
Reading—a practice I would especially recommend. It will, moreover, as far

as I am able to make it, add to your libraries a collection of the gems to

be found in the English literature of all ages. For the permission which

enables me to add selections from the popular works of our own times, I am
glad to take this public opportunity of thanking those Authors and Publishers

who have so readily granted the use of their copyrights.

There are two specialities in this series of Readings to which I would, in

conclusion, draw your attention—their Illustration and their Cheapness.

The drawings will, by the direct appeal they make to the eye, assist

materially in impressing on your memories the recollection of the passages

placed before you. The low price at which the series is issued will enable all

to overcome the one drawback to public readings—that generally, through the

mere straining of the attention in order not to miss anything, we fail to

appreciate fully the very finest passages when read aloud to us for the first time.

"With these few words I make my bow, opening to you the riches of tho

finest literaturo in the world.
TOM HOOD.

THE BROKEN HEART.

[Washington Irving, an American writer, long resident in England. Born 1783. Died 1859.]

How many bright eyes

grow dim—how many
soft cheeks grow pale

—

how many lovely forms

fade away into the tomb,

and none can tell the

causethat blighted their

loveliness

!

As the dove will clasp

its wings to its side, and cover and conceal

the arrow that is preying on its vitals, so it is

tho nature of woman to hide from the world
tho pangs of wounded affection. The love of a

delicate female is always shy and silent. Even
VOL. i. .

when fortunate, she scarcely breathes it to her-

self; but when otherwise, she buries it in the

recesses of her bosom, and there lets it cower and

brood among the ruins of her peace.

I have seen many instances of women running

to waste and self-neglect, and disappearing gradu-

ally from the earth, almost as if they had been

exhaled to heaven ; and have repeatedly fanek d

that I could trace their deaths through the various

declensions of consumption, cold, debility, languor,

melancholy, until I reached the first symptom of

disappointed love. But an instance of the kind

was lately told to me. The circumstances are well

known in the countrv where they happened, and I



ILLUSTKATED HEADINGS.

shall but give them in the manner in which they

were related.

Every one must recollect the tragical story

of young E , the Irish patriot s it was too touch-

ing to be soon forgotten. During the troubles in

Ireland, ho was tried, condemned, and executed on

a charge of treason. His fate made a deep im-

pression on public sympathy. He was so young,

so intelligent, so generous, so brave, so everything

that we are apt to like in a young man. His con-

duct under trial, too, was so lofty and intrepid.

The noble indignation with which he repelled the

charge of treason against his country ; the elo-

quent vindication of his name ; and the pathetic

appeal to posterity, in the hopeless hour of con-

demnation ; all these entered deeply into every

generous bosom, and even his enemies lamented

the stern policy that dictated his execution.

But there was one heart whose anguish it would

be impossible to describe. In happier days and
fairer fortunes he had won the affections of a

beautiful and interesting girl, the daughter of a

late celebrated Irish barrister. She loved him with

the disinterested fervour of a woman's first and
early love. When every worldly maxim arrayed

itself against him ; when blasted in fortune, and
disgrace and danger darkened around his name,

she loved him the more ardently for his very

sufferings. If, then, his fate could awaken the

sympathy even of his foes, what must have

the agony of her whose whole soul was occupied

by his image! Let those tell who have had tho

portals of the tomb suddenly closed between them
and the being they most loved on earth ; who have

sat at its threshold as one shut out in a cold ami

lonely world, from whenco all that was most lovely

and loving had dopartod.

But then the horror of such a grave ! so fright-

ful, so disgracoful ! so dishonoured ! There was
nothing for memory to dwell tin that could soothe

the pang of separation—nono of thoso tender, those

melancholy circumstances, that endear the parting

scene ; nothing to molt sorrow into thoso blessed

tears, sent, like tho dews of heaven, to rovivo tho

heart in the parching boa of lagnJah

To render her widowod situation moro desolate,

she had incurrod her father's displeasure by bar

unfortunate attachment, and was an oxilo from the

paternal roof. But could the sympathy and kind

offices of friends have reached a spirit so shocked
and driven in by horror, she would have i

rienced no want of consolation, far the Irish are a
people of quick and generous sensibilities. The
most delicate and cherishing attentions were paid

hor by families of wealth and distinction. She
was led into society, and they triad l>y all kinds of

occupation and amusement to dissipate her jrief,

and wean hor from the tragical story of her

But it was all in vain. There are some strokes of

calamity that scathe and scorch the soul—that

penetrate to the vital seat of happiness—and blast

it, never again to put forth the bud or blossom.

She never objected to frequent the haunts of

pleasure, but she was as much alone there as in

the depths of solitude. She walked about in a
sad reverie, apparently unconscious of the world

around her. She carried with her an inward WOO
that mocked at all the blandishments of friend-

ship, and " heeded not the song of the charmer,

charm he never so wisely."

The person who told me her story had seen her

at a masquerade. There can be no exhibition of

far-gone wretchedness moro striking and pain fid

than to meet it in such a scene. To find it wan-
dering like a spectre, lonely and joyless where all

around is gay ; to see it dressed out in the trap-

pings of mirth, and looking so wan and woe-
begone as if it had tried in vain to (heat the poor

heart into a momentary forget fulness of sorrow.

After strolling through the splendid rooms and
giddy crowd with an air of utter abstraction, she

sat herself down on the steps of an orchestra,

and looking about for somo time with a vacant

air that showed her insensibility to the garish

scene, she began, with tho capriciousness of a
sickly heart, to warble a little plaintive air. Sho
had an exquisite voice ; but on this occasion it was
so simple, so touching, it breathed forth such a

soul of wretchedness, that she drew % crowd mute
and silent around her, and melted every one into

tears.

The story of one so true and tender could not

but excite great inicn -t in a count ry remarkable

for enthusiasm. It completely won the bear! of

brave officer, who paid his addresses to her, and

thought that one so true to the dead could not but

prove affectionate to the bring. She declined his

attentions, for her thoughts were irrevocably en-

grossed by the memory of hor former lover. He,

however, persisted in his suit. He solicited not

her tenderness, but her esteem. He was ass

by her coin ictioii of his worth, and hi

her own destitute and dependent situation, f<.

WHS existing on the kindness of friends. In a

word, he at length succeeded in gaining her hand,

though with the solemn assurance that her 1

was unalterably another's.

He took her with him to Sicily, hopfa

change of scene mi edit wear out the renminbi.

tif early woes. She was an amiable and exemplary

wife, and made an offort to be a happy one; but

nothing could cure the silent and devouring

melancholy that had entered into her \

Sho wasted away in a slow but hop line,

and al length sunk into the grave, the victim of

a broken soul.



THE CEY OF THE CHILDREN.

THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN*
[Miss Elizabeth Baeeett Baeeett, married Robert Browning the poet, and spent the chief part of her life in Italy. Died in 1861,

and was buried at Florence.]

I.

Do ye hear the children weeping, O my brothers,

Ere the sorrow comes with years ?

They are leaning their young heads against their

mothers,

—

And that cannot stop their tears.

The young lambs are bleating in the meadows,

The yonng birds are chirping in the nest,

The young fawns are playing with the shadows,

The young flowers are blowing toward the west

;

But the young, young children, my brothers,

They are weeping bitterlyl

—

They are weeping in the playtime of the others,

In the country of the free.

II.

Do you question the young children in the sorrow,

Why their tears are falling so ?

The old man may weep for his to-morrow,

Which is lost in Long Ago

;

The old tree is leafless in the forest,

The old year is ending in the frost,

The old wound, if stricken, is the sorest,

The old hope is hardest to be lost

:

But the young, young children, my brothers !

Do you ask them why they stand

Weeping sore before the bosoms of their mothers,

In our happy fatherland P

in.

They look up with their pale and sunken faces,

And their looks are sad to see,

For the man's hoary anguish draws and presses

Down the cheeks of infancy :

" Your old earth," they say, " is very dreary

;

Our young feet," they say, " are very weak

!

Few paces have we taken, yet are weary

—

Our grave-rest is very far to seek :

Ask the aged why they weep, and not the children,

For the outside earth is cold,

And we young ones stand without, in our be-

wildering,

And the graves are for the old !

IV.

" True," say the children, " it may happen
That we die before our time.

Little Alice died last year, her grave is shapen

Like a snowball in the rime.

We looked into the pit prepared to take her

—

Was no room for any work in the close clay !

From the sleep wherein she lieth none will wake
her,

Crying, ' Get up, little Alice ! it is day.'

If you listen by that grave, in sun and shower,

With your ear down, little Alice never cries !

Could we see her face, be sure we should not know
her,

For the smile has time for growing in her eyes

!

And merry go her moments, lulled and stilled in

The shroud, by the kirk-chime !

It is good when it happens," say the children,
" That we die before our time."

Alas, alas, the children! they are seeking

Death in life, as best to have !

They are binding up their hearts away from
breaking,

With a cerement from the grave.

Go out, children, from the mine and from the city,

Sing out, children, as the little truushes do
;

Pluck yourhandfulsof the meadow-cowslips pretty,

Laugh aloud, to feel your fingers let them
through

!

But they answer, "Are your cowslips of the

meadows
Like our weeds anear the mine P

Leave us quiet in the dark of the coal-shadows
;

From your pleasures fair and fine !

VI.

" For oh," say the children, " we are weary,

And we cannot run or leap ;

If we cared for any meadows, it were merely

To drop down in them and sleep.

Our knees tremble sorely in the stooping,

We fall upon our faces, trying to go
;

And, underneath our heavy eyelids drooping,

The reddest flower would look as pale as snow

:

For, all day, we drag our burden tiring

Through the coal-dark, underground

—

Or, all day, we drive the wheels of iron

In the factories, round and round.

" For, all day, the wheels are droning, turning

;

Their wind comes in our faces,

Till our hearts turn, our head, with pulses

burning,

And the walls turn in their places-

Turns the sky in the high window blank and
reeling

—

Turns the long light that drops adown the

wall

—

* By kind permission of Messrs. Chapman and Hall.
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If you listen by that grave, in Hun Ml t(M|
With your ear down, little Alice uevor crie» 1 "—Pag* 3.

Turn the black flies that crawl along the ceiling

—

All are turning, all the day, and wo with all.

And all day the iron wheels are droning,

And sometimes we could pray,
* ye wheels ' (breaking out in a mad moaning),

' Stop 1 be silent for to-day
! '

"

VIII.

Ay, be silent ! Lot them hear each other breath-

ing

For a moment, mouth to mouth

!

Let them touch each other's hands in a fresh

wreathing

Of their tender human youth !

Lot them feel that this cold metallic motion
Is not all the life God fashions or reveals ;

Lot them prove their living souls against the

notion

That they live in you, or under you, wheels

!

Still, all day, the iron •Q onward,

Grinding life down from its mark;
And the children's souls, which God is calling

sunward,

Spin on blindly in the dark.

a.

Now, tell the poor young children, my brothers

!

To look up to Him and pray;

So the Blessed One, who blesseth all the others,

Will bless them another day.

They answer, " Who is God that ho should hear us,

While the rushing of tho iron wheels is Btirre.l }

When we sob aloud, the human creatures near us

Pass by, hearing not, or answer not a word ;

And we hear not (for the wheels in their resoun

Strangers speaking at the door

:

Is it likely God, with angels singing round him,

Hears our weeping any moroP
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" Two words, indeed, of praying we remember,

And at midnight's hour of harm,
' Our Father !' looking upward in the chamber,

We say softly for a charm.

We know no other words except ' Our Father,'

And we think that, in some pause of angels' song,

God may pluck them with the silence sweet to

gather,

And hold both within his right hand which is

strong.

' Our Father !
' If he heard us, he would surely

(For they call him good and mild)

Answer, smiling down the steep world very purely,
1 Come and rest with me, my child.'

XI.

" But, no !" say the children, weeping faster,

" He is speechless as a stone :

And they tell us, of his image is the master

Who commands us to work on.

Go to ! " say the children—" up hi heaven,

Dark, wheel-like turning clouds are all we find.

Do not mock us ;
grief has made us unbelieving

;

We look up for God, but tears have made us blind."

Do you hear the children weeping and disproving,

O my brothers, what ye preach ?

For God's possible is taught by his world's loving,

And the children doubt of each.

And well may the children weep before you !

They are weary ere they run

;

They have never seen the sunshine, nor the glory

Which is brighter than the sun;

They know the grief of man without his wisdom

;

They sink in man's despair, without his calm

—

Are slaves without the liberty in Christdom

—

Are martyrs, by the pang without the palm

—

Are worn, as if with age, yet unretrievingly

The blessing of its memory cannot keep

—

Are orphans of the earthly love and heavenly

:

Let them weep ! let them weep

!

xm.
They look up, with their pale and sunken faces,

And their look is dread to see,

For they mind you of their angels in high places

With eyes turned on Deity.

" How long," they say, "how long, O cruel nation,

Will you stand, to move the world, on a child's

heart

:

Stifle down with a mailed heel its palpitation,

And tread onward to your throne amid tho

mart?
Our blood splashes upward, O gold-heaper,

And your purple shows your path

!

But the child's sob curses deeper in the silence

Than the strong man in his wrath."

THE PILGEIMS AND THE PEAS.

[Dr. Wolcott, born at Dodbrooke, in Devon, 1738. Was ordained, and held a living in Jamaica ; but returned to England
and practised as a physician at Truro. Published satires, under the assumed name of Peter Pindar. Died in Somers
Town, January 14, 1819. Buried in St. Paul's, Covent Garden.]

A brace of sinners, for no gcoi,

Were ordered to the Virgin Mary's shrine,

Who at Loretto dwelt in wax, stone, wood,

And in a curled little wig looked wondrous fine.

Ye priest ordereth ye pease.

Fifty long miles had these sad rogues to travel,

With something in then* shoes much worse than
gravel

:

In short, their toes so gentle to amuse,
The priest had ordered peas into their shoes.

A nostrum, famous in old Popish times,

For purifying souls that stunk with crimes

;

A sort of apostolic salt,

That Popish parsons for its powers exalt,

Toil and trouble Boil and bubble.

For keeping souls of sinners sweet,

Just as our kitchen salt keeps meat.

Tho knaves set off on the same day,

Peas in thsir shoes, to go and pray

;

But very different was their speed, I wot

:
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One of the sinners galloped on,

Light as a bullet from a gun

;

The other limped as if he had been shot.

One saw the Virgin, soon peccavi cried,

Had his soul whitewashed all so clever

;

When home again he nimbly hied

Made fit with saints to live for ever.

In coming back, however, let me say,

Hi met his brother-rogue about half-way,

Hobbling, with outstretched hams and bending

knees,

Cursing the souls and bodies of the peas

;

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brow in sweat,

Deep sympathising with his groaning feet.

" How now !

" the light-toed, whitewashed pilgrim

broke,

"You lazy lubber."

" Confound it !
" cried the t'other, " 'tis no joke

;

My feet, once hard as any rock, are now as soft

as blubber.

" Excuse mo, Virgin Mary, that I swear

:

\s for borefcfco, 1 shall not get there;

No! to tin- bad my sinful soul must go,

For hang mo if I ha'n't lost every toe

!

" But, brother sinner, do explain

How 'tis that you are not hi pain

—

What power hath worked a wonder for your toes ?

Whilst I just like a snail am crawling

;

Now swearing, now on saints devoutly bawling

—

Whilst not a rascal comes to ease my woes

!

Ye pilgrim that bath pease. | Ye pilgrim that hath peace

" How is't that you can like a greyhound go,

As merry as if nought had happened, bum
"Why," cried the other, grinning, "you must

know,

That just before I featured on my join

To walk a little more at ease,

I took the liberty to boil my peas 1

"

DR. PANGLOSS AND -HIS PUPIL.
(From " The Eeir at Law.)

[George Colman, the Younger, bom . 1762. Educated at Westminster and Oxford. Favourite companion of

GeorK>- IV., and by him made licenser of plays. Died in London, October 26, 1836.]

ANOLOSS. Never before

did honour and affluence

Irt tail such a shower on

the head of Dr. Pangloss!

Fortune, 1 thank thee!

Propitious goddess, I am
grateful! I, thy favoured

child, who comm
his career in the loftiest

apartment of a muffin-

maker, in Milk Alley.

Littlo did T think—good
"easy man" — Shake-

speare—hem !—of tho riches and literary dignities

which now

—

Enter Dick Dowlas.
My pupil

!

Dick, (Speaking while entering.) Well, whero
is the man that wants—oh! you are he, I

suppose

—

i'titit/. T am the man. young gentleman. //

tam, Terence hem ! Sir, the person who now
presumes to addios you la

whose name, in the OoQege of Aberdeen, is sub-

joined LL.D., signifying Doctor of Laws ; to

which has hecn recently added the distinction of

A double S; tho Roman initials for a Fellow of

the Society of Arts.

Dick. I am your most obedient, Richard

Dowlas; to whose name, in his tailor's bill, i-

joincd D.R., signifying Debtor; to which are added

L.S.D., tho Roman initials for pounds, shillings,

and pence.

iff. (Aside.) Hal this youth was, doubt

designed by destiny to move in the < i hioii,

for he dips in debt, and makes a merit of telling it.

But what are your commands with me,

doctor?

Pang. I have the honour, young gentleman, of

being deputed an ambassador to you, from your

father.

Then you have the honour to be am-

bassador of BS good-natured an old fellow as evor

sold B ha'porth of chee.-o in a chandler's shop.

/. Pardon me, if "»i the subject of your

father's cheese, I ailvi.c yon to be as mute as a
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mouse in one for the future ; 'twere better to keep

that altd mente repostum ! Virgil—hem

!

Dick. Why, what's the matter? Any mis-

fortune P—Broke, I fear ?

Pang. No, not broke ; but his name, as 'tis custo-

mary in these cases, has appeared in the Gazette.

Dick. Not broke, but gazetted ! why, zounds !

Pang. Check your passions ; learn philosophy.

When the wife of the great Socrates threw a

—

hum !—threw a teapot at his erudite head, he was
as cool as a cucumber. When Plato

Dick. Hang Plato ! What of my father ?

Pang. Don't hang Plato. The bees swarmed
round his mellifluous mouth as soon as he was
swaddled. Cum in cunis apes in labellis conse-

dissent.—Cicero—hem

!

Dick. I wish you had a swarm round yours,

with all my heart. Come to the point.

Pang. In due time. But calm your choler.

Irafuror brevis est.—Horace—hem ! Read this.

[Gives a letter.

Dick. [Snatches the letter, breaks it open, and
reads.]

" Dear Dick,—This comes to inform you I am
in a perfect state of health, hoping you are the

same." Ay, that's the old beginning. " It was my
lot, last week, to be made"—ay, a bankrupt, I

suppose ?—" to be made a "—what ?—" to be made
a P E A R." A pear !—to be made a pear ! What
on earth does he mean by that ?

Pang. A peer!—a peer of the realm. His
lordship's orthography is a little loose, but several

of his equals countenance the custom. Lord
Loggerhead always spells physician with an F.

Dick. A peer !—what, my father ? I'm electri-

fied ! Old Daniel Dowlas made a peer ! But, let

me see. (Beads on.)—"A pear of the realm.

Lawyer Ferrett got me my tittle
"—titt—oh,

title!
—"and an estate of fifteen thousand per

ann., by making me out next of kin to old Lord
Duberly, because he died without—without hair."

'Tis an odd reason, by-the-by, to be next of kin
to a nobleman because he died bald.

Pang. His lordship "means heir—heir to his

estate. We shall ameliorate his style speedily.
" Reform it altogether."—Shakespeare—hem !

Dick. " I send my carrot "—carrot

!

Pang. He! he! he! Chariot, his lordship means.
Dick. " With Dr. Pangloss in it."

Pang. That's me.

Dick. "Respect him, for he's an LL.D., and
moreover, an A double S." [They bow.
Pang. His lordship kindly condescended to

insert that at my request.

Dick. " And I have made him your tutorer, to

mend your cakelology.

"

Pang. Cacology; from kakos, "malus," and
logos, " verbum."—Vide lexicon—hem

!

Dick. " Come with the doctor to my house in

Hanover Square "—Hanover Square !
" I remain

your affectionate father, to command.

—

Duberly."
Pang. That's his lordship's title.

Dick. It is ?

Pang. It is.

Dick. Say sir to a lord's son. Vou have no
more manners than a bear

!

Pang. Bear ! Under favour, young gentleman,

I am the bear-leader, being appointed your tutor.

Dick. And what can you teach me ?

Pang. Prudence. Don't forget yourself in a

sudden success. Tecum habita.—Persius—hem!
Dick. Prudence to a nobleman's son with fifteen

thousand a year

!

Pang. Don't give way to your passions.

Dick. Give way ! Zounds ! I'm wild—mad !

You teach me! Pooh! I have been in London
before, and know it requires no teaching to be a

modern fine gentleman. Why, it all lies in a nut-

shell : sport a curricle—walk Bond Street—play at

faro—get drunk—dance reels—go to the Opera

—

cut off your tail—pull on your pantaloons, and
there's a buck of the first fashion in town for you.

D'ye think I don't know what's going ?

Pang. Mercy on me ! I shall have a very re-

fractory pupil.

Dick. Not at all. We'll be hand and glove

together, my little doctor. I'll drive you down to

all the races, with my little terrier between your

legs, in a tandem.

Pang. Dr. Pangloss, the philosopher, with a

terrier between his legs, in a tandem !

Dick. I'll tell you what, doctor : I'll make you
my long-stop at cricket—you shall draw corks

when I'm president—laugh at my jokes before

company—squeeze lemons for punch—cast up the

reckoning—and woe betide you if you don't keep

sober enough to see me safe home after a jollifica-

tion!

Pang. Make me a long-stop, and a squeezer of

lemons ! Zounds ! this is more fatiguing than

walking out with the lapdogs ! And are these

the qualifications for a tutor, young gentleman ?

Dick. Come now, tutor, go you and call the

waiter.

Pang. Go and call. Sir—sir! I'd have you
to understand, Mr. Dowlas

Dick. Ay, let us understand one another,

doctor. My father, I take it, comes down hand-

somely to you for your management of me ?

Pang. My lord has been liberal.

Dick. But 'tis I must manage you, doctor.

Acknowledge this, and, between ourselves, I'll find

means to double your pay.

Pang. Double my pay ! Say no more—done !

Actum est

!

—Terence—hem ! Waiter. (Bawl-

ing.) Gad, I've reached the right reading at

last

!
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iUWAKIv.)

ANNABEL LEE.

[Edgar Allah Tor, born at Baltimore, in Marylaud, January, 1*11. MMfkafl portly in England, partly at Chariot tcsrille

Univor.<ity. IhoU 7th October, 18*9.]

Tt was many and many a year ago,

In ft kingdom by tho sea,

Thai ft maiden there lived whom you may know
\\y tho namo of Annabel Loo;

And tins mftirtiflri she lived with no other thought,

Than to lovo and bo lovod by me.

I was a child, and sho was a child,

In this kingdom by the sea;

Hub wo lovod with a lovo that was more than

love,

I and my Annabel Leo:

With a lovo that tho winged seraphs of heaven

Coveted her and mo.

in.

And this was tho reason that long ago,

In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling

My beautiful Annabel I

So that haf high'bom kinsman came,

And bore hor away from me.

To shut her up in a sepul 'lire,

In this kingdom by tho sea.

Tho angels, not half so happy in hoaven,

Wont envying her and mo

—

Yei, that was the reason (aa all men know,

In this kingdom by tho sea),

That the wind carao out of tho cloud by night,

Chilling and killing my Annabel Leo.

v.

Bui our love it was stronger by far than the lovo

Of those who were older than we

—

Of many far wiser than we;

And neither the impels in heaven ftfa

Nor the demon! down under the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul from tin

' the beautiful Annabel Leo.

VI.

the moon never beams without bringing me
dreams

Of the beautiful Annabel !.•

And the stars never riftS but I fa 1 th I bright

Of the beautiful Annabel I.

0, all the night-tide, I lie down by the

Of my dftriing myilarlintr my life and my bride,

In the sepulchre there by tho sea.

In her tomb by the sounding sea.



MRS. GAMP'S APARTMENT.

MRS. GAMP'S APARTMENT.
(By hind permission of the Author.)

[Charles Dickens. Born at Portsmouth in

1812. Originally areporter on the Morning

Chronicle, in which "Sketches by Boz"
appeared. With the publication of '

' Pick-

wick " he achieved a position as a popular

writer, which he has held ever since. The
Daily Neves was started under his auspices,

and in Household Words and All the Year

Bound he established the excellent cheap

periodicals of high-class literature.]

Mrs. Gamp's apartment in Kings-

gate Street, High Holborn, wore,

metaphorically speaking, a robe of

state. It was swept and garnished

for the reception of a visitor. That

visitor was Betsy Prig; Mrs. Prig

of Bartlemy's; or, as some said,

Barklemy's ; or, as some said,

Bardlemy's ; for by all these en-

dearing and familiar appellations

had the hospital of St. Bartholomew

become a household word among
the sisterhood which Betsy Prig

adorned.

Mrs. Gamp's apartment was not

a spacious one, but, to a contented

mind, a closet is a palace ; and the

first-floor front at Mr. Sweedlepipe's

may have been, in the imagination

of Mrs. Gamp, a stately pile. If it

were not exactly that to restless

intellects, it at least comprised as

much accommodation as any person

not sanguine to insanity could have

looked for in a room of its dimen-

sions. For only keep the bedstead

always in your mind, and you

were safe. That was the grand secret. Remem-
bering the bedstead, you might even stoop to

look under the little round table for anything you

had dropped, without hurting yourself much
against the chest of drawers, or qualifying as a

patient of St. Bartholomew by falling into the

fire. Visitors were much assisted in their cau-

tious efforts to preserve an unflagging recollection

of this piece of furniture by its size, which was
great. It was not a turn-up bedstead, nor yet a

French bedstead, nor yet a four-post bedstead,

but what is poetically called a tent ; the sacking

whereof was low and bulgy, insomuch that Mrs.

Gamp's box would not go under it, but stopped

half way, in a manner which, while it did violence

to the reason, likewise endangered the legs of a

stranger. The frame, too, which would havo sup-

ported the canopy and hangings, if there had been

any, was ornamented with divers pippins carved

in timber, whiib, on the slightest provocation,

vol. r.

(Drawn. !>i/ Phiz.)

and frequently on none at all, came tumbling

down, harassing the peaceful guest with inex-

plicable terrors. The bed itself was decorated

with a patchwork quilt of great antiquity; and at

the upper end, upon the side nearest to the door,

hung a scanty curtain of blue check, which pre-

vented the zephyrs that were abroad in Kingsgate

Street from visiting Mrs. Gamp's head too roughly.

The chairs in Mrs. Gamp's apartment were

extremely large and broad-backed, which was

more than a sufficient reason for their being but

two in number. They were both elbow-chairs of

ancient mahogany, and were chiefly valuable for

the slippery nature of their seats, which had been

originally horsehair, but were now covered with a

shiny substance of a bluish tint, from which the

visitor began to slide away, with a dismayed coun-

tenance, immediately after sitting down. What
Mrs. Gamp wanted in chairs she made up in band-

boxes, of which she had a great collection, devoted

2
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to the reception of various miscellaneous valuables,

which were not, however, as well protected as the

good woman, by a pleasant fiction, seemed to

think; for though every bandbox had a carefully-

l lid, not one among them had a bottom,

owing to which cause the property within was

merely, as it were, extinguished. The chest of

drawerfl having been originally made to stand

upon the top of another chest, bad a dwarfish,

elfin look alone; but, in regard <>t' security, it had

I vantage over the bandboxes, for as all

the bandies bad been long ago pulled oil', it

\r\y difficult to get at its contents. This, ii.

nly to be done by one of two devices; either

by tilting the whole structure forward until all the

drawers fell out together, or by opening them
singly with knives, like Oystei

Mrs. Gamp stored all her household matl

a little cupboard by the lire-place ; beginning

below the surface (as in nature) with the coals,

and mounting gradually upwards to the spirits,

which, from motives of delicacy, she kept in a

tea-pot. The chimney-piece was ornamented with

an almanack; it was also embellish'.' with three

profiles; one, in colours, of Mrs. Gamp herself in

early life; one, in bronze, of a lady in feat

supposed to be Mrs. Harris, as she appeared when
dressed for a ball ; and one, in black, of Mr. (lamp

a fhll-length, in i

that the likeness might be rendered more obvious

and forcible, by the introduction of the i\.

leg. A pair of bellows, a pair of pattens, a I

ing fork, a ket:' D for the administration

of medicine to the refractory, and Is

Gamp's umbrella, which, as something

price and rarity, was di-played with particular

ation, completed the decorations of the

chimney-piece and adjacent wall.

M(» \1> THE GROSS OF GREEN SPECTACLES.
(From the " Vicar 0/ Wah-fichl.")

[Oliver Goldsmith, born at Pallas, in Longford, Inland, November 10, 172S. Educated at Trinity OoBsga, Dublin. Travelled
tliroiiL'li most port* of Em 1 us a i>bysician in Southwark. After a life of mu le, he died

in 11m Temple, April ft, 1774.]

Win n we returned home, the night was ded

to schemes of future conquest.

Deborah exerted much in conjecturing

which of the two girls was likely to have tl

place. opportunities of seeing good com-

pany. The only obstacle to our preferment was
in obtaining the Squire's recommendation; but lie

had already shown us too many i of his

friendship to doubt of it now. Even in bed my
Wife kept up the usual theme.

" Well, faith, my dear Charles, between

T think we have made HO excellent, dav's work

of it."

•• Pretty well," cried I, not knowing wl

" What, only pretty well!" returned she; " I

think '!. Suppose the L'irls should

come to make aoquaintancoa of taste In town.

This I am assured of, that London is the only

in the world for all manner of husbands.

things happen i

day; and as ladies of quality are so taken with

my daughters, what will not men of qualit

J

nous, I protest I like my Lady Blarney

; so very obliging. How "olina

Wilhelmiua Amelia Skeggl has my warm heart.

t. when they came to talk of placet in town,

! once how T nailed them. Tell me,

my ih-.w, don't you think 1 did for my .hildr D

then

t knowing well what
ot the matter: "Heaven grant tl.

the better for it this day three months !" Th
ono of

my wife with an opinion of my sagacity; for if

tho gi ded, then it was a pious wish ful-

filled; but if anything unfortuna 1

. then

it might be looked upon as a prophecy. All this

only prep

another scheme, and, indeed, I dr. much.

This was nothii ian that,

to hold up in the t

.It, which

D old, at the neighbouring fair, and buy

horso which would carry single or double npon an

-n, and in burch

or upon a visit. This at first I opposed stoutly.

but it was as stoutly defend)

ned, my antagonist 'th, till at

lived to part with him.

;he fair happened on the following d

had intentions of going myself; but

I me that I had got

could prevail upon her to permit me from home.

"No, my our son Moses

y, and can buy and sell to very good

advantage: you know all our y

his purcha ads <»>t and h;

tually tires them till he gets a ha:

! hail some opinion of 1;

was willing enough : him with this com-

11; and the next morn 1 his

\ in fitting out r Un-

fair; trimming his hair, brushing 1. , and
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MOSES AND THE GROSS OF GREEN SPECTACLES. 11

cocking his hat with pins. The business of the

toilet being over, we had, at last, the satisfaction

of seeing him mounted upon the colt, with a deal

box before him to bring home groceries in. He
had on a coat of that cloth called thunder and
lightning, which, though grown too short, was
much too good to be thrown away. His waistcoat

was of gosling green, and his sisters had tied his

hair with a broad black ribbon. We all followed

him several paces from the door, bawling after

him, " Good luck ! good luck !
" till we could see

him no longer.

He was scarcely gone, when Mr. Thornhill's

butler came to congratulate us upon our good
fortune, saying that he overheard his young master

mention our names with great commendation.

Good fortune seemed resolved not to come alone.

Another footman from the same family followed,

with a card for my daughters, importing that the

two ladies had received such pleasing accounts

from Mr. Thornhill of us all, that, after a few

previous inquiries, they hoped to be perfectly

satisfied.

" Ay," cried my wife, " I now see it is no easy

matter to get into one of the families of the great

;

but when once one gets in, then, as Moses says, one

may go to sleep."

To this piece of humour, for she intended it for

wit, my daughters assented with a loud laugh of

pleasure. In short, such was her satisfaction at

this message, that she actually put her hand in

her pocket, and gave the messenger sevenpence

halfpenny.

This was to be our visiting day. The next

that came was Mr. Burchell, who had been at

the fair. He brought my little ones a pennyworth

of gingerbread each, which my wife undertook to

keep for them, and give them by little at a time.

He brought my daughters also a couple of boxes,

in which they might keep wafers, snuff, patches,

or even money, when they got it. My wife was
usually fond of a weasel-skin purse, as being the

most lucky ; but this by-thc-bye. We had still a

regard for Mr. Burchell, though his late rude

behaviour was in some measure displeasing ; nor

could we now avoid communicating our happiness

to him, and asking his advice ; although we seldom

follow advice, we were all ready enough to ask it.

When he read the note from the two ladies he

shook his head, and observed that an affair of this

sort demanded the utmost circumspection. This

air of diffidence highly displeased my wife.

" I never doubted, sir," cried she, " your readi-

ness to be against my daughters and me. You
have more circumspection than is wanted. How-
ever, I fancy when we come to ask advice, we
shall apply to persons who have made use of it

themselves."

"Whatever my own conduct may havo been,

madam," replied he, " is not the present question

;

though as I have made no use of advice myself, I

should in conscience give it to those that will."

As I was apprehensive this answer might draw

on a repartee, making up by abuse what is wanted

in wit, I changed the subject by seeming to wonder

what could keep our son so long at the fair, as it

was now almost nightfall.

" Never mind our son," cried my wife ;
" depend

upon it, he knows what ho is about. I'll warrant

we'll never see him sell his hen of a rainy day. I

have seen him buy such bargains as would amaze

you. I'll tell you a good story about that, that

will make you split your sides with laughing.

But, as I live, yonder comes Moses, without a

horse, and the box at his back."

As she spoke, Moses came slowly on foot, and

sweating under the deal box, which he had
strapped round his shoulders like a pedlar.

" Welcome ! welcome, Moses ! Well, my boy,

what have you brought us from the fair ?
"

"I have brought you myself," cried Moses, with

a sly look, and resting the box on the dresser.

" Ah, Moses," cried my wife, " that we know

;

but where is the horse P
"

" I have sold him," cried Moses, " for three

pounds five shillings and twopence."
" Well done, my good boy," returned she ;

" I

knew you would touch them off. Between our-

selves, three pounds five shillings and twopence

is no bad day's work. Come, let us have it, then."

" I have brought back no money," cried Moses
again ;

" I have laid it all out in a bargain, and

here it is," pulling out a bundle from his breast

;

' here they are ; a gross of green spectacles, with

silver rims and shagreen cases."

" A gross of green spectacles ! " repeated my
wife, in a faint voice. " And you have parted with

the colt, and brought us back nothing but a gross

of green, paltry spectacles !

"

" Dear mother," cried the boy, " why won't you
listen to reason ? I had them a dead bargain, or I

should not have bought them. The silver rims

alone will sell for double the money."
" A fig for the silver rims ! " cried my wife in a

passion. " I dare swear they won't sell for abovo

half the money at the rate of broken silver, five

shillings an ounce."

"You need be under no uneasiness," cried I,

" about selling the rims, for they are not worth

sixpence, for I perceivo they are only copper

varnished over."

"What!" cried my wife, "not silver! the rims

not silver!"

" No," cried I, " no more silver than your

saucepan."

"And so," returned she, "we have parted with

the colt, and havo only got a gross of green spec-

tacles, with copper rims and shagreon cases ! A
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murrain take such trumpery ! The blockhead has

been imposed upon, and should have known his

company better !

"

"There, my deer/* oned I, "you are wrong; he

should not have known them at all."

"Marry, hang the idiot!" returned she, "to

bring mo such stuff. If I had them, I would
throw them in the fire."

" There again you aro wrong, my dear," cried I

;

"for though they bo copper, we will keep them by
us, as copper spectacles, you know, aro better than

nothing."

By this time the unfortunate Moses was unde-

ceived. Ho now saw that he had been imposed

upon by a prowling sharper, who, observing his

figure, had marked him for an eaey prey". I there-

fore asked him the circumstances of his deception.

Ho sold the horse, it seems, and walked the fair

in search of another. A reverend-looking man
brought lum to a tent, under pretence of having one
to sell. "Here," continued Moses, " we met another

man, very well dressed, who ilnsllfWI to borrow
twenty pounds upon these, saying that ho wanted
money, and would dispose of them for a third of

their value. The first gentleman, who pret<

to be my friend, whispered mo to buy them, and
cautioned mo not to let so good an offer pass. I

sent for Mr. Flamborough, and they talked him
up as finely as they did mo ; and so at last we were
persuaded to buy the two gross between us."

Our family had now made several attempts to

be fine ; but some unforeseen disaster demolished

eaen as soon as projected. I endeavoured to take

advantage of every disappointment to improve
their good sense, in proportion as they were frus-

1 in ambition.

"You see, my children," cried I, "how little is

to be got by attempts to impose upon tho world,

in coping with our betters. Such as aro poor,

and will associato with none but the rich, aro

hated by those they avoid, and despised by
they follow. Unequal combinations are always dis-

advantageous to the weaker side ; the ribb baring
tho pleasure, tho poor the inconveniences, that

result from them. But come, Dick, my boy, and
repeat the fablo you wero reading to-day, for tho

good of the company."
" Once upon a time," cried tho child, " a giant

Sndadwa Bttdl and kept together. They
mads a bargain that they would never forsake each

ether, but go seek adventures. Tho first battle

they (Ought was with two Saracens; and the

dwarf, who was very OOUrageOUS, dealt one of tho

champions a most angry blow. It did tho Sar

but very littlo injury, who, lifting up his s

fairly struck off tho poor dwarfs arm. Ho was
now in a woful plight ; hut the giant, coming to

his assistance, in a short time left the two Saracens
dead on the plain, and tho dwarf cut off tho dead

man's head out of spite. They then travelled on
to another adventure. This was against three
bloody-minded satyrs, who were carrying away a

•ss. The dwarf was not quite so

fierce now as before, but for all that struck the

first blow, which was returned by another that

knocked out his eye ; but the giant was soon up
with them, and had they not fled, would cer-

tainly have killed them every one. They were
all very joyful for this victory, and the damsel who
was relieved fell in love with the giant and married

him. They now travelled far, and farther than I

11, till they met witli a company of robbers.

The giant, for the first time, was foremost now,
but the dwarf was not far behind. The hatt'.

tnd long. "Wherever the giant came, all fell

before him ; but tho dwarf had like to have been
killed more than once. At last, the victory de-

clared for the two adventurers ; but the dwarf lost

his leg. The dwarf was now without an arm, a leg,

and an eye, while the giant was without a e

wound. Upon which ho cried out to his little

companion, ' My little hero, this is glorious sport

;

let us get one victory more, and then we shall

have honour for ever.'
"

' No,' cries the dwarf, who was by this -time

grown wiser, *no; I declare off; I'll fight no more,

for I find, in every battle, that you get all the

honours and rewards, but all the blows fall on n

I was going to moralise this (able, when our
attention was called off to a warm dispute between
my wife and Mr. Burchell, upon my daughters' in-

tended expedition to town. My wife very strenu-

ously L upon the advantages that would
result from it. Mr. Burchell, on the con-

dissuaded her with great ardour, and I stood

neuter. His present dissuasions seemed bul

second part of those which were received with so

ill a grace in tho morning. Tho dispute grew high,

while poor Deborah, instead of reasoning stronger,

talked louder, and was at last obliged to take

shelter from a defeat in clamour. Tho conclusion

of her harangue, however, was highly displeasing

to us all: she knew, she said, of some who had
their own secret reasons for what they advised

;

but for her part, she wished such to stop away
from her house for the future.

' Madam," cried Burchell, with looks of great

ure. which tended to inflame :iore,

" as for secret reasons, you are right ; I havo

secret reasons which I forbear to mention, bo-

causo you aro not ,'ablc to answer thoso of winch I

But I find my visits here are bc-

como troublesome; I'll tako my leave therefore

now, and perhaps come once more to take a final

I am quitting the country." Thus
saying, ho took up his hat; nor could the attempts

of Sophia, whose looks seemed to upbraid his

precipitancy, prevent his going.
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{Bravm by W. ShaUu)

AULD ROBIN GRAY,
[Lady Anne Barnard, daughter of James Lindsay, Earl of Balcarres. Born December 8, 1750. Married Sir Andrew Barnard

librarian to George III., in 1793. She wrote ^uZil Robin Gray to an ancient air in 1771, but did not acknowledge tin

authorship until 1823, when she admitted it to Sir Walter Scott. Died May 8, 1825.]

When the sheep are in the fauld and the kye at

hame,

And a' the -world to sleep are gane,

The waes o' my heart fa' in showers frae my ee

When my gudeman lies sound by me.

Young Jamie loo'd me weel, and socht me for his

bride—
But saving a croun, he had naething else beside

;

To mak' that croun a pund young Jamie gaed to

sea,

And the croun and the pund were baith for me.

He hadna been awa a week but only twa,

When my mother she fell sick, and the cow was
stown awa

;

My father brak his arm, and young Jamie at the

sea,

—

And Auld Robin Gray cam' a courtin' me.

My father couldna work and my mother couldna

spin;

I toiled day and nicht, for their bread I couldna

win;

Auld Rob maintained them baith, and wi' tears in

his ee,

Said, " Jennie, for their sakes, oh ! marry me."

My heart it said nay—for I looked for Jamie back.

But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was .1

wrack

:

The ship it was a wrack—why didna Jamie dee P

Or why do I live to say, " Wae's me ?
"
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My father argued sair, my mother didna speak,

But she look it in my face, till my heart was like to

break;

Sae they gied him my hand, though my heart was

at the sea,

Ami Auld Robin Gray was gudcman to inc.

I hadna been a wife a week but only four,

Wheax mournfu' as I sat on the stane at the door,

my Jamie'i irrail h, for 1 could not think it he,

Till he said) " I'm oooie hame to marry thee."

Ah ! sair, sair did we greet, and muckle did we
say,

We took but ac kiss, and wc tore our

away;

I wish 1 was dead! but I'm no lib

And why was I born to

I gang like a ghaist, and I carena to spin

;

I daurna think on Jamie, for that wad be a sin
;

But I'll do my best a gude wife aye to be,

For Auld Robin Gray Lb kind unto me.

BY THE FIRESIDE
USISVATIOV.

[HtSRT Wadswohth Lonofem-OW, born February 27, 1807, at Portland, Maine. Educated at Bowdoin College, Brunswick;

baa travelled uiuch in Kurope ; is Professor of Modern Languages at Hanard l'in\> rsity]

II ERE is no Hock, however

watched and tended.

But one (had lamb is

th<

no fireside, how-

soe'er defended.

But has one vacant

chair.

n.

Ir is full of farewells

to the dying,

And mourning for the <;

The heart of Rachel for her children crying,

Will not be comforted.

III.

Let us be patient ! these severe afflictions

Not from the ground ai

But oftentimes celestial henedictiona

Assume this dark disgu

IV.

We sec but dimly through the mist and vapours

Amid these earthly damps
;

What seem to us but sad, funereal taper9

May be heaven's distant lamps.

v.

Thar* is no Death! what seems so is transition;

This life of mortal hnath
I I hut a suhurh of the life olysiail,

Whose pottal we call Death.

VI.

She is not dead—the child of our affection—

But gOM unto that school

Where the no longer beadi our poor protection,

And Christ himself duth ride.

VII.

In that great cloister'

By guardian angels led.

Sate from temptation, iafe from lotion,

She lives, whom .d.

VIII.

Day after day we think what she is doil

In those bright : air;

;
arming,

Behold her grown more fair.

IX.

Thus do we walk with her. and keep unbroken

The bond which natui
I

Thinking that our remembrance, though mis
May reach her where she h\

\.

Not as a child shall wo again heboid h

For when, with rapt tires wild.

In our embraces we again enfold her,

She will not be a child

;

XL
fair maiden, in her mansion,

Clothed with celestial g]

And boantiral with all the soul's expansion.

Shall we behold her fa

And though at times impetuous with emotion,

1 anguish long suppress

The swelling heart heaves— moaning like the ocean

That cannot be at rest

—

XIII.

We will he patient, and assuage the feeling

We may not wholly stay;

By silence sanctifying, not concealing,

The grief that mi; -ay.
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THE STARLING.—CAPTIVITY.

(From the " Sentimental Journey.")

[Laurence Sterne, born at Clonmel, November 24, 1713. Educated at Cambridge, took orders, and obtained the living of Sutton.

Subsequently a prebend of York. Died in lodgings in Bond Street, March 18, 1768.]

And as for the Bastille, the terror is in the word.

Make the most of it you can, said I to myself, the

Bastille is but another word for a tower, and a

tower is but another word for a house you can't

get out of. Mercy on the gouty ! for they are in

it twice a year ; but with nine livres a day, and
pen, [and ink, and paper, and patience ; albeit a

man can't get out, he may do very well within, at

least, for a month or six weeks, at the end of which,

if he is a harmless fellow, his innocence appears,

and he comes out a better and a wiser man than

he went in.

I had some occasion (I forget what) to step into

the court-yard as I settled this account ; and re-

member I walked down-stairs in no small triumph

with the conceit of my reasoning. Beshrew the

sombre pencil ! said I, Tauntingly, for I envy not

its powers which paints the evils of life with so

hard and deadly a colouring. The mind sits terri-

fied at the objects she has magnified herself and

blackened : reduce them to their proper size and

hue, she overlooks them.

'Tis true, said I, correcting the proposition, the

Bastille is not an evil to be despised ; but strip it

of its towers, fill up the fosse, unbarricade the

doors, call it simply a confinement, and suppose

'tis some tyrant of a distemper and not of a man
which holds you in it, the evil vanishes, and you
bear the other half without complaint.

I was interrupted in the heyday of this soliloquy

with a voice which I took to be of a child, which

complained " it could not get out." I looked up and
down the passage, and seeing neither man, woman,
nor child, I went out without further attention.

In my return back through the passage,. I heard

the same words repeated twice over ; and looking

up, I saw it was a starling, hung in a little cage.
'• I can't get out ! I can't get out !

" said the

starling. I stood looking at the bird; and to

every person who came through the passage, it

ran fluttering to the side towards which they ap-

proached it, with the same lamentation of its

captivity—" I can't get out," said the starling.

God help thee ! said I ; but I'll let thee out,

cost what it will ; so I turned about the cage to get

the door. It was twisted and double twisted so

fast with wire, there was no getting it open with-

out pulling the cage to pieces. I took both hands
to it. The bird flew to the place where I was
attempting his deliverance, and thrusting his head
through the trellis, pressed his breast against it

as if impatient. I fear, poor creature, said I, I

cannot set thee at liberty. "No," said the star-

ling, " I can't get out ; I can't get out." I vow I

never had my affections more tenderly awakened

;

nor do I remember any incident in my life where
the dissipated spirits, to which my reason had
been a bubble, were so suddenly called home.

Mechanical as the notes were, yet so true in tune

to nature were they chanted, that in one moment
they overthrew all my systematic reasonings upon
the Bastille, and I heavily walked up-stairs, un-

saying every word I had said in going down them.

Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, Slavery, said

I, still thou art a bitter draught ; and though

thousands in all ages have been made to drink of

thee, thou art no less bitter on that account. 'Tis

thou, thrice sweet and gracious goddess, address-

ing myself to Liberty, whom all in public or in

private worship, whose taste is grateful, and ever

will be so, till Nature herself shall change ; no tint

of words can spot thy snowy mantle, or chomic

power turn thy sceptre into iron ; with thee to

smile upon him as he eats his crust, the swain is

happier than his monarch, from whose court thou

art exiled. Gracious Heaven ! cried I, kneeling

down upon the last step but one in my ascent,

grant me but health, thou great Bestower of it,

and give me but this fair goddess as my com-

panion, and shower down thy mitres, if it seem

good unto thy Divine Providence, upon those

heads which are aching for them.

The bird in his cage pursued me into my room.

I sat down close by the table, and leaning my
head upon my hand, I began to figure to myself

the miseries of a confinement. I was in a right

frame for it, and so I gave full scope to my
imagination.

I was going to begin with the millions of

my fellow-creatures born to no inheritance but

slavery ; but finding, however affecting the picture

was, that I could not bring it near me, and

that the multitude of sad groups in it did but

distract me, I took a single captive, and having

first shut him up in his dungeon, I then looked

through the twilight of his grated door to take his

picture.

I beheld his body half wasted away with long

expectation and confinement, and felt what kind

of sickness of the heart it was which arises

from hope deferred. Upon looking nearer, I saw

him pale and feverish. In thirty years the
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{Uravn by Alfred Thompson.)

" I stood looking at tho bird."—rage 15.

western breeze had not once honed bil blood;

he had seen no sun, no moon, in all that time,

nor had tho voico of friend or kinsman breathed

through his lattice; his children—but her

heart hugon t<> bleed, and I was forced to go on
with another part of the portrait.

He was sitting upon the ground upon a little

straw, in tho furthest corner of his dungeon,

which was alternately his chair and bed. A little

calendar of small sticks lay at tho head, notched
all over with tho dismal days and nighftl he had

passed there. He had one of these little sticks in

his hand, and with a rusty nail he WM etching

mother day of add t<> the beep. As I

darkened the little light he had. he lifted up a

hopeless eyo towards tho door, then cast it down,
shook hi-" head, end went ou with h:

affliction. 1 hoard his chains upon his legs as

he turned his body to lay his little stick upon

;ndle. He gave a deep sigh i I saw tin

enter into his soul. I burst into tears—I i

not sustain the picture of confinement which my
had drawn.

I started np from my chair, and calling La
Fleur, I bid him bespeak

ready at the door of the hotel by nino in tho

morning.

"I'll go dinetly," said I, " myself to Monsieur

the Due do Choiseul."

Lo Fleur WOOld have put DM to bed; bu

willing that he should tee anything upon my
cheek whioh would cost the honeel fellow

ache, I told him I would go to bed by myacli

bid him go do the MOM.
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ODE TO THE NORTH-EAST WIND.*
[The Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., born at Holne, on the borders of Dartmoor, June 12, 1819. Educated at King's Collpge,

and Magdalen, Cambridge, at which latter place he took a first-class in classics and a second in mathematics. Rector of

Eversley, which was his first cure. Has taken a foremost part in all movements for the benefit of the working classes. Is

Professor of Modern History at Cambridge.]

Welcome, wild North-Easter

!

Shame it is to see

Odes to every zephyr

;

Ne'er a verse to thee.

Welcome, black North-Easter

!

O'er the German foam

;

O'er the Danish moorlands,

From thy frozen home.

Tired we are of summer,

Tired of gaudy glare,

Showers soft and. steaming,

Hot and breathless air.

Tired of listless dreaming,

Through the lazy day

;

Jovial wind of winter,

Turn us out to play

!

Sweep the golden reed-beds,

Crisp the lazy dyke

;

Hunger into madness

Every plunging pike.

Fill the lake with wild-fowl

;

Fill the marsh with snipe

;

While on dreary moorlands

Lonely curlew pipe.

Through the black fir-forest,

Thunder harsh and dry,

Shattering down the snow-flakes

Off the curdled sky.

Hark ! the brave North-Easter

!

Breast-high lies the scent,

On by holt and headland,

Over heath and bent.

Chime, ye dappled darlings,

Through the sleet and snow,

Who can override you ?

—

Let the horses go !

Chime, ye dappled darlings,

Down the roaring blast,

You shall see a fox die

Ere an hour be past.

Go ! and rest to-morrow,

Hunting in your dreams,

While our skates are ringing

O'er the frozen streams.

Let the luscious South-wind,

Breathe in lovers' sighs

;

While the lazy gallants

Bask in ladies' eyes.

What does he but soften

Heart alike and pen ?

'Tis the hard grey weather

Breeds hard Englishmen.

What's the soft South-Wester ?

VOL. I-

* Bv kin'l permission of Rev. CbarleB Kingsley,

(Drawn by H. Sajsdjbkcock.)

'Tis the ladies' breeze,

Bringing home their true-loves

Out of all the seas

:

But the black North-Easter,

Through the snow-storm hurled,

Drives our English hearts of oak

Seaward—round the world.

Come, as came our fathers,

Heralded by thee

;

Conquering from the eastwa? d,

Lords by land and sea.

Come, and strong within us

Stir the Vikings' blood
;

Bracing brain and sinew, •

Blow, thou wind of God

!

and Messrs. Macmillan and Co.
'

ft
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LODGINGS FOR SINGLE GENTLEMEN.

[Oeoege Colman, the Younger. See Page 6.]

HO has e'er been in London,

that overgrown place,

Has seen " Lodgings to

Let" stare him full in

the face;

Some are good, and id

dearly ; while some, 'tis

well known,

Are so dear, and so bad,

tiny are best let alone.

i&M?^ Will Waddle,whose temper

was studious and lonely,

Hired lodgings that took single gentlemen only;

But Will was fat, he appeared like a ton,

Or like two single gentlemen rolled into one.

Ho entered his rooms, and to bed he retreated,

Hut all the ni«*ht long ho felt fevered and h< IS

And though heavy to weigh, as a score of fat sheep,

He was not by any means heavy to Bleep,

Next night 'twas the same, and the next, and the

next ;

Be perspired like an ox ; be wu nervous and \

Week PQSSOd alter week, till, bj weekly sure.

His weekly condition was past all expression.

lu six months his acquaintance began much to

doubt him,

his skin, like a lady's loose gown, hnng
al)Diit him;

•if for a doctor, ami cried like a ninny :

'
1 have lost many pounds make me well there's

a guinea."

The doctor looked wise :
" A slow fever," ho said ;

i ibed sudorifics and going to bed.

"Sudorificsinbod." exclaimed Will, "are humbugs!
enough of them there without paying for

dniL

Will kicked out the doctor; but when ill indt

E*en dismissing the doctor don't always

So, calling his host, he said, " Sir, do you know,
I'm the fat single gentleman six months ago P

"Look'e, landlord, I think," argued Will with a

grin,

" That with honest intentions you first took me in
;

But from the first night—and to say it I'm bold

—

been so precious hot that I'm sure I caught

cold."

Quoth the landlord, " Till now I ne'er had a dispute

;

I've let lodgings ten years; I'm a bakes to boot:

In tiring your sheets, sir, my wife is no sloven.

And your l>ed is immediately over my oven."

"Tho oven!" says Will. Says the host, " Why
this passion ?

In that excellent bed died three people of fashion !

Why SO arustj, good Sirf " "Zounds!" cried Will

in a taking,

"Whowouldn't becrustywith halfayear'> baking?"

Will paid for his rooms; cried the host, with a

" Well. 1 see you've been going away half a y.

" Friend, we can't well agree ;
yet noquarraL" Will

" Hut I'd rather not perish while you make your
bread."

THE TTAPrY HEART
[DrcKKR (date and place of birth unknown) was at first connected with Bon Jonson as a dramatist, but subsequently quiu

with hint. He is supposed to have died, after a life of poverty and irregularity, about the year 1628.]

Aiit thou poor, yet hast thou golden slum-

bora P

O svfeel content

!

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplexedP

O punishment !

Dost thou laugh to see how fo utd,

To add to golden numbers, golden numb
O sweet content ! sweet, O sweet content !

Work apace, apace, apej •

Honest labour bean a lovely face:

Then hey nouny nonny. hey nonny nonny

!

Canst drink the waters of the crisped springP

O sweet content

!

Swimm'st thou in wealtli. I in thin

tears P

punishment !

Then he that patiently Want's burden l>ear8,

No burden bears, but is a king, a king]

O sweet content ! ( > Wfjej

Work a
|

.apace, apace,

Honest labour bears a lovely '

Then lay nonny nonny, hey nonny n<>i
|
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SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY'S VISIT TO WESTMINSTER ABBEY.
(From the " Spectator.")

My friend Sir Roger de Coverley told me the

other night that he had been reading my paper

upon Westminster Abbey, "in which," says he,

" there are a great many ingenious fancies." He
told me, at the same time, that he observed I had

promised another paper upon the tombs, and that

he should be glad to go and see them with me, not

having visited them since he had read history. I

could not at first imagine how this came into the

knight's head, till I recollected that he had
been very busy all last summer iipon Baker's
" Chronicle," which he has quoted several times in

his disputes with Sir Andrew Freeport since his

last coming to town. Accordingly, I promised to

call upon him the next morning, that we might
go together to the abbey.

I found the knight under the butler's hands,

who always shaves him. He was no sooner

dressed, than he called for a glass of the Widow
Truby's water, which he told me he always drank
before he went abroad. He recommended to me a
dram of it at the same time, with so much hearti-

ness, that I could not forbear drinking it. As
soon as I had got it down, I found it very unpalat-

able ; upon which the knight, observing that I had
made several wry faces, told me that he knew I

should not like it at first, but that it was the best

thing in the world against some maladies.

I could have wished, indeed, that he had ac-

quainted me with the virtues of it sooner ; but it

was too late to complain, and I knew what he had
done was out of good-will. Sir Roger told me
further, that he looked upon it to be very good for

a man whilst he stayed in town, to keep off infec-

tion, and that he got together a quantity of it upon
the first news of the sickness being at Dantzic;

when of a sudden, turning short to one of his

servants, who stood behind him, he bade him call

a hackney-coach, and take care that it was an
elderly man that drove it.

He then resumed his discourse upon Mrs.
Truby's water, telling me that the Widow Truby
was one who did more good than all the doctors

and apothecaries in the country ; that she distilled

every poppy that grew within five miles of her;

that she distributed her medicine gratis among all

sorts of people ; to which the knight added, that

she had a very great jointure, and that the whole
country would fain have it a match between him
and her; "and truly," says Sir Roger, "if I had
not been engaged, perhaps I could not have done
better."

His discourse was broken off by his man's telling

him he had called a coach. Upon our going to

it, after having cast his eye upon the wheels, he

asked the coachman if his axletree was good.
Upon the fellow's telling him he would warrant it,

the knight turned to me, told me he looked like an
honest man, and went in without further ceremony.
We had not gone far, when Sir Roger, popping

out his head, called the coachman down from his

box, and upon presenting himself at the window,
asked him if he smoked. As I was considering

what this would end in, he bade him stop by the

way at any good tobacconist's, and take in a roll

of the best Virginia. Nothing material happened
in the remaining part of our journey, till we were
set down at the west end of the abbey.

As we went up the body of the church, the knight
pointed at the trophies upon one of the new monu-
ments, and cried out, " A brave man, I warrant
him!" Passing afterwards by Sir Cloudesley

Shovel, he flung his head that way, and cried, " Sir

Cloudesley Shovel ! a very gallant man !

" As
we stood before Busby's tomb, the knight uttered

himself again after the same manner, " Dr. Busby !

a great man ! he whipped my grandfather ; a very

great man ! I should have gone to him myself, if

I had not been a blockhead ; a very great man !

"

We were immediately conducted into the little

chapel on the right hand. Sir Roger, planting
' himself at our historian's elbow, was very attentive

to everything he said, particularly to the account

he gave us of the lord who had cut off the King
of Morocco's head. Among several other figures,

he was very well pleased to see the statesman Cecil

upon his knees; and concluding them all to be

great men, was conducted to the figure which

represents that martyr to good housewifery, who
died by the prick of a needle. Upon our inter-

preter's telling us that she was a maid of honour

to Queen Elizabeth, the knight was very inquisi-

tive into her name and family ; and after having

regarded her finger for some time, "I wonder,"

says he, " that Sir Richard Baker has said nothing

of her in his ' Chronicle.'

"

We were then conveyed to the two coronation

chairs, where my old friend, after having heard

that the stone underneath the most ancient of

them, which was brought from Scotland, was called

Jacob's pillar, sat himself down in the chair ; and

looking like the figure of an old Gothic king, asked

our interpreter " what authority they had to say

that Jacob had ever been in Scotland ? " The

fellow, instead of returning him an answer, told

him "that he hoped his honour would pay his

forfeit." I could observe Sir Roger a little ruffled

upon being thus trepanned; but our guide not

insisting upon his demand, the knight soon re-

covered his good humour, and whispered in my
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car, that " if Will Wimble were with us, and saw-

two chairs, it would go hard but he would

get a tobacco-stopper out ofone or t'other of them."

Sir Roger, in the next place, laid his hand upon

Edward III.'s sword, and loaning upon the pommel
of it, gave us the whole history of the Black Prince

;

concluding, that in Sir Richard Baker's opinion,

Edward III. was one of the greatest princes that

ever sat upon the English throne.

We were then shown Edward the Confessor's

tomb; upon which Sir Roger acquainted us, that

"he was the Orst who touched for the evil ;" and
afterwards Henry IV.'s; upon which he shook his

bead, and told us " there was fine reading in the

casualties of that reign."

Our conductor then pointed to that monument
where there is the figure of one ofour English kings

without a head ; and upon giving us to know that

the head, which was ol* boatOU silver, had

stolen away several years since; "Some Whig,
I'll warrant you," says Sir Roger :

" you ought to

lock up your kings better; they will carry off tho

body too, if you do not take care."

The glorious names of Henry V. and Q
Elizabeth gave the knight great opportunity

shining, and of doing justice to Sir Richard Baker,
" who," as our knight observed with some surprise,

" had a great many kings in him, whose monuments
he had not seen in tho abbey."

For my own part, I could not but be pleased to

see the knight show such an hom n for

the glory of his country, and such a respectful

ide to tho memory of its prim

I must not omit, thai tho benevolence of my
good old friend, which flows out towards every one

he con him very kind to our

interpreter, whom he looked upon M an extraordi-

nary man I
for which reason he shook him by the

band at parting* telling him thai he should be

glad to see him at his lodging! in Norfolk Build-

ings, and talk over these matters with him more

at leisure.

Til R RAZOR-SELLER.
[Petkr Pin dak. See Pa>j* 5.]

A ff.txow in a market-town,

Most musical cried " Etaaors," up and down.

And offered twelve for csflliffion pimooj

Which certainly sccin'd wondrous cheap,

And for tho money quite a heap,

As every man- should buy, with cash and sense.

A cotintry bumpkin tho great offer heard

;

Poor Hodge ! who suffer'd by a thick black beard,

That seom'd a shoebrush stuck beneath his

nos

With cheerfulness tho eighteen-penco he paid.

And proudly to himself, in whispers, said,

" This rascal stole the razors, I suppose!

•' No matter if tho fellow be a knave,

Provided that tho razors shavOl

It surtinlii will bo a monstrous pr

So home the clown with his good fortuno went.

Smiling, in heart and SOU] content.

And quickly soap'd himselfto ears and

Being well lather'd from a dish or tub.

Bbdga now began with grinning pain to grub,

Just liko a hedgor ousting furze i

Twas a vile razor ! then the red ho tried-

All were impostors—"Ah !
" Hodge sigh'd,

'•
I wi-h my eighteen-] in my purse."

In vain, to chase his beard, and bring the gi

His OUS, ami du.', .ind winced, and stamp'd, and

swore*

Brought blood, and danced, reviled, and made
wry I;k

And cur.-'d each razor's body o'er and
I

His louzzle, form'd of opposition stuff,

Firm as a Foxite, would not loso its ruff;

:ept it laughing at the steel and suds:

Hodge, in a passion, SSretoh'd his a:

Vowing the direst vengeance, with olench'd I

On the vile cheat that sold the goods :

founded dog,

Not fit to scrape a hog !

"

How—found him, and begun

—

" Perhaps, Ms yon 'tis fun.

That people !l ,,;n of their ! ,

Yon rasoal !
for an hour have 1 been grubbing*

Giving my whiskers here a scrubli

With ra

Sirrah, I teD yon youYs a knave,

To cry up razors that can't shave."

nd," quoth the razor-man. " I'm no kns
for the razors you have bought,

i my word. I never thought

That they would shs

think they'd shave !" quoth Hodge, with

wondering eyes,

And much unlike an Indian yell ;

" What were they made tor, t hen, you dogP*
1

he I

dot "quoth the fellow, with a smile
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DESCRIPTION OF A FATHER'S DEATH.

[Sir Richard Steele, 1)0111 in Dublin, 1675. Educated at Charterhouse and Merton. Enlisted in the Horse Guards. Subsequently
got a commission ; afterwards the post of Commissioner in the Stamp Office. Sat in Parliament. Died at Llangnnnor, near
Carmarthen, in 1729.]

The first sense of sorrow I ever knew was upon
the death of my father, at which time I was not

quike five years of age ; but was rather amazed at

what all the house meant than possessed with a

real understanding why nobody was willing to

play with me. I remember I went into the room
where his body lay, and my mother sat weeping

alone by it. I had my battledore in my hand, and
fell a-beating the coffin, and calling papa ; for, I

know not how, I had some slight idea that he was
locked up there. My mother caught me in her

arms, and, transported beyond all patience of the

silent grief she was before in, she almost smothered

me in her embrace, and told me, in a flood of tears,

pupa could not hear me, and would play with mo
no more, for they were going to put him under

ground, whence he could never come to us again.

She was a very beautiful woman, of a noble spirit,

and there was a dignity in her grief amidst all the

wildness ofher transport, which, methought, struck

me with an instinct of sorrow, which, before I was
sensible of what it was to grieve, seized my very

soul, and has made pity the weakness of my heart

ever since. The mind in infancy is, methinks, like

the body in embryo, and receives impressions so

forcible that they are as hard to be removed by
reason as any mar^ with which a child is born is

to be taken away by any future application. Hence
it is that good nature in me is no merit; but

having been as frequently overwhelmed with her

(oars before I knew the cause of my affliction, or

could draw defences from my own judgment. T
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imbibed commiseration, remorse, and an unmanly
gentleness of mind, which has since ensnared me
into ten thousand calamities, and from whence I

can reap no advantage, except it be that, in such

a humour as I am now in, I can batter indulge
myself in the soilness of Immunity, ;ui(l -njiiy thai

sweet anxiety which arises from the memory of

past afflictions.

THE NOTARY OP PERIGUEUX.
[Henrt Wadsworth Longfellow. St* Page 14.]

You must know, gentlemen, that there lived

some years ago, in the city of Perigueux, an

honest notary public, the descendant of a very

ancient and broken-down family, and tho occupant

of one of those old weather»beaten tenements which

remind you of the times ofjour great-grandfather.

1 lc was a man of an nnc4Fending, quirt disposition;

the father ofa family, though not the head of it,

for in that family "the lien overcrowed the cock;"

and the neighbours, when they spoke of the notary,

shrugged their shoulders, and exclaimed, "

fellow! his spun want sharpening." In line—you

understand me, gentlemen—he was hen-p

Well, finding no peace at home, he sought if

where, as was very natural for him to do; and at

length discovered a place; of rest far beyond the

cares and clamours of domestic life. This was a

little cctff esfaaifoni, a short way out of the

whither ho repaired every evening to smoke his

pipe, drink BOger water, and play his favourite

game of domino. There he met the boon com-

panions he most loved; heard all the floating chit-

chat of the day ; laughed when he was in a merry

mood, (bund consolation when he was sad; and

i,t all t i 1

1

i • : ! to his opinions withotr

of being snubbed short by a Hat contrail

Now, the notary's bosom friend was a dealer

in clant, and cognac, who lived about a league

from the city, and always passed his evenings at

the c8taminet. Ho was a gross, corpulent fellow,

& from a full-blooded Gascon breed, and sired

by a comic actor of some reputation in his way.

lie was remarkable for untiring but his good

humour, his love of cards, and a strong pro-

pensity to test the quality of his own liquors by

comparing those sold at other places. As evil

oommunicationi corrupt good maimers, tho bad

praotioes of the wine-dealer won insensibly opon

the worthy notary; and before he was aware of it,

he (bund himself weaned from domino and sugar

water, and addicted to piquet and Bp

Indeed, it not unfrequently happened that, after a

long session at the Bttaminui, the two friends

grew so urbane, that they would wasto a full

half-hour at tho door in friendly dispute which

should conduct the other home. Though this

course of life agreed well enough with the

sluggish, phlegmatic temperament of the wine*

began to
|

:«-in c with

the more sensitive organisation of the notary, and,

finally, put his nervous system completely out of

tune. He lost his appetite, became gaunt and
haggard, and could get no sleep. Legions of blue
devils haunted him by day. ami by night strange

faces peeped through Ins bed-curtains, and the

nightmare snorted in his ear. The worse he a

the more he smoked and tippled; and the more
he smoked and tippled, why, BS a matter of01

the worse he grew. His wife alternately stormed,

remonstrated, entreated; but all in vain. She
mado the house too hot for him— he n
the tavern; she broke his long-stem'

upon the hand-irons, he substituted a short-

stemmed one, which, for safe keeping, he carried

in bia waist Thus the unhappy n

ran gradually down at the heel. What with his

bad habits and his d

completely hypped. He imagined he was [

to dio, and suffered in quick n all the

diseases that ever beset mortal man. J

shooting pain was an alarming symptom, •

uneasy feeling after dinner a sure proj

somo mortal disease. In vain did his I

deavour to reason, and then to laugh him out of

range whims; for wiun did en
reason euro a sick imagination P Hi- only ai

I know bettor—I know-

Well, gentlemen, ti •

. when,

iernoon in Decoinlx

his offiiv. wrapped in an overcoat, with a cap on

his head, ami his feet throat into a pair of t .

slipper:, a oabriolet Stopped at the door, and a loud

knocking without aroused him from his gloomy

reverie. It was a message from his friend the

wine-dealer, who had been suddenly attacked with

a violent fever, and, growing worse and worse, had
now sent in the greatest haste for the notary to

draw up his last will and testament.

Tho case was urgent, and admit!

. and the notary, tying a handker-

chief round his (boa, and buttoning up to the chin,

jumped into the cabriolet, and Buffered hill

though not without some dismal presenile

and misgivings of heart, to be driven to the f

dealer's house. When he arrived, he found I

thing in tho greatest confusion. On entering tho

house, he ran again.-t tho apothecary, who was
coming down-stairs with a face as long as your

inn, and ithcr he nut the houso-
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keeper—for the wine-dealer was an old bachelor

—

running up and down and wringing her hands, for

fear that the good man should die without making

his will. He soon reached the chamber of his

sick friend, and found him tossing about in a

paroxysm of fever, and calling aloud for a draught

of cold water. The notary shook his head; he

thought this a fatal symptom ; for ten years back

the wine-dealer had been suffering under a species

of hydrophobia, which seemed suddenly to have

left him. When the sick man saw who stood by

his bedside, he stretched out his hand, and ex-

claimed, " Ah, my dear friend ! have you come at

last ? You see it's all over with me. You have

arrived just in time to draw up that—that passport

of mine. Ah ! how hot it is here ! Water—water

—

water ! Will nobody give me a drop of cold water P
"

As the case was an urgent one, the notary made
no delay in getting his papers in readiness, and in

a short time the last will and testament of the wine-

dealer was drawn up in due form, the notary

guiding the sick man's hand as he scrawled his

signature at the bottom. As evening wore away,

the wine-dealer grew worse and worse, and at

length became delirious, mingling in. his inco-

herent ravings the phrases of the Credo and

Paternoster, with the shibboleth of the dram-

shop and the card-table.

' " Take care! take care! There, now! Credo in—
Pop! ting-a-ling-ling! give some ofthat Cent-e-dize!

Why, you old publican, this wine is poisoned. I

know your tricks

—

sanctam ecclesiam CathoUcam—
Well, well, we shall see. Imbecile ! to have a tierce

major and a seven of hearts, and discard the seven."

With these words upon his lips, the poor wine-

dealer expired. Meanwhile the notary sat cowering

over the fire, aghast at the fearful scene that was
passing before him, and now and then trying to

keep up his courage by a glass of cognac. Already

his fears were on the alert, and the idea of contagion

flitted to and fro through his mind. In order to

quiet these thoughts of evil import, he lighted his

pipe, and began to prepare for returning home.
At that moment the apothecary turned round to

him and said

—

" Dreadful sickly time this ; the disorder seems
to be spreading."

" What disorder ? " exclaimed the notary, with

a movement of surprise.

" Two died yesterday, and three to-day," con-

tinued the apothecary, without answering the ques-

tion :
" very sickly time* sir, very."

" But what disorder is it ? What disease has

carried off my friend here so suddenly ?
"

" What disease ? Why, scarlet fever, to be sure."
" And is it contagious ?

"

" Certainly."

" Then I am a dead man!" exclaimed the notary,

putting his pipe into his waistcoat pocket, and

beginning to walk up and down the room in de-

spair. " I am a dead man ! and don't deceive me

—

don't, will you? What—what are the symptoms?"
"A sharp, burning pain in the right side," said

the apothecary.

" Oh, what a fool I was to come here !

"

In vain did the housekeeper and the apothecary

strive to pacify him. He was not a man to be

reasoned with. He answered that he knew his

own constitution better than they did, and insisted

upon going home without delay. Unfortunately,

the vehicle he came in had returned to the city, and

the whole neighbourhood was a-bed and asleep.

What was to be done P Nothing in the world but

to take the apothecary's horse, which stood hitched

at the door, patiently waiting his master's will.

Well, gentlemen, as there was no remedy, our

notary mounted this raw-boned steed, and set

forth upon his homeward journey. The night was
cold and gusty, and the wind in his teeth. Over-

head the leaden clouds were beating to and fro,

and through them the newly-risen moon seemed

to be tossing and drifting along like a cockboat in

the surf—now swallowed up in a huge billow of

cloud, and now lifted up on its bosom and dashed

with silvery spray. The trees by the roadside

groaned with a sound of evil omen; and before

him lay three mortal miles, beset with a thousand

imaginary perils. Obedient to the whip and spur,

the steed leaped forward by fits and starts, now
dashing away with a tremendous gallop, and now
relaxing into a long, hard trot; while the rider,

filled with symptoms of disease and dire presenti-

ments of death, urged him on as if he were fleeing

before the pestilence.

In this way, by dint of whistling and shouting,

and beating right and left, one mile of the fatal

three was safely passed. The apprehensions of the

notary had so far subsided that he even suffered

the poor horse to walk up the hfl.1; but theso

apprehensions were suddenly revived again with

tenfold violence by a sharp pain in the right side,

which seemed to pierce him like a needle. " It is

upon me at last!" groaned the fear-stricken man.
" Heaven be merciful to me ! And must I die in a

ditch after all P He ! get up, get up !" And away

went horse and rider at full speed—hurry, scuriy,

up hill and down, panting and blowing like a whirl-

wind. At every leap the pain in the rider's side

seemed to increase. At first it was a little point,

like the prick of a needle, then it spread to the sizo

of a half-franc piece, then covered a place as large

as the palm of your hand. It gained upon him fast.

The poor man groaned aloud in agony. Faster

and faster sped the horse over the frozen ground,

further and further spread the pain over his side.

To complete the dismal picture, the storm com-

menced, snow mingled with rain; but snow, and

rain, and cold were nought to him, for though
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'lie plaovd Ms huud upon hia aide, uud lu! it was ixuv u> tuo mum."

his arms and legs were frozen to icicles, he felt it

not; the fatal symptom was upon him; he was
doomed to die, not of cold, but of scarlet fever

!

At length, he knew not how, more dead t linn

:iliv<\ he reached the gate of the city. A band of

ill-brad dogs, that were serenading at a comer of

the street, seeing the notary dash by, joined in 1 la-

hue and cry, and ran barking and yelping at his

heels. It was now late at night, and only ban
ad there a solitary lamp (winkled from an upper

storey ; but on went the notary, down this street

and up that, till at last he reached his own door.

There was a light in his wife's bedchamber. The

good woman came to the window, alarmed at Buch

knocking, and clattering, and howling at her door

0 late at night ; and the notary was too deeply ab-

sorbed in his own sorrows to observe that the lamp

cast the shadows of two heads on the window cur-

tains. "Let mo in! Let me in ! Quick! quick!"

lie cried, almost breathless from terror and fatigue.

"Who are you that come to disttirb a lona

rfroman at this hour of the night P" cried a sharp

voice from above. " Begone about your business,

and lot quiet people sleep."

" Oh ! come down and let me in ! I am your

husband. Don't you know my voice? Quick, I

beseech you. for I am dying here in the street."

After a few moments of delay, and a few more
words of parley, the door was opened, and the

notary stalked into his domicile, pale and haggard
in aspect, and M stiff and straight as a ghost.

1 from head to heel in aa armour of I

the glare of the lamp fell upon him, he looked like

a knight-errant mailed in steel. But in one place

his armour was broken. On his righl

circular spot as large as the crown of your ha)

about as black.

"My dear wife," ha exclaimed, with more tender-

ness than he had exhibited for

chair. My hours are number. I : I am a dead man!'*

Alarmed at these exclamations, his wife stripped

off his overcoat. Something fell from beneath it,

and was dashed to pieces on the hearth— it Wl
notary's pipe. He placed his hand npon

and lo! it was bare to the skin. Coat.wa,

linen were burnt through and through, and there

was a blister on his side as largo over as your bead.

Tin- mystery was soon explained, lymptoma and all.

The notary had put his pipe into his pocket without

knocking out the as 1 1 so my story ends.

"Is that all?" asked the radical, when the story-

teller had finished.

"That is all."

" Well, what does your story pro\

"That is more than I can tell. All I know is,

that '

' And did be dieP" said the nice little man in

goaling gn
• Fee, be died afterwi tory-

teDer, rather annoyed at t li. • quoatJOn.
" And what did he die of. " continu-

I

. Following him up. '• What did he die of?"
- Why, he died of a sudden 1"



THE STORY OF LE FEVRE. 25

THE STORY OF LE FEVRE.
(From "Tristram Shandy.")

[Lawhence Sterne. See Page 15.]

BfY uncle Toby was one evening sitting at supper,

when the landlord of a little inn in the village came
into the parlour with an empty phial in his hand,

to beg a glass or two of sack. " 'Tis for a poor
gentleman, I think of the army," said the landlord,

"who has been taken ill at my house four days ago,

and has never held up his head since, or had a

desire to taste anything till just now, that he has a

fancy for a glass of sack and a thin toast ; 'I think,'

says he, taking his hand from his forehead, ' it

would comfort me.' If I could neither beg, borrow,

nor buy such a thing," added the landlord, "I
would almost steal it for the poor gentleman, he is

so ill. I hope in God he will still mend," continued

he ;
" we are all of us concerned for him."

" Thou art a good-natured soul, I will answer for

VOL. I.

thee," cried my uncle Toby ;
" and thou shalt drink

the poor gentleman's health in a glass of sack thy-

self ; and take a couple of bottles with my service,

and tell him he is heartily welcome to them, and to

a dozen more, if they will do him good."
" Though I am persuaded," said my uncle Toby,

as the landlord shut the door, " he is a very com-
passionate fellow, Trim, yet I cannot help enter-

taining a high opinion of his guest too ; there must
be something more than common in him that in

so short a time he should win so much upon tho

affections of his host."

" And of his whole family," added the corporal

;

" for they are all concerned for him."
" Step after him," said my uncle Toby, " do,

Trim, and ask if he knows his name."
4
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" I have quite forgot it, truly," said the land-

lord, coining back into the parlour with the corpo-

ral ;
" but I can ask his son again."

*' Has he a son with him, then ?" said my uncle

Toby.
"A boy," replied the landlord, " of about eleven

or twelve years of age ; but the poor creature has

tasted almost as little as his father ; he does no-

thing but mourn and lament for him night and

day. Ho has not stirred from the bedside these

two days."

My uncle Toby laid down his knife and fork, and

thrust his plate from before him, as the landlord

gave him the account; and Trim, without being

ordered, took it away, without saying one word,

and in a few minutes after, brought him his pipe

and tobacco.

" Stay in the room a little," said my uncle Toby.
" Trim," said my uncle Toby, after he had lighted

his pipe, and smoked about a dozen whill's. Trim
came in front of his master, and made his bow.

My uncle Toby proceeded no farther, but finished

his pipe.

" Trim," said my uncle Toby, " I have a project

in my head, as it is a bad night, of wrapping my-
self up warm in my roquelaurc, and paying a visit

to this poor gentleman."

"Your honour's rofluolauro," replied the corporal,

"has not oner been had on since the night before

your honour received your wound, when we
mounted guard in the trenches before tho gate of

St. Nicholas. And besides, it is so cold and rainy

a night, that what with the roquolaure, and what
with the weather, 'twill be enough to give your

honour your death, and bring on your honour's

torment in your groin."

"I fear so," replied my uncle Toby; "but I am
not at rest in my mind, Trim, since the account

the landlord has given me. 1 wish I li:ul 11 A

known so much of this affair," added my uncle

Toby, " or that I had known more of it. How shall

we manage it ?"

" Leave it, an't please your honour, to me," cpiot h

the corporal; " I'll take my hat and stick, nnd go
to the house, and reconnoitre, and act accordingly;

and I will bring your honour a full account in an

hour."

" Thou shalt go, Trim," said my uncle Toby

;

" and here's a shilling for thee to drink with his

servant."

" I shall get it all out of him," said the corporal,

shutting the door.

My uncle Toby filled his second pipe; and had
it not been that ho now and then wandered from

the point, with considering whether it was not
full as well to have the curtain of the tenaiU.- a

straight line as a crooked one, he might be said tu

have thought of nothing else but poor Le lYvre

and his boy tho whole timo he smoked it.

It was not till my uncle Toby had knocked the

ashes out of his third pipe that Corporal Trim
returned from the inn, and gave him the following

account :

—

"I despaired at first," said the corporal, "of

being able to bring back your honour any kind of

intelligence concerning tho poor sick lieutenant."

" Is he in the army then ? " said my uncle Toby.
" He is," said the corporal.

"And in what regiment ? " said my uncle Toby.

"I'll tell your honour," replied the corporal,

"everything straighttorwards as I learned it."

"Then, Trim, I'll fill another pipe.'' said my
uncle Toby, "and not interrupt thee till thou

hast done; so sit down at thine ease, Trim, in

the window-seat, and begin thy story again.'

The corporal made his old bow, which generally

spoke as plain as a bow could speak it
—

" Your
honour is good-" And having done that, 1

down, as he was ordered, and began the story to

my unrle Toby over again in pretty near the

same words :

—

"I despaired at first," said the corporal.

being able to bring back any intelligence to your

honour about the lieutenant and his son; for

when I asked where his servant was. from whom
I made myself sure of knowing everything which

was proper to be asked
"

"That's a right distinction, Trim," said my
uncle Toby.

" 1 was answered, an't please your honour, that

he had no servant with him ; that he had come to

the inn with hired horses, which, upon finding

himself unable to proceed (to join, 1 suppose, the

regiment), he had dismissed the morning after he

came. 'If I gel nay dear.' said he,

a

gave his purse to his son to pay the man, ' w

hire horses from hence.' ' Hut, alas! the poor gen-

tleman will never get from hence.' said the land-

lady to me; 'for I heard the death-watch all night.

long; and when he dies, the youth, his son, will

certainly die with him; for ho is broken-hearted

already.'

"
I was hearing this account," continued the

corporal, "when the youth came into the kitchen,

to order the thin toast the landlord spo!

'But I will do it for my father myself,' said the

youth. ' Pray let mo savo you the trouble, young

gentleman*
1

s:, ''l I, taking up a fork for the pnr-

tnd offering him my chair to sit down upon

by the fire whilst I did it. ' I helit 1 he,

very modestly. ' I can please him best my
'I am sure,' said I. 'his honour will not like the

toast the worse for being toasted by an old sol'

Tho youth took hold of my hand, and instantly

burst into tears."

"Poor youth!" said my ancle Toby ; "he has

been bred up from an infant in the army ; and

the name of a soldier, Trim, sounded in his ears
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like the name of a friend. I wish I had him
here."

"I never, in the longest march," said the cor-

poral, " had so great a mind to my dinner, as I

had to cry with him for company. What could be
the matter with me, an't please your honour ?

"

"Nothing in the world, Trim," said my uncle

Toby, blowing his nose ;
" but that thou art a

good-natured fellow."

"When I gave him the toast," continued the

corporal, " I thought it was proper to tell him I

was Captain Shandy's servant, and that your
honour,though a stranger, was extremely concerned

for his father ; and that, if there was anything in

your house or cellar"—"And thou mightst have
added my purse, too," said my uncle Toby—"he
was heartily welcome to it. He made a very low
bow, which was meant to your honour; but no
answer, for his heart was full ; so he went upstairs

with the toast.
"

' I warrant you, my dear,' said I, as I opened
the kitchen door, ' your father will be well again.'

Mr. Yorick's curate was smoking a pipe by the

kitchen fire, but said not a word, good or bad, to

comfort the youth. I thought it wrong," added
the corporal.

" I think so, too," said my uncle Toby.
" When the lieutenant had taken his glass of sack

and toast, he felt himself a little revived, and sent

down into the kitchen to let me know that in about

ten minutes he should be glad if I would step up-

stairs.

'"I believe,' said the landlord, ' he is going to

say his prayers, for there was a book laid upon the

chair by his bedside ; and as I shut the door I saw
his son take up a cushion.'

"
' I thought,' said the curate, ' that you gentle-

men of the army, Mr. Trim, never said your

prayers at all.'

"
' I heard the poor gentleman say his prayers

last night,' said the landlady, ' very devoutly, and
with my own ears, or I could not have believed it.'

"
' Are you sure of it ?

' replied the curate.
"

' A soldier, an't please your reverence,' said I,

'prays as often of his own accord as a parson;

and when he is fighting for his king, and for his

own life, and for his honour, too, he has the most
reason to pray to God of any one in the whole

world.'

"

" 'Twas well said of thee, Trim," said my uncle

Toby.
"

' But when a soldier,' said I, ' an't please your
reverence, has been standing for twelve hours

together in the trenches up to his knees in cold

water, or engaged,' said I, ' for months together in

long and dangerous marches; harassed, perhaps,

in his rear to-day; harassing others to-morrow;
detached here ; countermanded there ; resting this

night out upon his arms ; beat up in his shirt the

next; benumbed in his joints; perhaps without
straw in his tent to kneel on; he must say his

prayers how and when he can. I believe,' said I, for

I was piqued," quoth the corporal, " for the repu-

tation of the army—'I believe, an't please your
reverence,' said I, ' that when a soldier gets time

to pray, he prays as heartily as a parson, though
not with all his fun and hypocrisy.' "

" Thou shouldst not have said that, Trim," said

my uncle Toby ;
" for God only knows who is a

hypocrite and who is not. At the great and
general review of us all, corporal—at the day of

judgment, and not till then—it will be seen who
have done their duty in this world and who
have not, and we shall be advanced, Trim, ac-

cordingly."

" I hope we shall," said Trim.
" It is in the Scripture," said my uncle Toby

;

" and I will show it thee to-morrow. In the mean-
time, we may depend upon it, Trim, for our com-
fort," said my uncle Toby, " that God Almighty is

so good and just a governor of the world, that if

we have but done our duty in it, it will never be

inquired into whether we have done it in a red

coat or a black one."

" I hope not," said the corporal.

" But go on, Trim," said my uncle Toby, " with

thy story."

" When I went up," continued the corporal, " into

the lieutenant's room, which I did not do till the

expiration of the ten minutes, he was lying in

his bed with his head raised upon his hand, his

elbow upon the pillow, and a clean white cambric

handkerchief beside it. The youth was just stoop-

ing down to take up the cushion, upon which I

supposed he had been kneeling; the book was
laid upon the bed ; and, as he arose, in taking up
the cushion with one hand, he reached out his

other to take it away at the same time.

" ' Let it remain there, my dear,' said the lieu-

tenant.

" He did not offer to speak to me till I had
walked up close to his bedside.

'"If you are Captain Shandy's servant,' said

he, ' you must present my thanks to your master,

with my little boy's thanks along with them, for

his courtesy to me. If he was of Leven's,' said

the lieutenant.

" I told him your honour was.
"

' Then,' said he, ' I served three campaigns

with him in Flanders, and remember him ; but 'tis

most likely, as I had not the honour of any ac-

quaintance with him, that he knows nothing of

me. You will tell him, however, that the person

his good nature has laid under obligation to him
is one Le Fevre, a lieutenant in Angus's. But he

knows me not,' said he, a second time, musing.
' Possibly he may my story,' added he. ' Pray tell

the captain I was the ensign at Breda whose wifo
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was most unfortunately killed with a musket shot

as she lay in my arms in my tent.'

" * I remember the story, an't please your honour,'

said I, ' very well.'

"
' Do you so ?

' said he, wiping his eyes with his

handkerchief; 'then well may L'

" In saying this he drew a little ring out of his

bosom, which seemed tied with a black riband

about his necK, and kissed it twice.
"

' Here, Billy,' said he.

"The boy flew across the room to the bedside,

and, falling down upon his knee, took the ring in

his hand, and kissed it too; then kissed his

father, and sat down upon the bed and wept."

" I wish," said my uncle Toby, with a deep sigh,

" I wish, Trim, I was asleep."

" Your honour," replied the corporal, " is too

much concerned. Shall I pour your honour out a

glass of sack to your pipe ?
"

" Do, Trim," said my uncle Toby. "But finish

the story thou art upon."

.
M Tub finished already

,

M said the corporal, "for

I could stay no longer; so wished his honour a

good night. Young Le Fevre rose from off the

bed, and saw me to the bottom of the stairs, and,

as we went down together, told me they had come
from Ireland, and were on their route to join the

regiment in Flanders. But, alas
!

" said the cor-

poral, " the lieutenant's last day's march is over."

" Then what is to become of his poor boy P

"

cried my uncle Toby.
* * • •

" Thou hast left this matter short," said my
uncle Toby to the corporal, as he was putting him
to bed ;

" and I will tell thee in what, Trim. In

the first place, when thou madest an offer of my
services to Le Fevre—as sickness and travelling

are both expensive, and thou knowest he was but

a poor lieutenant, with a son to subsist as well M
himself out of his pay—that thou didst not make

an offer to him of my purse ; because, had he stood

in need, thou knowest, Trim, he had been as wol-

como to it as myself.*'

" Your honour knows," said the corporal, " I

had no orders."
" True !

" quoth my uncle Toby ;
" thou didst

very right, Trim, as a soldier, but ccrtainK

wrong as a man. In the second place, for which

indeed thou hast the same excuse," continued my
uncle Toby, "when thou offeredst him whatever

was in my house, thou shouldst have offered him
my houso too. A sick brothor-officor should li.nv

the best quarters, Trim; and if wo had him with us,

we could tend and look to him. Thou art an ex-

cellent nurse thyself. Trim; and what with thecaro

of him, and the old woman's, and his hoy's, and
mine together, we might recruit him at one.

set him on his le^s. In a fortnight or three weeks,"

added mv uncle Toby, smiling, " he might march."

" He will never march, an't please your honour,

in this world," said the corporal.

" He will march," said my uncle Toby, rising up
from the side of the bed, with one shoe off.

"An' please your honour," said the corporal,

" he will never march but to his grave."

"He shall march," cried my uncle Toby, march-

ing the foot which had one shoe on, though with-

out advancing an inch,
—"ho shall march to his

regiment !

"

" He cannot stand it," said the corporal.

"He shall be supported," said my uncle

Tohy.
" He'll drop at last," said the corporal ;

" and

what will become of his boy P"

"He shall not drop," said my undo Toby,

firmly.

"Ah, wcll-a-day ! do what we can for him,"

Trim, maintaining his point, " the jx>or soul will

die."

" Ho shall not die, by ," cried my undo

Toby.

The accusing spirit, which flew D

chancery with the oath, blushed as he gave it in ;

and tho recording angel, as he wi down,

dropped a tear upon the word, and blotted it out

for e\

My uncle Toby went to his bureau ;
put his

purse into his breeches pocket ; and ha

ordered tho corporal to go early in the morning

for a physician, ho went to bed and tell ash ep.

Tho sun looked bright the morning aft<

every eyo in tho village but Le Fevre' s and his

afflicted son's. The hand of Death pressed b

upon his eyelids, and har.'.ly could the wl:

tho cistern turn round its circle, when my
Toby, who had rose up an hour before 1

time, entered the lieutenant's room, and without

prefaco or apology, sat himself down upon the

chair by the bedsido; and, independently of all

modes and customs. cartam in the

manner an old friend and brother officer would

have done it, and asked him how he did—how he

had rested in the night—what was his complaint

where was his pain—and what he could do to help

him. And without giving him time to an

any one of the inquiries, he went. I n and told him
of the little plan which he had b rting

orporal the night before for him.
" Vou shall go homo directly, Le Fevre," said

my uncle Toby, "to my house, and we'll ha

apothecary, and the corporal thai] he your i

and I'll he your servant, Le 1'"'

There was a frankness in my uncle Toby—not

the effect of familiarity, but the cause of it—which

into his soul, and - D tho

goodness of his nature; to this there was

thine; in his ho' s, and \
|
manner

i. which eternally beckoned to the nn&H I
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to come and take shelter under him; so that be-

fore my uncle Toby had half finished the kind

offers he was making to the father, he had the son

insensibly pressed up close to his knees, and had
taken hold of the breast of his coat, and was pull-

ing it towards him. The blood and spirits of Le
Eevre, which were waxing cold and slow within

him, and were retreating to their last citadel, the

heart, rallied back ; the film forsook his eyes for

a moment; he looked up wistfully in my uncle

Toby's face, then cast a look upon his boy; and
that ligament, fine as it was, was never broken.

Nature instantly ebbod again; the film returned
to its place; the pulse fluttered—stopped—went
on—throbbed—stopped again—moved—stopped

!

Shall I go on ? No.

GO, LOVELY ROSE!
[Edmund Waller, born at Coleshill in 1605. Was Member of Parliament, but vacillated between the royal and popular party.

Was exiled for a plot against Cromwell, who afterwards pardoned him. Returned to England, and dice
1

at Beaeonsfield,

October 21, 1687.]

Go, lovely Rose

!

Tell her, that wastes her time and me,
That now she knows,

When I resemble her to thee,

How sweet and fair she seems to be.

Tell her that's young,
And shuns to have her grace spied,

That hadst thou sprung
In deserts, where no men abide,

Thou must have, uncommended, died.

Small is the worth

Of beauty from the light retired:

Bid her come forth,

Suffer herself to be desired,

And not so blush to be admired.

Then die ! that she

The common fate of all things rare

May read in thee

:

How small a part of time they share,

That are so wondrous sweet and fair

!
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THE HEIGHT OF THE RIDICULOUS.

[Dr. Oliver Wemdell Holmes, of Mass., born 1809. Practised as a physician at Boston ; is Professor of Anatomy at Harvard
University.]

WROTE some
lines, once on

a time,

In wondrous

merry mood,

And thought,
as usual, men
would say

They were
exceeding
good.

ii.

They were so

queer, so

very queer,

laughed as

I would dio

;

Albeit, in the general way,

A sober man am I.

in.

I called my servant, and ho came

;

How kind it was of him

To mind a slender man like mc

—

He of the mighty limb

!

IV.

" These to the printer," I exclaimed,

And, in my humorous way,

I added (as a trifling jest),

" There'll be the devil to pay."

v.

He took the paper, and I watched,

And saw him peep within ;

At the first line ho read, his faco

Was all upon a grin.

VI.

He read the next—the grin grew broad,

And shot from ear to ear ;

He read the third ; a chuckling noiso

I now began to hear.

VII.

The fourth, ho broke into a roar

;

The fifth, his wristband split ;

The sixth, he burst five buttons off,

And tumbled in a fit.

Ten days and nights, with sleepless eyes,

I watched that wretched man
;

And since, I never dare to write

As funny as I can.

THE THEATRE
[James Smitu, born 1772. Published "Rejected Addresses," in conjunction with his brother Horace, in 1802, when Druiy Lane

Theatre was about to open after being rebuilt. Died in London, December 29, 1836.]

Tis sweet to view, from half-past five to six,

Our long wax-candles, with short cotton wicks,

Touch'd by the lamplighter's Promethean art,

Start into light, and make the lighter start;

To see red Phoebus through the gallery-pane

Tinge with his beam the beams of Drury Lane;

While gradual parties fill our widen'd pit,

And gape, and gaze, and wonder, en they sit.

At first, while vacant seats give choice and ease,

Distant or near, they settle where they please

;

But when the multitude contracts the sp »n,

And seats are rare, they settle where they can.

Now the full benches to late comers doom
No room for standing, miscalled standing-room.

See ! to their desks Apollo's sons repair

—

Swift rides the rosin o'er the horse's hair!

In unison their various tones to tune

Murmurs tin- haut hoy, growls the hoarse bassoon;

In soft vibration sighs the whispering lute,

Tang goes the harpsichord, too-too the 11

Brays the loud trumpet, squeaks the fiddle sharp,

Winds the French horn, and twangs the tingling

harp,

Till like great Jove, the leader figuring in

•ies to order the chaotic din.

Say, why these Babel strains from Babel tongueHP

Who's that calls *' Silence
!

" with such leathern

InngsP

He who, in quest of quiet, " Silence !
" hoot3,

Is apt to ni;tke the hubbub he imputes.
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John Richard William Alexander Dwyer,

Was footman to Justinian Stubbs. Esquire

;

But when John Dwyer 'listed in the Blues,

Emmanuel Jennings polish'd Stubb's shoes.

Emmanuel Jennings brought his youngest boy

Up as a corn-cutter*—a safe employ

;

In Holywell Street, St. Pancras, he was bred

(At number twenty-seven, it is said),

Facing the pump, and near the " Granby's Head:"
He would have bound him to some trade in

town,

But with a premium he could not come down.

Pat was the urchin's name—a red-haired youth,

Fonder of purl and skittle-grounds than truth.

Silence, ye gods ! to keep your tongues in awe,

The Muse shall tell an accident she saw.

Pat Jennings in the upper gallery sat,

But, leaning forward, Jennings lost his hat

:

Down from the gallery the beaver flew,

And spurned the one to settle in the two.

How shall he act P Pay at the gallery-door

Two shillings for what cost, when new, but

fourP

Or till half-price, to save his shilling, wait,

And gain his hat again at half-past eight P

Now, while his fears anticipate a thief,

John Mullens whispers, " Take my handker-

chief."

" Thank you," cries Pat ;
" but one won't make a

line."

"Take mine," cried Wilson; and cried Stokes,
" Take mine."

A motley cable soon Pat Jennings ties,

Where Spitalfields with real India vies.

Like Iris' bow down darts the painted clue,

Starred, striped, and spotted, yellow, red,

blue,

Old calico, torn silk, and muslin new.

George Green below, with palpitating hand,

Loops the last 'kerchief to the beaver's band.

Up soars the prize! The youth, with

unfeigned,

Regained the felt, and felt what he regained

:

While to the applauding galleries grateful Pat

Made a low bow, and touched the ransomed

hat.

and

j°y

FAIR MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM.

(From, tke " Percy Collection of Ballads." Author unknown.

)

As it fell out on a long summer's day,

Two lovers they sat on a hill

;

They sat together that long summer's day,

And could not talk their fill.

" I see no harm by you, Margaret,

And you see none by me ;

Before to-morrow, at eight o' the clock,

A rich wedding you shall see."

in.

Fair Margaret sat in her bower-window,

Combing her yellow hair

;

There she spyed sweet William and his bride,

As they were a-riding near.

Then down she laid her ivory comb,

And braided her hair in twain

:

She went alive out of her bower,

But never came alive in't again.

When day was gone and night was come,

And all men fast asleep,

Then came the spirit of fair Margaret,

And stood at William's feet.

" Are you awake, sweet William P " she said,

Or, sweet William, are you asleep P

God give you joy of your gay bride-bed,

And me of my winding-sheet."

VII.

When day was come and night was gone,

And all men waked from sleep,

Sweet William to his ladye sayd,

" My dear, I have cause to weep

:

"I dreamt a dream, my dear ladye,

Such dreams are never good

;

I dreamt my bower was full of red wine,

And my bride-bed full of blood."

rxi

" Such dreams—such dreams, my honoured sir,

They never do prove good

;

To dream thy bower was full ot red wine,

And thy bride-bed full of blood."

He called up his merry men all,

By one, by two, and by three

;

Saying, " I'll away to fair Margaret's bower,

By the leave of my ladye."
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XI.

And when be MOM to fair Margaret's bower,

i f <• knocked at tho ring,

And who so ready as her soven brethren

To let sweet William inP

XII.

Then be turned op the covering sheet—
'• Pray, let me pee thr dead:

Methinks sho loeks all palo and wan,

She hath lost her cherry red.

XIII.

"T'll do more for tl ret,

Than any of thy kin;

I'"" I will k i . thy |>ale, wan lips,

Though a Utile 1 cannot win."

XIV.

With that beepake the seven broth

Making most piteous moan :

" Yon may go kiss your jolly brown bride,

And let our sister alone."

" Tf T do kiss my jolly brown bride,

I 6V) hul what is right ;

I vow to yonder poor corj

By day nor yet by night.

x\i.

J on. deal on. my merry men all,

"ii your cake and your wine;

For whatever ifl (halt at her funeral to-day,

Shall bt dealt to-morrow nt min

XVII.

Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day,

Sweet William dyed the morrow:

dyed for pure true lovo,

Sweet William dyed for sorrow.

;n.

waa bnrj

And William in the

Out of hi

I out of his a brier.



DESCRIPTION OF A MOONLIGHT NIGHT.

DESCRIPTION OF A MOONLIGHT NIGHT.
(from the " Merchant of Venice.")

LWilliam Shaxespeahe, born at Stratford-on-Avon, April 23, 1564. Was an actor, but subseqiiently obtained position and

wealth by bis writings. Died 1616, at bis native town.]

Lorenzo. The moon shines bright: in such a

night as this,

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees,

And they did make no noise ; in such a night,

Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojans' wall,

And sighed his soul toward the Grecian tents,

Where Cressid lay that night.

Jessica. In such a night

Did Thisbe fearfully outstrip the dew

;

And saw the lion's shadow ere himself,

And ran dismay'd away.

Lor. In such a night

Stood Dido, with a willow in her hand,

Upon the wild sea-banks, and waved her love

To come again to Carthage.

Jes. In such a night

Medea gathered the enchanted herbs

That did renew old ^soh.
vol. i.

Lor. In such a night

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew,

And with an unthrift love did run from "Venice,

As far as Belmont.

Jes. And in such a night

Did young Lorenzo swear he loved her well

;

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith,

And ne'er a true one.

Lor. And in such a night

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew,

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

* # # #

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this

bank

;

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music

Creep in our ears; soft stillness and the night

Become the touches of sweet harmony.

Sit, Jessica : look, how the floor of heaven
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Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold
;

There's not the smallest orb which thou behold'st.

But in his motion like an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubim

;

Such harmony is in immortal souls;

But whilst the muddy vesture of decay

Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn i

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress' ear,

And draw her home with music.

Jes. I am never merry when I hear sweet

music.

ADVENTURES OF RIP VAN WINKLE.
[Washihgt05 Ibviso. See Page 1.]

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must
remember the Kaatskill Mountains. At the foot

of these fairy mountains the voyager may have
descried the light smoke curling up from a village,

whoso shingle roofs gleam among the trees, just

where the blue tints of the upland melt away into

I fresh green of the nearer landscape. In that

small village, and in one of these very houses

(which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly time-

worn and weather-beaten), there lived, main
since, while the country was yet a provii

Great Britain, a simple, good-nat axed fellow, of the

name of Rip Van Winkle. He wt a deeoendant
of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in

the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, an

companied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He
inherited, however, but little of the martial cha-

racter of his ancestors. I have observed that he

was a simple, good-natured man \ he was, moi •<

a kind neighbour, and an obedient hen-j

husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might
bo owing that meekness of spirit which gained

him such universal popularity; far those men are

most apt to be obsequious and conciliating al

who are under the discipline of shrews at home.

Certain it is that he was a great favourite among
all the good-wives of the neighbourhood. The
children of the village, too, would shout with joy

whenever he approached. Whenever he «reni

dodging about tho village, ho was surrounded

by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts, clam-

bering on his back, and playing a thousand tricks

on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark

at him throughout t he neighbourhood. The great

error in Rip's composition was an insuperable aver-

sion to all kinds of profitable labour. It could not

bo from the want of assiduity or perseverance, for

he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and
heavy as a Tartar's lance, and fish all day without

a murmur, oven though ho should not be encou-

raged by a single nibble. He would carry a fowl ing-

on his shoulder, trudging through woods
and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a

few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would
refuse to aaaisi neighbour, even in the roughest
toil, and was a foremost man at al! country frolics

or husking Indian com or building stone fenoes.

In a word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody's

business but his own; but as to doing family

duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it

impossible. His children ;lgged and wild

as if they belonged to nobody. His son Kip, an

urchin begotten in his own likeness, promii

inherit the habiti with the old clothes of hi*

father. He was generally seen trooping like a

colt at his mother*! heels, equipped in i pair of

his father's 0est-off galligaskins, which he had
much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine

lady docs her train in bad weather. Rip

Winkle, however, was one of those happy m<

Hah, well-oil, d who take

world easy, eat white bread or brown, whiei

can be got with lead though! or trouble,

would lather starve on a penny than work
I

pound. If left to himself, he would have wl;

life away in perfect contentment ; but his wife

"iitiuually dinning in his cars about his idle*

-mess, and the ruin he was brim

on his family. Morning, noon, and nighl

tongue was incessantly going, and everything he

said or did was sure to produce a torrent of h>

hold eloquence.

adherent was his dog \

who was as much hen-pecked as his m
for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as •

panions in idleness, and even looked upon

with an evil eye, nae of his

so oft < True it is, in all points of spirit

befitting an honourable dog, he was as courageous

an animal as ever scoured the woods; but what

courago can withstand the erer-during and all-be-

setting terrors of a woman's tongue ? The moment

Wolf entered the b I fell; hi

dropped to the ground or curlt

he sneaked about with a gallon many
a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at tin-

least flourish of a broomstick or ladle ho would

fly to the door with yelping precipitation. T
grow worse and worse with Rip Van V.

years of matrimony rolled on.

mellows with age, and a .-harp to: onl\

tool thai groi «nth oonatanl

For a long wh. onaole him

driven from bOBBOj bj ErafJOBttEsmg I kind oi
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petual club of the sages, philosophers, and other

idle personages of the village, which held its ses-

sion on a bench before a small inn, designated by
a rubicund portrait of His Majesty George III.

Here they used to sit in the shade during a long,

lazy summer's day, talking listlessly over village

gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about no-

thing. From even this stronghold the unlucky Hip
was at length routed by his termagant wife, who
would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of

the assemblage and call the members all to

naught.

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair

;

and his only alternative, to escape from the labour

of the farm and clamour of his wife, was to take

gun in hand and stroll away in the woods. In a

long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, he

had unconsciously scrambled to one of the highest

parts of the Kaatskill mountains. For some time

Rip lay musing on this scene. Evening was
gradually advancing ; the mountains began to

throw their long blue shadows over the valleys.

He saw that it would be dark long before he

could reach the village, and he heaved a heavy
sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors

of Dame Van Winkle. As he was about to descend,

he heard a voice from a distance hallooing, "Rip
Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!" He looked

around, but could see nothing but a crow wing-
ing its solitary flight across the mountains. He
thought his fancy must have deceived him, and
turned again to descend, when he heard the same
cry ring through the still evening air, " Rip Van
Winkle ! Rip Van Winkle !

" At the same time

Wolf bristled up his back, and, giving a low
growl, skulked to his master's side, looking fear-

fully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague ap-

prehension stealing over him. He looked anxiously

in the same direction, and perceived a strange

figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending
under the weight of something he carried on his

back. He was surprised to see any human being
in this lonely and unfrequented place, but sup-

posing it to be some one of the neighbourhood in

need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield

it. On nearer approach, he was still more sur-

prised at the singularity of the stranger's appear-

ance. He was a short, square-built old fellow,

with thick, bushy hair, and a grizzled beard. His
dres3 was of the antique Dutch fashion : a cloth

jerkin strapped round the waist, several pairs of

breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated

with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches
at the knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg,

that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip
to approach and assist him with the load. Though
rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance,

Rip complied with his usual alacrity, and, mutually

relieving each other, they clambered up a narrow

gulley, apparently the dry bed of a mountain tor-

rent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then

heard long rolling peals, like distant thunder, that

seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft

between lofty rocks, towards which their rugged

path conducted. He paused for an instant, but,

supposing it to be the muttering of one of those

transient thunder showers which often take place

in m6untain heights, he proceeded. Passing

through the ravine, they came to a hollow

like a small amphitheatre, surrounded by per-

pendicular precipices ; over the brink of which

impending trees shot their branches, merely allow-

ing glimpses of flie azure sky and the bright

evening cloud. During the whole time, Rip and

his companion had laboured on in silence; for

though the former marvelled greatly what could

be the object of carrying the keg of liquor up this

wild mountain, yet there was something strange

and incomprehensible about the unknown that in-

spired awe and checked familiarity. On entering

the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented

themselves. On a level spot in the centre was a

company of odd-looking personages playing at

nine-pins. They were dressed in a quaint, out-

landish fashion : some wore short doublets, others

jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most

of them had enormous breeches, in similar style

with that of the guide's. Their visages, too, were

peculiar: ©ne had a large head, broad face, and

small, piggish eyes; the face of another seemed

entirely to consist of nose, and was surmounted by

a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red

cock's tail. They all had beards of various shapes

and colours. There was one who seemed to be

the commander. He was a stout old gentleman

with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a

laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned

hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled

shoes with roses in them. The whole group

reminded Rip of the figures hi an old Flemish

painting in the parlour of Dominie Van Schaick,

the village parson, and which had been brought

over from Holland at the time of the settlement.

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that

though these folk were evidently amusing them-

selves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the

most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the

most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever

witnessed. Nothing interrupted the stillness of

the scene but the noise of the balls, which, when-

ever they were rolled, echoed along the mountains

like rumbling peals of thunder. As Rip and his

companion approached them, they suddenly de-

sisted from their play, and stared at him with

such fixed, statue-like gaze, and such strange,

uncouth, lack-lustre countenances, that his heart

turned within him, and his knees smote together.

His companion now emptied the contents of the
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keg into large flagons, and made signs to him to

wait upon the company. He obeyed with fear and

trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound

silence, and then returned to their game. By
degrees Rip's awe and apprehension subsided. He
even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him,

to taste the beverage, which he found had much
of the flavour of excellent Hollands. He was

naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to

repeat the draught. One taste provoked another,

and I.- the flagon so often,

that at length his e overpowered ; his

eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined.

and he It'll intoadeep sleep. On waking, he round

himself on the green knoll from whence he had

Oral seen tho old man of the glen. He robbed his

eyes. It was a bright sunny morning. The birds

were hopping and twittering among the bushes,

and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the

puro mountain breeze. " Surely." thought Bap,

"I havo not slept here all night." He recalled

the occurrences before he fell asleep—the strange

man with akeg of liquor, the mountain ravine, the

wild retreat among the rocks, the woe-begone party

at nineqiins. tho flagon. "Oh! that flagon 1 that

d flagon!" thought Kip; "what excuse shall

I make to Dame Van Winkle?" Be looked round

for his gun, but in place of the clean, well-oiled

fowling-piece, he found an old firelock lying bj

him, the barrel encrusted with rust, the lock falling

off, and the stock worm-eaten. Ho now sus|

that the grave roysterers of tho mountain had put a

trick upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor.

had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had dis-

appeared, but lie might have vay after a

squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him and
shouted his name, but all in vain ; the echoes re-

peated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to bo

seen. He determined to revisit the scene of tho

. ening's gambol, and if he met with any of

the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose

to walk, he found himself stiff in the joints, and

wanting in his usual activity. " These mountain

do not agree with me," thought Rip ;
" and if

this frolic should lay me up with a fit of rheuma-

tism. I shall have a blessed time with Dam
Winkle." With some difficulty he got down into

the glen. He found the gully up which he and his

tnion had ascended the preceding evening,

hut, to his astonishment, a mountain Mreain was

now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock,

and filling the glen with babbling murmurs.

At length he reached to where the ravine

1 through the cliffs to the amphith

but no traces of such opening remained. The

rocks 1 a high impenetrable wall.

which tin 1 tor: tumbling in a At

!V foam, and fell into a broad. <1

hlack from the sha i surrounding I

Or Rip was brought to a stand.

What was to be done? The morning wa

away, and Kip felt famished. He grieved t

up his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife;

hut it- would not do to starve among the inoun-

He shook his head, shouldered the rusty

firelock, and. with a heart full of t rouble and

anxiety, turned hi- A- he

approached the village ha met a numb
B, hut none whom he knew, which -

him, for he had thought hi

acquainted with every one in the country round.

Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from

that to which he was accustomed. They all •

at him with equal marks of surprise, and

tpon him. invariably stroked their

China. The constant recurrence of this get

induced Kip. involuntarily, to do the same, when,

to his astonishment, he found his heard had grown

a foot long! He had now the >kirts of tho

village. A troop of strange children ran at his

in. and pointing at hi-

of which he i.

''or an old acquaintance, harked at him I

L The very \ illage was .altered; it was

larger and more populous. There

houses which he had i hefore. and

those which had been his familiar haunts had dis-

appeared. Surely this was his native vill

which he had left hut the day before. T
stood tho Kaatskill Mountains; there ran the

silver Hudson at a distance; there was t

hill nnd dale precisely as it had always been.

Rip was sorely perplexed " That flagon last

night," thought he, "has addled my poor head
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•' Lot Ji:e kiss off that falling tear."

—

Black-eyed Susan, Page 39.

sadly !
" It was with some difficulty lie found the

way to his own house, which he approached with

silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the

shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the

house gone to decay—the roof fallen in, the win-

dows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A
half-starved dog, that looked like Wolf, was skulk-

ing about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur

snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This

was an unkind cut indeed. " My very dog," sighed

poor Rip, " has forgotten me !
" He entered the

house. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently aban-

doned. He now hurried forth and hastened to his

old resort, the village inn ; but it, too, was gone.

A large, rickety wooden building stood in its

place, with great gaping windows, some of them
broken, with old hats and petticoats stuffed in

the chasms, and over the door was painted " The
Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle." He recog-

nised on the sign, however, the ruby face of

King George, under which he had smoked so

many a peaceable pipe ; but even this was singu-

larly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed
for one of blue and buff, and a sword was held

in the hand instead of a sceptre; the head was
decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath

was painted in large characters, " General Wash-
ington." There was, as usual, a crowd of folk

about the door, but none that Rip recollected.

The very character of the people seemed changed.

There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone

about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm and

drowsy tranquillity. The appearance of Rip, with

his long grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece,

his uncouth dress, and the army of women and
children that had gathered at his heels, soon

attracted the attention of the tavern politicians.

They crowded round him, eyeing him from head

to foot with great curiosity.

One orator bustled up to him, and drawing him
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partly aside, inquired " on which aide he voted ?
"

Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short

but busy little fellow pulled him by the arm, and.

rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear "whether he

was a Federal or Democrat ?
"

"Alas! gentlemen," oried Rip, somewhat dis-

d, " I am a poor, quiet man; a native of the

ind a loyal subject of the king, God
him!"

Bere ageneral shout burst from the bystanders:

"A Tory! a Tory! a spy! a refugee! Hustle

him ! away with him !

"

Tt was with great difficulty t hat a self-important

man in a cocked hat restored order; and, having

ted :i tenfold austerity of brow, demanded of

the unknown culprit what he came there for, and

whom he was seeking.

The poor man humbrj 1 him that he
meant no harm, but merely oame there in

of some of his neighbours, who used to keep

about the tavern.

" Well, who are they f Name them."

Kip bethought himself a moment, and inquired,

" Where's Nicholas Tedder P
"

There v. B for B little while, wh BD an

old man replied, in a thin, piping voice, " Nicholas

Vedder! Why. he's dead and gone these eighteen

There was a wooden tombstone in the

churchyard, and that used to tell all about him;

bul I I a. and gone too."

" W hi Hummel, the sohoolmi

"He went, off to the wars, too; was a
|

militia general, and is now in Congl
Kip's heart died away at hearh; • sad

change! in his home and friends, and finding him-

self thus alone. He had no oourage to ask

lore Friends, but cried out. in despair. "Does
ly here know Kip Van Winkle?"

"Oh, Rip Van Winkle!" exclaimed two or

three. " Oh, to be sure: Tina's Kip Van
Winkle yonder, leaning againsl the tree."

Kip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart

of his u up to the mountain, appa-

rently aa laay, and oertainly is ragged. The poor

fellow w completely confounded. Ho
doubted his own identity, and whether ho was
himself or another man. In the midst of lus

bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat demanded
who he was, and what was his name? "God

colaimed he, al hii » " I'm not

fj I'm somebody else; that'* me yonder

—

no; that'i somebody else got into my shoes. I

was myself last night, bul I fell asleep on the

mountain, and they've changed my gun. and every-

thing's changed, and I'm changed, and I can't tell

what's my name, or who I am !"

The bystandi now to look at each other,

nod. wink significantly, and tap their lingers against
their foreh< kds; there was a whi.-per. also, about

securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from

doing mischief. At this critical moment, a I

comely woman pressed through the throng to

get a peep at the grey-bearded man. She had

a chubby child in her arms, which, frighten

his looks, began to cry. "Hush. Rip," cried

"hush, you little fool; the old man won't hurt
you." The name of the child, the air of the mother,

the tone of her voice, till awakened a train of recol-

lections in his mind. "What is your name, my
good woman!-" asked he. "Judith Gurdenier."

"And your father's name?" "Ah. poor man, his

was Kip Van Winkle. It's twenty

lie went away with his gun, and i

heard of since, ili- dog came home without him;
but whether he shot himself or was carried

by the Indians, nobody, nobody can tell. I

then but a little girl." Rip had but

ion to a-k; but he put it with a fait'

voice. " Where's your mother?" " ( >i .

but a short turn she broke a bl<

in a tit of passion at a

was a drop of comfort, at least, at this intellig

The honest man could contain himself no lot

He caught his daughter and her child in his arms.
" I'm your father!" cried he. " Foung
Winkle once— old Rip Van Winkle now !

nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?" Rip's

story was soon told, for the whole twi

had been tohim butas one night. The i

stared when they heard it ; somi

wink at each other. IJld put their h

their cheeks. I rmined, however, to take

the opinion of old I nderdonk, who
dowly advancing up the road,

the most .ancient inhabitant of the village, and

well versed in all the wonderful events and tra-

ditions of the neighbourhood. He i

Rip at once, and corroborated his story in

the most satisfactory manner. B 1 the

company thai it was a bet, handed down from hii

tor, the historian, that the Kaatskill Moun-

tains had always been haunted by strai

that it was :dli rmed that Irick Hud-

son, the first discoverer of the river and country,

kind of vigil there e\ery twenty years, with

raw of the //•''/ Moon, being ned in

this way
I

and keep a guardian eye upon the river and the

one; that hii fath-

1

them in their old Dutch d

at nine-pin- in the hollow of the mountain ; and that

he himself had I ummer'i afternoon, the

sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder.

Rip now resumed his old walks and habit

soon found many of nil former cronies, though all

tr of tin*

preferred making friends among the rising g
tion, with whom he soon grew into great favour.



REPORT OF AN ADJUDGED CASE.

BLACK-EYED SUSAN.
[John Gat, born at Barnstaple in 1688. Apprenticed in youth to a silk-mercer. Subsequently secretary to the Duchess of

Monmouth and envoy to Hanover. Died December 4, 1732, of inflammatory fever.]

All in the downs the fleet was moored,

The streamers waving in the wind,

When black-eyed Susan came aboard

:

" Oh ! where shall I my true love find ?

Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true,

If my sweet William sails among the crew P
"

William, who high upon the yard

Rocked with the billow to and fro,

Soon as her well-known voice he heard,

He sighed, and cast his eyes below

;

The cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands,

And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands.

So sweet the lark, high poised in air,

Shuts close his pinions to his breast

(If chance his mate's shrill call he hear),

And drops at once into her nest

;

The noblest captain in the British fleet

Might envy William's lips those kisses sweet.

'Oh! Susan! Susan! lovely dear!

My vows shall ever true remain

;

Let me kiss off that falling tear

—

We only part to meet again.

Change as ye list, ye winds ! my heart shall be

The faithful compass that still points to thee.

" Believe not what the landsmen say,

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind

;

They'll tell thee sailors, when away,

In every port a mistress find

;

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so,

For thou art present wheresoe'er I go.

" If to fair India's coast we sail,

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright,

Thy breath in Afric's spicy gale,

Thy skin in ivoiy so white

;

Thus every beauteous object that I view.

Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue.

" Though battle call me from thy arms,

Let not my pretty Susan mourn

;

Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms,

William shall to his dear return.

Love turns aside the balls that round me fly,

Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's eye."

The boatswain gave the dreadful word,

The sails their swelling bosom spread

;

No longer must she stay aboard

;

They kissed—she sighed, he hung his head

Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land

;

"Adieu!" she cries, and waved her lily hand

REPORT OF AN ADJUDGED CASE.
[William Cowper, born at Great Berkhainpstead, November 15, 1731. Educated at Westminster.

insanity. Lived chiefly at Olney. Died April 25, 1800.]

Was subject to fits of

Between Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose,

The spectacles set them unhappily wrong
;

The point in dispute was, as all the world knows,

To which the said spectacles ought to belong.

ii.

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause,

With a great deal of skill and a wig full of

learning

;

While Chief Baron Ear sat to balance the laws,

So famed for his talent in nicely discerning.

in.

" In behalf of the Nose it will quickly appear,

And your lordship," he said, " will undoubtedly

find,

That the Nose has had spectacles always to wear,

Which amounts to possession time out of mind."

IV.

Then, holding the spectacles up to the court,

" Your lordship observes they are made with a

straddle

As wide as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short,

Designed to sit close to it, just like a saddle.

" Again, would your lordship a moment suppose

—

'Tis a case that has happened, and may bo

again

—

That the visage or countenance had not a nose,

Pray who would, or who could, wear spectacles

then?
VI.

" On the whole, it appears, and my argument

shows,

With a reasoning the court will never condemn,

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose,

And the Nose was as plainly intended for them."

VII.

Then, shifting his side (as a lawyer knows how),

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes

;

But what were his arguments few people know

;

For the court did not think they were equally

wise.
VIII.

So his loi'dship decreed, with a grave, solemn tone,

Decisive and clear, without one if or but,

That whenever the Nose put his spectacles on

—

By daylight or candlelight—Eyes should be shut l
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5 \, l
''

DEATH OF TWO LOVERS BY LKiHTNi
(From Pop*' * Letter* to Lady Wortley Montagu*.)

[Alexahdeb Pope, born in London, May 22, 1688 ; redded near Windsor Forest. Subsequently removed to a villa at T« ickoulmw,

where he died on May 30, 1744.]

I have a mind to fill the rest of this paper -with

an accident that happened just under my
.iiid has made a great impression upon me. I

have just passed part of this summer at an old

romantic seat of my Lord Harcourt's. which be

lent me. ... It overlooks a common field.

where, under the shade of a haycock, sat two

lovers, as constant as ever were found in romance.

beneath a spreading beech. The name of the one

—let it sound as it will—was John Eewet; of tin-

other, Sarah Drew. John was a well-set man,

about five-and-twenty ; Sarah, a brown woman of

eighteen. John had for several months borne the

labour of the day in the same field with Sarah;

when she milked, it was his morning and evening

charge to bring the cows to her pail. Their love

was the talk, but not the scandal, of the whole

neighbourhood; for all they aimed at was the

blameless possession of atoll Other in marriage.

It was but this very iimniin^ that she had obtained

her parents' consent, and it was but till Ha
week that they were to wait to bo happy. Per-

haps this very day. in the intervals of their work,

they were talking of their wedding clothes; and
John was now matching several kinds of poppies

and field flower-; to her complexion, to make her a

preaent of knots for the day. While theg

thus employed (it was on the last of July), a

terrible storm of thunder and lightning II

that drove the labourers to what shelter the

or hedge! afforded. Sarah, frightened and out of

hroatll. sank on a haycock; and John, who
|

separated from her. sat by her side, baring raked

two or tin together I her. Im-

mediately there waa heard ao loud a crack

D had bnreted asunder. The labouiv:

solicitous for each other's safety, called to one
another. Those thl

hearing no answer, stepped to the place where
they lay; they first saw a little smoke, and

this the faithful pair -John with one arm about

his Sarah's neck, and the other held over bar

face, as if to screen her from the lightning.

were struck dead, and already grown still' and
cold in this tender posture. There was no mark
or discolouring OH their bodies, only that Sarah's

eyebrow was a little singed, jind a small spot

BD her breast b. They were buried tin

day in one grave, where my Lord Harcourt, at my
st, has erected a monument over them.

Upon the whole, 1 cannot think these people

unhappy. The greatest happfa living

as they would have done, was to die as they did.

The greatest honour people of this low degree

could have, was to be remembered on a littl«

mormment



JOHNNY IN HOSPITAL.

THE SCHOOL HOUSE.
[James Bussell Lowell, born at Boston, U.S., 1819. Chiefly known in England as the author of the " Biglow Papers."]

Proft on the marsh, a dwelling now I see

—

The humble school-house of my ABC,
Where well-drilled urchins, each behind his tire,

Waited in ranks the wished command to fire :

Then all together, when the signal came,

Discharged their a b—abs against the dame,

Who, 'mid the volleyed learning, firm and calm,

Patted the furloughed ferule on her palm

;

And, to our wonder, could detect at once

Who flashed the pan, and who was downright

dunce.

There young Devotion learned to climb with ease

The gnarly limbs of Scripture family trees
;

And he was most commended and admired

Who soonest to the topmost twig perspired.

Each name was called as many various ways,

As pleased the reader's ears on different days

;

So that the weather, or the ferule's stings,

Colds in the head, or fifty other things,

Transformed the helpless Hebrew thrice a week
To guttural Pequot or resounding Greek

;

The vibrant accent skipping hero and there

Just as it pleased invention or despair.

No controversial Hebraist was the dame

—

With or without tho "points" pleased her the

same.

If any tyro found a name too tough,

And looked at her, pride furnished skill enough
;

She nerved her larynx for the desperate thing,

And cleared the five-barred syllables at a spring.

Ah, dear old times ! there once it was my hap,

Perched on a stool, to wear the long-eared cap

;

Prom books degraded, there I sat at ease,

A drone, the envy of compulsory bees.

JOHNNY IN HOSPITAL.

[Mr. Charles Dickens, in the following passage from '* Our Mutual Friend," refers to that excellent institution, the Children's

Hospital, in Great Ormond Street, which owes so much to bis constant support. If any of our render- desire to give their

mites to the Hospital, Mr. Samuel Wiiitford, the Secretary, at the Hospital, will no doubt be giad to receive them.]

Punctual to the time, appeared the carriage

and the secretary. He sat on the box, and Mr.

Sloppy graced the rumble. So, to the " Three

Magpies," as befoi'e, where Mrs. Boffin and Miss

vol. I.

Bella were handed out, and whence they all went

on foot to Mrs. Betty Higden's.

But, on the way down, they had stopped at a

toy-shop, and had bought that noble charter, a
6
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description of whose points and trappings had on

the last occasion conciliated the then worldly-

minded orphan, and also a Noah's ark, and also a

yellow bird with an artificial voice in him, and also

a military doll, so well dressed that if he had only

been of life-size his brother officers in the Guards

might never have found him out. Bearing these

gifts, they raised the latch of Betty Higden's door,

and saw her sitting in the dimmest and furthest

corner, with poor Johnny in her lap.

* And how's my boy, Betty P " asked Mrs.

Boffin, sitting down beside her.

" He's bad ! he's bad !" said Betty; " I begin to

be afoerd he'll not be yours any more than mine.

All others belonging to him have gone to tho

Power and the Glory, and I have a mind that

they're drawing him to them—leading him
away."

" No, no, no !
" said Mrs. Boffin.

" I don't know why else ho clenches his little

hand as if it had hold of a finger that I can't see.

Look at it," said Betty, opening the wrap]'

which ili<' Bathed child lay, and hewing hil small

right hand tying closed upon hia breast. "It's

always so. It don't mind me."

"Is ho asleep?"

"No, I think not. You're not asleep, my
Johnny ?

"

" No," said Johnny, with a quiet air of pity for

himself, and without opening his eyes.

" Here's the lady, Johnny, and the horse."

Johnny could bear the lady with complete in-

difference, but not tho horse. Opening his heavy
eyes, ho slowly broke into a smile on beholding that

splendid phenomenon] Hid wanted to take it in his

arms. As it was much too big, it was put upon

a chair, where he could hold it by the inano and
contemplate it, which ho soon forgot to do. Hut.

Johnny murmuringsomething with hii ejee dosed,

and Mrs. Boffin not knowing what, old Betty bent

Ipt car to listen, and took pains to understand.

Being asked by her to repeat what he had said, he

did so two or throo timos, and then it came out

that ho must have seen more than they sop]

when he looked up to see the horse, for the mur-

mur was, " Who is the hoofer lady P
"

Now the boofer, or beautiful, lady was Bella ;

and whereas this notice from the poor baby would

have touched her of itself, it was rendered moro
pathetic by the late melting of her heart to her

poor little fathor, and their joke about, the lovely

woman. So Bella's behaviour v. tender

and vory natural when she 1 brick

floor to clasp the child, and when the child, with a

child's admiration of what is young and pretty,

fondled tho " boofer " lady.

"Now, my good, dear Betty," said Mrs. Boffin,

hoping that she saw her opportunity, and laying

her hand persuasively on her arm ;
" we have come

to remove Johnny from this cottage to where he

can be taken better care of."

Instantly, and before another word could be

spoken, the old woman started up with bl

and rushed at the door with the sick child.

id away from me, every one of ye!" she

cried out wddly. " I see what ye mean now. Let

me go my way, all of ye. I'd sooner kill the pretty,

and kill my
" Stay, stay

! " said Rokesraith, soothing her,

"you don't understand."

"I understand too well. I know too much

about it, sir. I've run from it too many a

No, never for mo, nor for tho child, while tl

water enough in England to cover

The terror, the shame, the passion of horror ami

repugnance, filing tho worn {ace and perfectly

maddening it, would have been quite a terrible

sight, if embodied in ono old fellow-creature alone.

Yet it " crops up "—as our slang goes—my lords

and gentlemen and honourable boards, in other

fellow-creatures, rather frequently.

" It's been chasing mo all my life, but it shall

never take mo nor mine alive !" cried old 1

"I've done with ye. I'd have fastened door and

window, and starved out afore I'd i Id ye

in, if I had known what ye came for." But.

natfiling Bight of Mrs. Boffin's wholesome face, she

relented, and crouching down by the door

bending ovor her burden to hush it, said, humbly,

"Maybe my fears has put mo wrong. If they

have so, toll mo; and tho good Lord forgive me !

I'm quick to take this fright, I know, and my
head h sunmiat light with wearying and

watching."

"There, there, there!" returned lira. Boffin.

" Come, come, say no more of it. Betty. 1

a mistake, a mistake ! Any ono of US might ha\ 8

made it in your place, and felt just as you do."

"The Lord bless ye!" said tho old woman.

bing out her hand.

"Now, see, Betty," pursued the sweet, com-

passionate soul, holding the hand kindly, "what

1 reallv did mean, and what 1 should ha\c begun

by saying out, if I had only been a little wiser ami

handier. We want to move Johnny to a place

where there are none but children; a place set up

on purpose lor sick children; where the

doctors and mi' thefar lives with children,

talk to none but children, touch none but children,

comfort and cure none but children."

there really such a placeP" asked the old

woman, with a gaze of wonder.

"Tea, Hetty, on mywi.nl, and you sha"

!• If my home was a better place Ear tie

boy, I'd take him to it; but indeed, indeed it's

not."

" TOO BhaD take him." returned Betty

Dg the comforting hand, D will, my
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deary. I am not so hard, but that I believe your

face and voice, and I will, as long as I can see and
hear."

This victory gained, Eokesmith made haste to

profit by it, for he saw how woefully time had been

lost. He dispatched Sloppy to bring the carriage

to the door; caused the child to be carefully

wrapped up ; bade old Betty get her bonnet on

;

collected the toys, enabling the little fellow to

comprehend that his treasures were to be trans-

ported with him ; and had all things prepared so

easily that they were ready for the carriage as

soon as it appeared, and in a minute afterwards

were on their way. Sloppy they left behind,

relieving his overcharged breast with a paroxysm
of mangling.

At ths Children's Hospital, the gallant steed,

the Noah's ark, the yellow bird, and the officer in

the Guards, were made as welcome as their child-

owner. But the doctor said aside to Eokesmith,
" This should have been days ago. Too late

!

"

However, they were all carried up into a fresh

airy room, and there Johnny came to himself, out

of a sleep or a swoon, or whatever it was, to find

himself lying in a little quiet bed, with a little

platform over his breast, on which were already

arranged, to give him heart and urge him to cheer

up, the Noah's ark, the noble steed, and the

yellow bird ; with the officer in the Guards doing

duty over'the whole, quite as much to the satisfac-

tion of his country as if he had been upon Parade.

And at the bed's head was a coloured picture

beautiful to see, representing as it were another

Johnny seated on the knee of some Angel, surely,

who loved little children. And, marvellous fact,

to lie and stare at, Johnny had become one of a

little family, all in little quiet beds (except two
playing dominoes in little arm-chairs at a little

table on the hearth) : and on all the little beds

were little platforms whereon were to be seen

dolls' houses, woolly dogs with mechanical barks

in them not very dissimilar from the artificial

voice pervading the bowels of the yellow bird, tin

armies, Moorish tumblers, wooden tea-things, and
the riches of the earth.

As Johnny murmured something in his placid

admiration, the ministering woman at his bed's

head asked him what he said. It seemed that he

wanted to know whether all these were brothers

and sisters of his. So they told him yes. It

seemed then, that he wanted to know whether God
had brought them all together there. 60 they

told him yes again. They made out then, that he
wanted to know whether they would all get out of

pain. So they answered yes to that question

likewise, and made him understand that the reply

included himself.

Johnny's powers of sustaining conversation were

as yet so very imperfectly developed, even in a

state of health, that in sickness they were little

more than monosyllabic. But he had to be
washed and tended, and remedies were applied,

and though those offices were far, far more skil-

fully and lightly done than ever anything had
been done for him in his little life, so rough and
short, they would have hurt and tired him but for

an amazing circumstance which laid hold of his

attention. This was no less than the appearance
on his own little platform in pairs, of all creation,

on its way into his own particular ark: the

elephant leading, and the fly, with a diffident sense

of his size, politely bringing up the rear. A very
little brother lying in the next bed with a broken
leg, was so enchanted by this spectacle that his

delight exalted its enthralling interest; and so

came rest and sleep.

" I see you are not afraid to leave the dear child

here, Betty," whispered Mrs. Boffin.

" No, ma'am. Most willingly, most thankfully,

with all my heart and soul."

So they kissed him, and left him there, and old

Betty was to come back early in the morning, and
nobody but Eokesmith knew for certain how that

the doctor had said, " This should have been days
ago. Too late !

"

But Eokesmith knowing it, and knowing that

his bearing it in mind would be acceptable there-

after to that good woman who had been the only

light in the childhood of desolate John Harmon
dead and gone, resolved that late at night he would
go back to the bedside of John Harmon's name-
sake, and see how it fared with him.

The family whom God had brought together

were not all asleep, but were all quiet. From bed
to bed, a light, womanly tread and a pleasant, fresh

face passed in the silence of the night. A little

head would lift itself up into the softened light

here and there, to be kissed as the face went by

—

for these little patients are very loving—and would
then submit itself to be composed to rest again.

The mite with the broken leg was restless and
moaned ; but after a while turned his face towards
Johnny's bed, to fortify himself with a view of

the ark, and fell asleep. Over most of the beds,

the toys were yet grouped as the children had
left them when they last laid themselves down,
and, in their innocent grotesqueness and incon-

gruity, they might have stood for the children's

dreams.

The doctor came in too, to see how it fared with

Johnny. And he and Eokesmith stood together,

looking down with compassion on him.
" What is it, Johnny P " Eokesmith was the

questioner, and put an arm round the poor baby

as he made a struggle.

" Him," said the little fellow. " Those !

"

The doctor was quick to understand children,

and, taking the horse, the ark, the yellow bird, and
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tho man iu tho Guards, from Johnny's bed, softly

placed them on tliat of his next neighbour, the

mite with the broken leg.

With a weary and yet a pleased smile, and with

an action as if he stretched his little figure out to

rest, tho child heaved his body oil the sustaining

arm, and seeking Rokesmith's face with his lips,

said

—

" A kiss for tho boofer lady."

Having now bequeathed all he had to dispose of
and arranged his atfairs in this world, Johnny, thus
speaking, left it.

DIRGE IN "CYMBELINE."
8UN0 DT GUIDERIC3 ANl> AUVIUAUUS OVER FIDELE, SUPPOSED TO BE PEAD.

[.William Collins, born at Chichester, December 25, 1720. Educated at Winchester and Oxford. Was insane during Ui«
latter part of his hfe. Died in 1756.]

<) Bur FW y tomb
Soft maids and village hinds shall bring

Each opening tweet, of oarhesl bloom,

And rifle all the breathing spring.

No wailing ghost shall (Lire appear
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove,

But shepherd lads assemble
I

And melting virgins own their love.

No withered witch shall here l>o

No goblins lead their nightly crew;
Tho female fays shall haunt the gi

And dress thy grave with pearly dew-

The redbreast oft at evening hours

Shall kindly lend his little aid.

With hoary moss and gathered llov.

To deck tho ground where thou art laid.

GIL BLAS' ADVENTURES AT TENNAFLOR.
[Alain Renl Le Saoe, born at Sar/. 1MB. K In. -it. 11>y tlu> Joauits. Went to Paris, where he made a

largo fortune by dramatic and general litoiaturo. Died at Boulogne, November 17, 17

I AiuuvKi) En safety at lVnnatlor; and. baiting at

(ate of an inn that made a tolerable appear*

tnee, 1 had D0 sooner alighted than the landlord

came out and received ine with great civility; he
untied my port manteau with his own hands, and,

throwing it on his shoulders, conducted nie into a

room, while one of lii led my mule into the

stable. This innkeeper, the g| ker of the

Asturias, and as ready to relate his own affairs,

without being asked, as to pry into those of

another, told mo that his name was Andrew
OorOUeloj that he had served many years in the

army, in quality of a Serjeant, and had quitted the

service fifteen months ago to marry a dan

Cagtropol, who, though she was a little swarthy,

knew very well how to turn the penny.

He said a thousand other thinjn which I could

I with the hearing of; but, after

having made me his confidant, he thought he had

a righi to exact the same condescension from me;
and, accoidiiiLrlv, he asked mo from wfaei

came, win gtand what 1 was. |

Obliged to answer article by article, hecauso ho

accompanied every question with profound bow,

and begging me e hie onrioeity with such

BOtftll air that I could not refuse to satisfy

him in every particular. Tin 1 me in a

long conversation with him. and ;m\c DM oecasion

to mention my design, and the reason 1 hail for

disposing of my nude, that I might tefce the

opportunity of a carrier. He approved of my in-

tention, though not in a vi tv Miecinctmnnner. for

he represented all the troublesome accidents that

DOUntsd many
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"Yery well tdeased with my sweet self."—Page 46.

dismal stories of travellers, and I was afraid would
never have done; he concluded at length, how-
ever, telling me that if I had a mind to sell my
mule, he was acquainted with a very honest jockey

who would buy her. I assured him he would
oblige me by sending for him, upon which he went
in quest of him with great eagerness.

It was not long before he returned with his man,

whom he introduced to me as a person of exceed-

ing honesty; and we went into the yard all to-

gether.

There my mule was produced, and passed and

re-passed before the jockey, who examined her

from head to foot, and did not fail to speak very

disadvantageously of her. I own there was not

much to be said in her praise ; but, however, had
it been the Pope's mule he would have found

some defects in her. He assured me she had all

the faults a mule could have, and, to convince me
of his veracity, appealed to the landlord, who,

doubtless, had his reasons for supporting hia

friend's assertions.

" Well," said this dealer, with an air of indiffe-

rence, " how much money do you expect for this

wretched animal ?
"

After the eulogium he had bestowed on her, and

the attestation of Signor Corcuelo, whom I

believed to be a man of honesty and understand-

ing, I would have given my mule for nothing, and,

therefore, told him I would rely on his integrity,

bidding him appraise the beast in his own con-

science, and I would stand to the valuation. Upon
this he assumed the man of honour, and replied

that, in engaging his conscience, I took him on
the weak side. In good sooth, that did not seem

to be his strong side ; for, instead of valuing her

at ten or twelve pistoles, as my uncle had done,

he fixed the price at three ducats, which I accepted

with as much joy as if I had made an excellent

bargain.
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Afbor having so advantageously disposed of my
mule, the landlord conducted me to a carrier,

who was to set out next day for Astorga. When
everything was settled between us, I returned to

the inn with Corcuelo, who, by tho way, began to

recount the carrier's history. He told me every

circumstance of his character in town : and, in

.-hurt, was going to stupefy me again with his in-

tolerable loquacity, when a man of pretty good

ap}>earance provented that misfortune, by accost-

ing him with great civility. T left them together,

and went on, without suspecting that I had the

least concern in their conversation.

When 1 arrived at the inn, 1 eafied for supper,

and, it being a meagre day, was tain to put up
with eggs. While they were getting ready, I

made up to my landlady, whom 1 had not seen

before. She appeared handsome enough, and

withal so sprightly and gay, that I should have

concluded (even it' her husband had not told me
BO) that her house was pretty well fremn

When the omelet I had bespoken was ready, I sat

down to table by myself; but had not swallowed

the first morsel when the landlord came in, fol-

lowed by the man v, ho had stopped him in the

street. This cavalier, who wore a long sword, and

seemed to be about thirty yean of age, advanced

towards mo with an eager air, saying

—

"Mr. Student, 1 am informed that you are that

Signor Gil Bias of Santillane, who is the flambeau

of philosophy and ornament of Oviedo ! I- ii

Mo that you are that mirror of learning, that

rahlime genius, whose reputation is so great in

this country? You know not," continued he

(addressing himself to the innkeeper and his

wifo), "you know not what you possess! You
have a treasure in your house! Heboid, in this

young gentleman, tho eighth wonder of the

world!" Then, turning to me, and throwing his

arms about my neek, " Forgive," cried he, " my
transports. I cannot contain the joy your pre-

aanco orcai

I eould not answer for somo time, because he

locked me so closo in his arms that I was almost

sulfocated for want of breath; and it was not till

I bad disengaged my head horn Ids embrace that

I replied

—

" Bignor Cavalier, I did not think my name was
known at I'eunatlor."

"Not known!''" replied he, in his former strain.

"We keep a register of nil the celebrated names
within twenty leagues of us. You, in particular,

aro looked upon as a prodigy, and I don't at all

doubt ih at Spain will one day be as proud of you

as Greece was of the Seven Sa

These words were followed DJ fresh hug.

which I was forced to endure, though at the risk

of strangulation. With the little experience I

had, I ought not to have been the dupe of his pro-

fessions and hyperbolical compliments. I ought

to have known, by his extravagant flattery, that

he was one of those parasites who abound in every

town, and who, when a stranger arrives, introduce

themselves to him, in order to fill their bellies at

his expense. But my youth and vanity made me
judge quite otherwise; my admirer appeared to

me so much of a gentleman that I invited him to

take a share of my supper.
" Ah, with all my heart," cried he ; "I am too

much obliged to my kind stars for having thrown

me in the way of the illustrious (lil Bias, not to

enjoy my good fortune as long as I can. I own I

have no great appetite," pursued he; "but I will

sit down to bear you company, and eat a mouthful

purely out of complaisance."

So saying, my panegyrist took his place right

over against me, and, a cover being laid for him,

attacked tho omelet as voraciously as if he had

fasted throe whole days. By his complaisant

beginning 1 foresaw that one dish would not last

long, and therefore order id, which they

dressed with such dispatch, that it was served up
just as we—or rather he had made an end of the

Bret, lb- proceeded on this with the asms vigour,

and found means, without losing one stroke of his

tooth. tO overwhelm me with praises during the

wholo repast) which made me very well pleased

with my sweet self. He drank in proportion to

his eating; sometimes to my health, aomotiw

that of my father and mother, whose happiness

in liaving such a son as I, he could not enough

admire. In the meantime, he plied BBS with wine,

Bud insisted upon my doing him justice, while I

toasted health for health, a circumstance which*

bar with his intoxicating flattery, put mo
into such good humour, that,

omelet half devoured, I asked the landlord if ho

had no Bsh in the house. Bignor Corcuelo, who,

in all likelihood, had a fellow-feeling with tho

parasite, replied, " 1 have a delicate trout, but

those who eat it must pay for tho sauce: 'tis a

bit too dainty for your palate, 1 doubt."
" What do you call too dainty P

" said the syco-

phant, raising his voice. " You're a wise:icrc. iu-

Kii'in, that there is nothing in this 1

too good for Signor Gil Bias do Santillane, who

BB to be en like a prh

I was pleased at his laying hold of the landlord's

last woids, in whichheprevented me; and. feeling

myself oll'ended, said, with an air of disdain, " Pro-

duce this trout of yours, Gaffer Corcuelo, and givo

If no trouble about the consequence." This

was what the inkeeper wanted: he got it 1

and aSTved it up in B trice. At sight of this new-

dish 1 could perceive the para-it e's eyes sparkle

with joy, and lie renewed that complaisance—

I

mSSBI fbr the Bsh which he had already shown for

At last, h was obliged to
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out, for fear of accident, being crammed to the

very throat. Having, therefore, eaten and drank

enough, he thought proper to conclude the farce

by rising from table and accosting me in these

words

:

" Signor Gil Bias, I am too well satisfied with

your good cheer to leave you without offering you

an important advice, which you seem to have great

occasion for. Henceforth beware of flattery, and
be upon your guard against everybody you do not

know. You may meet with other people inclined

to divert themselves with your credulity, and per-

haps to push things still farther, but don't be
duped again, nor believe yourself, though they
should swear it, the Eighth Wonder of the

World."

CUMNOR HALL.

[William Julius Mickle, born in Dumfriesshire, 1731 Was a printer by profession. Subsequently secretary to Commodore
Johnston. Died at Forest Hill, near Oxford, 1788.]

The dews of summer night did fall,

The moon—sweet regent of the«sky

—

Silvered the walls of Cumnor Hall,

And many an oak that grew thereby.

Now nought was heard beneath the skies

—

The sounds of busy life were still

—

Save an unhappy lady's sighs,

That issued from the lonely pile.

" Leicester," she cried, " is this thy love,

That thou so oft hast sworn to me

;

To leave me in this lonely grove,

Immured iu shameful privity ?

" No more thou com'st with lover's speed,

Thy once beloved bride to see

;

But, be she alive or be she dead,

I fear, stern Earl's the same to thee.

" Not so the usage I received,

When happy in my father's hall

;

No faithless husband then me grieved,

No chilling fears did me appal.

" I rose up with the cheerful morn,

No lark so blithe, no flower more gay;

And, like the bird that haunts the thorn,

So merrily sung the live-long day.

" If that my beauty is but small,

Among court ladies all despised,

Why didst thou rend it from that hall,

Where, scornful Earl, it well was prized P

" And when you first to me made suit,

How fair I was, you oft would say

;

And, proud of conquest, plucked the fruit,

Then left the blossom to decay.

" Yes ! now neglected and despised,

The rose is pale, the lily's dead

;

But he that once their charm so prized,

Is sure the cause those charms are fled.

" For know, when sickening grief doth prey,

And tender love's repaid with scorn,

The sweetest beauty will decay

:

What flowret can endure the storm ?

" At court, I'm told, is beauty's throne,

Where every lady's passing rare,

That eastern flowers, that shame the sun,

Are not so glowing, not so fair.

" Then, Earl, why didst thou leave the beds,

Where roses and where lilies vie,

To seek a primrose, whose pale shades

Must sicken -when those gauds are by?

" 'Mong rural beauties I was one

;

Among the fields wild flowers are fair

;

Some country swain might me have won,

And thought my passing beauty rare.

" But, Leicester—or I am much wrong

—

It is not beauty lures thy vows

;

Rather ambition's gilded crown

Makes thee forget thy humble spouse.

"Then, Leicester, why, again I plead

—

The injured surely may repine

—

Why didst thou wed a country maid,

When some fair princess might be thine ?

" Why didst thou praise my humble charms

And, oh ! then leave them to decay ?

Why didst thou win me to thy arms,

Then leave me mourn the live-long day ?

" The village maidens of the plain

Salute me lowly as they go

;

Envious they mark my silken train,

Nor think a countess can have woe.

" The simple nymphs ! they little know
How far more happy's their estate

;

To smile for joy, than sigh for woe

;

To be content, than to be great.

" How far less blest am I than them,

Daily to pine and waste with care

!

Like the poor plant, that from its stem

Divided, feels the chilling air.

" Nor, cruel Earl, can I enjoy

The humble charms of solitude

;

Your minions proud my peace destro7

By sullen frowns, or pratings rude.
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" Last night, as sad I chanced to stray,

The village death-bell smote my ear;

They winked aside, and seemed to say

—

' Countess, prcparo—thy end is near.'

" And now, while happy peasants sleep,

Here I sit lonely and forlorn

;

No one to soothe me as I weep,

Save Philomel on yonder thorn.

" My spirits flag, my hopes decay

;

Still that dread death-hell smites my car;

And, many a boding seems to say

—

' Countess, prepare—thy end is near.'
"

Thus sore and sad that lady grieved

In Cumnor Hall, so lone and droar

;

And many ;i In art felt sigh she heaved,

And let fall many a bitter tear.

\nd ere the dawn of day appear. .1.

In Cumnor Hall, .si. lone and drear,

Full many 1 piercing seream was 1;

And many a cry of mortal tear.

The death-bell thrice was heard to ring,

An aerial voice was heard to call;

And thrice the raven Sapped his wing

Around the towers of Cumnor Hall.

The mastiff howled at village door,

The oaks were shattered on the green;

.\as the hour, for never moro
That hapless Countess e'er Was seen.

And in that manor, now no moro
Is cheerful feast or sprightly ball;

For ever sinco that dreary hour

Have spirits haunted Cumnor Hall.

The village maids, with fearful glance,

Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall;

Nor ever lead the m rry danco

Among the groves of Cumr.or Hall.

Full many a traveller has sigl

And pensive wept the Countess' fall.

• onward they've —pied
The haunted towers of Cumnor 1M1
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ABNER AND THE WIDOW JONES.
[Robert Bloomfield, born at Honington, in Suffolk, December 3, 1766. He was at first a farm labourer, then a shoemaker,

but soon attracted notice by his writings. Died at Shefford, Beds, August 19, 1823.]

" Well ! I'm determined ; that's enough :-

Gee, Bayard ! move your poor old bones,

I'll take to-morrow, smooth or rough,

To go and court the Widow Jones.

" Our master talks of stable-room,

And younger horses in his grounds

;

'Tis easy to foresee thy doom,
Bayard, thou'lt go to feed his hounds.

" But could I win the widow's hand,

I'd make a truce 'twixt death and thee

;

For thou upon the best of land

Should'st feed, and live and die with me."

Twirl went his stick ; his curly pate

A bran new hat uplifted bore

;

And Abner, as he leapt the gate,

Had never looked so gay before.

VOL. I.

But whether, freed from recent vows,

Her heart had back to Abner flown,

And marked him for a second spouse,

In truth is not exactly known

;

Howbeit, as he came in sight,

She turned her from the garden stile,

And downward looked with pure delight,

With half a sigh and half a smile.

She heard his sounding step behind,

The blush of joy crept up her cheek,

As cheerly floated on the wind,
" Hoi ! Mary Jones—what ! won't you speak?

'

Then, with a look that ne'er deceives,

She turned, but found her courage fled

;

And, scolding sparrows from the eaves,

Peeped forth upon the stranger's head.

7
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Down Abncr sat, with glowing heart,

Resolved, whatever might betide,

To speak his mind, no other art

He ever knew, or evor tried.

And gently twitch i: hand

—

The bench had ample room for two

—

His first words made her understand

The ploughman's errand was to woo-

" My Mary—may I call thee so ?

For many a happy day we've Men;

And if not mine, ay, years ago,

Whoso was the fault ? You might have been

!

" And now my own dear Mary's free.

Whom I have loved this many a day,

Who knows but she may think on

I'd fain hear what she has to say.

" Perhaps that little stock of land

She holds, but knows not how to till,

Will suffer in the widow's hand.

And make poor Mary poorer still.

" Therefore, I'm come to-night, sweot wench,

I would not idly thus intrude "

—

Mary looked downward on tho bench,

O'erpowered by lovoand gratitude,

And loaned her head against tho vino,

With quiok'ning sobs of silent bl

Till Abner cried, " You must be mine,

You must"—and sealed it with a kiss.

His cloquenco improved apaco,

As manly pity Idled his mind ;

"You know poor Bayard—hero's the case

—

He's past his labour, old, and blind.

" If you and I should but agroo

To settle here for good and all,

Could you give all your heart to mo,

And grudge that poor old rogue a stall ?

" He was a horso of mighty power,

Uompact in frame, and strong in limb,

Went with a chirp from hour to hour

—

Whipcord was never mado for him !

" But I might talk till piteh dark night,

And then have something left to say.

But, Mary, am I wrong or right P

Or do I throw my words away ?

I ve me ; or take me and my horse.

I've told the truth and all I know
;

Truth should breed truth- that comes ofcourso ;

It I BOW wheat, why, wheat must gro"-."

ner; but thus soon to yield,

would fleer and look behind Vm
;

Though, with a husband in the field.

Perhaps, indeed, I should not mind 'cm.

" I've known your generous nature well;

My first denial cost me di

How this may end we cannot tell

;

But, as for Bayard, bring him here !

"

thee for thai !" the ploughman cried,

At once both starting from the m

rdian by her side,

But talked of homo—'twas g

What news at home? Tho smile he woro

One littlo sentence turned to sorrow
;

An order met him at the door:

. yes," thought he, and b igh ;

"Die when he will, he's not your debt

I must obey, and he must die

—

Tli :ii't oontri

The day rose fair ; with team a-field.

lie watched the farmer's cheerful brow;

Ami, in a lucky hour.

His secret at his post, the plough;

And there, without a whine, began :

. you'll givo me your ad.

I'm going to marry—if I can

—

And want old liayard ; what's his pri

" For Mary Jones last night agreed

—

Or near upon 't— to bo my J

Tho horse's value I don't heed,

I only want to save his life."

"Buy him, he]

; he thought of gain in view;

1 y,

Ho shall bo cheap enough to you."

The wages paid, the horse brought out,

The hoar of separation i

The farmer turned his chair about :

ACCOUNT OF THE DEATH OF GASTON OF FOIX.

TJohk FROIS3ABT, born at Vul. n.j.nnos, about tho year 13.17. Hi I Church. Began his " Chronicle*" at the desiro

of B f Namur. Came to England aa secretary to Queen Phi : ath ho was attached to the tr.L

the Duke of Brabant, and subsequently that of the Count de Blois. Died at CI.

Tt is well known that the Count and

of ta&x were not on go. . other.

This disagreement ar varro,

who is the lady's brother. The King of Navarre

had ofiei d to pledge himself in the sum of 50,000

Lord D'Albreth, whom tho C
do Foix held in prison. Tho conn ' the

King of Navarre to 1

not a< by, which cirenn piqued

tho countess, and raised her inditrnat
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her husband. The countess went to the King of

Navarre to endeavour to settle this business ; and
when, after much talking, she found she could

come to no satisfactory arrangement, she was
afraid to return home, knowing her husband to be

of a cruel disposition towards those with whom he

was displeased. Thus things remained for some
time. Gaston, my lord's son, grew up and
became a fine young gentleman. He married the

daughter of the Count D'Armagnac, sister to the

present count, by which union peace was restored

between Foix and Armagnac. He might be at

the time about fifteen or sixteen years old, and
was a very fine figure, the exact resemblance of

his father. Some time after his marriage he took

it into his head to make a journey into Navarre,

to visit his mother and uncle ; but it was an un-

fortunate journey for him and for his country.

In Navarre he was splendidly entertained, and
stayed there some time with his mother. On
taking leave he could not prevail on her to return,

for she had found that the count had bid him
convey no such request to her. She consequently

remained, and the heir of Foix went to Pampeluna
to take leave of his uncle, who detained him ten

days, and, on his departure, made him several

handsome presents. The last gift he made him
was the cause of his death ; and I will tell you
in what way.

As the youth was on the point of setting out,

the king took him privately into his chamber, and
gave him a bag full of powder, which was of such

pernicious quality that it would cause the death

of any one who ate it.

" Gaston, my fair nephew," said the king,
" will you do what I am about to tell you ? You
see how unjustly the Count de Foix hates your
mother. Now, if you wish to reconcile them, you
must take a small pinch of this powder and strew

it upon the meat destined for your father's table
;

but take care no one sees you. The instant he has
taken it he will be impatient for your mother's
return, and henceforth they will so love each other

that they will never again be separated. Do not

mention this to any one, for if you do it will lose

its effect."

The youth, who believed all which his uncle

told him, cheerfully agreed to do as he said, and
then departed from Pampeluna. On his return

to Orthes, his father received him gladly, and
asked what presents he had brought.

The youth replied, "Very handsome ones;"
and then showed him all, except the bag which
contained the powder.

It was customary in the Hotel de Foix for

Gaston and his natural brother, Evan, to sleep in

l he same chamber. They loved each other dearly,

and dressed alike, for they were of the same size

and age. It happened one nicrht that their clothes

got mixed together ; and the coat of Gaston being

on the bed, Evan, noticing the powder in the bag,

said to him, " What is this, Gaston ?
"

By no means pleased at the inquiry, Gaston

replied, " Give me back my coat, Evan ; what
have you to do with it ?

"

Evan flung him his coat, and Gaston, during

the day, became very pensive. Three days after

this, as if Heaven were interposing to save the life

of the Count de Foix, Gaston quarrelled with Evan
at tennis, and gave him a box on the ears. Much
vexed at this, Evan ran crying into the count's

apartment, who immediately said to him, " What
is the matter, Evan ?

"

" My lord," replied he, " Gaston has been

beating me ; but he deserves beating much more
than I do."

" For what reason ? " said the count.

" On my faith," said Evan, " ever since his re-

turn from Navarre he wears a bag of powder in

his breast. I know not what he intends to do

with it ; but he has once or twice told me that his

mother would soon return hither, and be more in

your good graces than she ever was."
" Ho !

" said the count ;
" be sure you do not

mention to any one what you have just told me."

The Count de Foix became very thoughtful

on the subject, and remained alone until dinner-

time, when he took his seat, as usual, at the table.

It was Gaston's office to place the dishes before

him and taste them. As soon as he had served

the first dish, the count detected the strings of the

bag hanging from his pourpoint, the sight of

which made his blood boil, and he called Gaston

towards him. The youth advanced to the table,

when the count untied his pourpoint, and with

his knife cut away the bag. Gaston was thunder-

struck, turned very pale, and began to tremble

exceedingly. The count took some powder from
the bag, which he strewed over a slice of bread,

and, calling to him one of his dogs, gave it to him
to eat. The instant the dog had eaten a morsel,

his eyes rolled round in his head, and he died.

The count was much enraged, and not without

reason, and it was with great difficulty that the

knights and squires who were present prevented

him from slaying his son. " Ho ! Gaston !

" he
said ;

" thou traitor ! For thee, and to increase

thine inheritance, have I made war, and incurred

the hatred of the kings of France and England,

Spain, Navarre, and Arragon." Then leaping over

the table, with a knife in his hand, he was about

to thrust it into his body, when the knights and
squires interfered, and on their knees besought

him— " My lord, for Heaven's sake, consider you
have no other child. Let him be confined, and
inquiry made into the matter. Perhaps he was
ignorant of what the bag contained, and therefore

may be blameless."
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" Well, then, confine him in the tower," gaid the

count ;
" only be careful that he is forthcoming."

At the count's orders, Gaston was con-

fined in a room of the dungeon where there

was httle light. There he remained ten days,

scarcely eating or drinking anything. It is

even reported that after his death all the food

that had been brought to him was found un-

touched, so that it is marvellous how he could

have lived so long. From the time he entered the

dungeon he never put off his clothes, and the count

would permit no one to remain in the room to

advise or comfort him. On the day of his death

the person who waited upon him, seeing the state

he was in, went to the count, and said, " My lord,

for Heaven's sake, do look to your son ; ho is

starving himself
!

" on hearing which the count

became very angry, and went himself to the prison.

It was an evil hour ; the count had in his hand a

knife, with which he had been paring his nails,

and which he held tight betwoen his fing«rs, with

scarcely the point protrudirg, when, pushing aside

the tapestry that covered the entrance of the

prison, through ill luck he hit his son on a vein

of the throat with the point of the knife as he

rushed forward, addressing him, " Ha ! traitor

!

why dost thou not eat ?" Then, without laying or

doing more, he instantly left the place. The youth

was much frightened at his father's arrival, and
withal exceedingly weak from fasting. The point

of the knife, small as it was, had cut a vein, and as

soon as he felt it he turned himself on on
died. Scarcely had the count reached his apart -

in. 'iit when his son's attendants came to him in

haste, to inform him that Gaston was dead.
" Dead !

*' cried the count. " Yes ; God help me.

he is indeed dead, my lord." The count would
not believe the report, and sent one of his knights

to ascertain the truth. The knight soon ret

to confirm tho account, when the count

bitterly, crying out, '•Jla, ha, Gaston, how sad a
business is this for thee and me! In an evil hour

didst thou visit thy mother in Navarre. K
shall I he happy again 1"

THE GOTHIC STEED.

B B. Newei.i,, mi- of tio Kilitoraof the New York 8 I satires on tho misman no ilmdnduial

of tho Northern army wore published in that journal, mtdar th« I • «••]

W'(i.<hin.jfon, B.C., October 6th, 1861.

Tin; horse is the swarthy Arab's boSOD friend,

the red Indian's solitary companion, and the

circus proprietor's salvation. One of these nobis

animals was presented to me last week by an

old-maid relative, whose age 1 01

be "Shoot nineteen." The glorious gift

SOOOmpsnisd by I touching letter. She honoured

niy patriotism, and illS StirSI II Hiring spirit that

had led DM to join the gallant Mackeivl Brigade,

and got u furlough as soon as a rebel |

appeared. 1 me for my moth,

and as she happened to have ten shillings I

be thoughl she would buy a horse with it for

me. Mine atl't etionately. Tabitha Turnips.

Ah! woman, glorious woman! what should WO

do without thee!- All our patriotism is but the

inspiration of thy proud love, and all our money

is but the lew shillings left after thou hast got

through buying new bonnets. Oh. woman!
thoughtful woman! the soldier thanks tlx'e tor

lg him pies and cakes that turn sour before



THE GOTHIC STEED. 53

Rupert's march.—Page 54.

they leave New York ; but don't send any more
Havelocks, or there'll be a crisis in the linen

market. It's a common thing for a sentry to

report, "Eighty thousand more Havelocks from
the women of America."
But to return to the horse which woman's

generosity has made me own—me be-yuteous
steed. The beast is fourteen hands high, fourteen
hands long, and his sagacious head is shaped like

an old-fashioned pickaxe. Viewed from the rear

his style of architecture is Gothic, and he has a
gable-end, to which his tail is attached. His

eyes are two pearls set in mahogany, and before

he lost his sight they were said to be brilliant.

I rode down to the Patent Office the other day,

and loft him leaning against a post while I went
inside to transact some business. Pretty soon

the Commissioner of Patents came tearing in like

mad, and says he

—

" I'd like to know whether this is a public

building belonging to the United States, or a

second-hand auction shop ?
"

" What mean you, sirrah ? " I asked, majestically.

" I mean," says he, " that some enemy to his
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country Las gone and stood an old mahogany
umbrella-stand right in front of the office."

To tin' disgrace of his species, be it said, he

referred to the spirited and fiery animal for which
I am indebted to woman's generosity. I admit

that when seen at a distance the s(< I

what resembles an umbrella-stand; but a single

look into his pearly eyes is enough to pro\

relations with the animal kingdom.

I have named him Pegasus, in honour of

Topper, and when I mount him, Villiam Brown,
of Company 3, Begiment 5, Mackerel Brigade,

says that I remind him of Santa Claus sitting

astride the roof of a small Gothic cottage, holding

on by the chimney. Villiam is becoming n

too familiar, and 1 hope he'll be shot at an

early day.

At an early hour yesterday morning, whilo yet

the dew was on the grass, and on everything else

green enough to be out at that matinal hour,

I saddled my Gothic si I Pegasus, and took

a trot for the benefit of my health. Having

a whole straw bed and a piece of an Irishman's
shoulder during the night, my architectural

I

was in iti'td the

air, and unfurled the remnants of his warlike
tail to th '• reminded
of that eel' d which had BUCh a

mpt for th F all other horses &
would run with them—in fact, he i

would run at all.

Having struck a match an that rib of Pegasus
which was most convenient to my hand, I lit a

cigar, and dropped the match, still burning, into

the right ear of my fiery char

this kind is always ni

animal start ; but when I le up

ag in the sir, just above hia

ii frequent ly glad thai P

his eyesight, for could be see the

i he faces of some of these same ct i they

h to squint along his haehbe

would wound his sensibilities fearfully.

BUPEBT'S .MARCH.
[Waltbb Thounbukt, born 1828. Originally lata pminil for I

Car.abi.nk slung, stirrup well hung,

Flagon at saddle-how merrily swung ;

TOSS up the ale, for our flag, like a sail,

Struggles and swells in the July gale.

Colours fling out, and then give bhem a .-bout;

Wo are iho gallants to put them to rout.

ii.

Plash all your swords, like Tartarian hoi

And scare the prim ladies of Puritan Lords;

Uur steel caps shall blaze through the long sum-
mer '

.

As we galloping sing our mad Cavalier lays.

Then, ban
I

by the lilies of l'Yauoe,

We are the gallants to lead them a dan

III.

King the bells back, thou jh th • textOU look black,

Defiance to knaves who are hot on our track.

" Murder and fire !

'* thout louder and higher ;

other Bdge iiill and the red-dabbled mire.

When our stec i 1 stall in the Parliament

hall.

And I
till the roof-trco shall

lull.

IV.

Froth it up, girl, till it splash every curl,

( (ctoinr's the liquor for trooper and earl

;

Bubble it up, merry gold in. the cup,

Wo never may taste of to-morrow night's Sup

(Those red ribbons glow on thy bosom below

bloom on a hillock of snow).

V.

No, by my word, th <rd

r than this in the clutch of a lord.

The b '!u in the sun

A> the reins on the brow of thai

dp light ol bhetwilig

Gutters more bright than this blade to the I

VI.

Well, what- hap, thi> '

Will keep out full many a pestilent

This I'

Will guard me from rapier a> well old;

This scarf, reu; and torn, though it from,

Shone y morn.

VII.

Here is a dint from the jagg of a flint

Thrown by a Puritan, ju at;

But t through the bull' was a warning

more rough,

When Coventry in a hufft

And I met. with this gash, as we rode wif

Into Noli' . the hanks ot the Ash.

VIII.

No jockey or groom woars so i plume

As th bed in th

Froom.

Red grew the tide are we reached the steep side,

Bg the hair of old 15;irb;i:

lint for branch of thai

1 had sunk there like herring in pickle to soak.
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Pistolet crack flashed bright on our track,

And even the foam of the water turned black.

They were twenty to one, our poor rapier to gun,

But we charged up the bank, and we lost only one.

So I saved the old flag, though it was but a rag,

And the sword in my hand was snapped off to a

JaSg-
x.

The water was churned as we wheeled and we

turned,

And the dry brake, to scare out the vermin, wo

burned

;

We gave our halloo, and our trumpet we blew ;

Of all their stout fifty we left them but two

;

With a mock and a laugh, won their banner and

staff,

And trod down the cornets as threshers do chaff.

XI.

Saddle my roan, his back is a throne,

Better than velvet or gold, you will own.

Look to your match, for some harm you may catch,

For treason has always some mischief to hatch,

And Oliver's out with all Haslerigg's rout,

So I am told by this shivering, white-livered scout.

XII.

We came o'er the downs, through village and

towns,

In spite of the sneers, and the curses, and frowns,

Drowning their psalms and stilling their qualms,

With a clatter and rattle of scabbards and arms,

Down the long street, with a trample of feet,

For the echo of hoofs to a Cavalier's sweet.

XIII.

See, black on each roof, at the sound of our hoof,

• The Puritans gather, but keep them aloof;

Their muskets are long and they aim at a throng,

But woe to the weak when they challenge the

strong

!

Butt-end to the door—one hammer more,

Our pike-men rash in and the struggle is o'er.

. XIV.

Storm through the gate, batter the plate,

Cram the red crucible into the grate,

Saddle-bags fill, Bob, Jenkin, and Will,

And spice the staved wine that runs out like a rill

;

That maiden shall ride all to-day by my side,

Those ribbons are fitting a Cavalier's bride.

Does Baxter say right, that a bodice laced tight

Should never bo scon by the sun or the light?

Like stars from a wood, shine under that hcod

Eyes that are sparkling, though pious and good.

Surely this waist was by Providence placed,

By a true lover's arm to be often embraced.

XVI.

Down on your knees, you villains in frieze
;

A draught to King Charles, or a swing from thoso

trees.

Blow off this stiff lock, for 'tis useless to knock,

The ladies will pardon the noise and the shock

;

From this bright dewy cheek, might I venture to

speak,

I could kiss off the tears, though she wept for a week.

XVII.

Now loop me this scarf round the broken pikestaff,

'Twill do for a flag, though the Cropheads may laugh.

Who was it blew ? Give a halloo,

And hang out the pennon of crimson and blue.

A volley of shot is welcoming hot

—

It cannot be troop of the murdering Scot.

XVIII.

Fire the old mill on the brow of the hill

;

Break down the plank that runs over the rill

;

Bar the town gate—if the burghers debate,

Shoot some to death—for the villains must wait •

Rip up the lead from the roofing o'erhead,

And melt it for bullets, or we shall bo sped.

XIX.

Now look to your buff, for steel is the stuff

To slash your brown jerkins with crimson enough.

There burst a flash : I heard their drums crash

—

To horse ! Now for race over moorland and plash.

Ere the stars glimmer out we will wake with a shout

The true men of York, who will welcome our rout.

xx.

We'll shake their red roofs with our echoing hoofs,

And flutter the dust from their tapestry woofs ;

Their old minster shall ring with our " God save

the King !

"

And our horses shall drink .at St. Christopher's

spring

;

Wo shall welcome the meat, oh! the wino will

taste swec'.

When our booti arc flung off, and as brothers we
greet.

SAYING, NOT MEANING.

[William Basil Wake, one of the contributors to Hone's "Every-Day Book."]

Two gentlemen their appetite had fed,

When, opening his toothpick-case, one said

—

" It was not until lately that I knew
That anchovies on terra-firma grew."

" Grow!" cried the other ; "yes, they grow, indeed,

Like other fish, but not upon the land.

You might as well say grapes grow on a reed,

Or in the Strand."
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"Why, sir," returned the irritated other,

" -My brother,

When at Calcutta,

Beheld them bona fide growing

;

He wouldn't utter

A lie for love or money, sir ; and so in

This matter you are thoroughly mistaken."
" Nonsense, sir 1 nonsense ! I can give

credit

T o the assertion; none e'er saw or read it;

Your brother, like his evidence, should

shaken."

" Be shaken, sir ! let me observe, you are

Perverse. In short
"

" Sir," said the other, sucking his cigar,

And then his port,

" If you trill MJ impossibles are true,

You may affirm just anything you plea

That swans are quadrupeds, and lions blue,

And elephants inhabit Stilton cheese;

Only you must not fovoa me bo believe

What's propagated merely to decei\

" Then you force me to say, sir, you're a fool,"

;rned the bragger.

mnge like this no man can suffer cool:

It nude the li-tener Btafj

So, thunder-strieken, he at once replied,

"The t ravelin'

Who had the impudrneo to tell it you."

be

"Zounds! then, d'ye mean to swear before m\
That anchovies don't grow, like cloves and

mace P
"

••
1 del-

Disputants often, after hot deb.

Leave the contention as they found it—bone.

And take to duelling, or thumping t

Thinking by strength of artery to atono

For strength of argument ; and ho who win
From force of words, with force of arms >

With pistols, powder, bullets, surgeons, lint,

Seconds, and smelling-bottles, and ferebodh

Our friends advanced; and now portentous loa

(Their hearts already load 1 to show

It might bo better they shook hands— but, no;

When each opines himself. though fi right,

i is, in courtesy, ob! lit.

And they did Bght : from six full-i

The unbeliever pulled his trigger first.

And fearing, from the braggart's ogly I.

The Pjhueing lead had whi.

Ran up. and with a duelistk fear.

His ire evanishing like morning vapours,

Found him possessed of one remaining

Who, in a manner sudden and uncouth,

Had giren, no( lent, the other ear to truth.

For while the surgeon was applying lint,

lie. wriggling, cried, " The & L—
Sir! :\s!"
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?0ZM*k tit --^X-^^s/SS-
(Drawn by A. J. Elwes.)

LE VAILLANT'S MONKEY.
[Fkanijoir Le Vaillant, born at Paramaribo, Guiana, 1753. Died 182A. Naturalist and traveller.]

" An animal," says M. Le Vaillant, " which often

rendered me essential services, whose presence

has frequently interrupted or banished from my
memory the most bitter and harassing reflections,

whose simple and touching affection even seemed,

on some occasions, to anticipate my wishes, and
whose playful tricks were a perfect antidote to

ennui, was a monkey of the species so common at

the Cape, and so well known by the name of
' Bavian.' It was very familiar, and attached itself

particularly to me. I conferred upon it the office

of my taster-general, and when we met with any
fruits or roots unknown to my Hottentots, we
never ventured to eat them till they had been pre-

sented to, and pronounced upon by, Kces. If he

ate, we fed upon them ; if he refused to eat them,

we did so likewise. The baboon has this quality

TOL. i.

in particular, which distinguishes him from the

lower animals, and approximates him more nearly

to man : he has received from Nature equal por-

tions of curiosity and gluttony ; ho tastes every-

thing you give him ; without necessity he touches

whatever comes in his way. But in Kees I valued

a still more precious quality. He was a most
trusty guardian. Night or day, it mattered not,

the most distant approach of danger roused him
to instant watchfulness ; and his cries and gestures

invariably warned us of any unusual occurrence

long before my dogs got scent of it. Indeed, these

otherwise faithful guardians became so habituated

to his voice, and depended so implicitly upon his

instinct, that they became utterly careless of their

own duty, and, instead of watching our encamp-

ment, went to sleep in full confidence. But no

8
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sooner had he given the i inn than the whole pack

were up and on the alert, flying to defend the

quarter from which his motions directed them to

expect the threatened danger. ... I often

took him out with me on my hunting and shooting

excursions. On the way he amused himself by

climbing the trees in search of gum, of which he

was passionately fond. Sometimes he would dis-

cover the honeycombs which the wild bees di

in the hollows of decayed trees; but when neither

gum nor honey were to be found, and he began to

be pressed by hunger, an exhibition of the most

comic and amusing nature took place. In default

of more dainty fare, he would search for roots,

and, above all, for a particular kind, which the

Hottentots call 'kameroo,' which he greatly ad-

mired, and which, unfortunately for him, 1 had

myself found so refreshing and agreeable, that 1

often contested the possession of the prize with

him.
" This put him upon his mottle, and developed all

his talents for ruse and deception. When he dis-

co \. red the kameroo at any distance from me, he

commenced devouring it. without even waiting to

peel it, according to his usual custom, his <\

the while eagerly fixed upon my motions, and lie

generally managed matters so adroitly as to have

finished the banquet before I reached him.

sionally, however, I would arrive too soonfor him;

he wotdd then break the root, and cram it ink) his

cheek-pouches, from which I have often taken it

without his displaying cither malice or ri

ment at what he must have considered as an act,

of great injustice. To pluck up tho roots, be re-

sorted to a most ingenious method, which greatly

amused mo. Seising tha tuft of leaves with his

teeth, he dug about and loosened tho root with dl

fingers, and by then drawing his head gently b; ,-k-

Wardl he commonly managed to extract it without

breaking; but when this method failed, he would
seize the tuft as before, and as close to the root as

possible, and then, suddenly turning a somersault.

he would throw himself head over heels, and the

kameroo rarely tailed to follow.

"On these little expeditions, when ho felt himself

fatigued, it was most ludicrous to see him mount-
mi,' upon tho back of one of my dogs, which lie

would thus compel to carry him for hours toge-

ther. Ono of tho pack, however, was more than a

match for him, even at his own weapons—cunning
and finesse. As soon as this animal found

upon his shoulders, instead of trying to shake him
off or dispute the point, which he knew I .

* no to bo useless, ho would make a dead halt,

ilh great resignation and gravity, stand as

immovable as a statue, whilst our whole train

passed by and proceeded on their journey. Thus
the two would continue, mutually trying to tire

out one anotherV patience, till we were nearly out

of sight. This had no effect upon the dog, who, to

do him justice, possessed a most praiseworthy

firmness of character, and an obstinacy which
would have done honour to a logician; but with

Kees it was a different matter. He saw the dis-

tance increasing without any better chance of

overcoming his adversary's resolution than at fink.

Then commenced a most ludicrous and amusing
scene. Kees would alight, and both follow the

caravan at full speed; but the dog, always dis-

trusting the finesse of the monke}r
, would adroitly

allow him to pass on a little before him, for fear of

B surprise, and never for a moment taking 1

off him. In other n had gained a com-

plete ascendancy over the whole pack, which he

undoubtedly owed to tho superiority of his

instinct, for among animals, as among men,

cunning and ad frequently moro than a

match for physical force. It was only at meal-

times, however, thai !<• sowed any ill-

nature towards the dogs; when any of them
approached him on that important occasion, the

administration of a sound box on the ear H

him to keep at a more respectful distance, and it

_rular that none of the pack ever disputed the

point or resented the affront.

'• hike all monkeys, he was incorrigibly addicted

to petty larceny, and had he been an Englishman,

would have been long since trird at the Old Bailey,

and t: I to Botany Hay; but being I

born Africander for . which the

delight to be called—ho committed

oredations with impunity, or only tied for an

hour or two to the woo.;

chastisement, alwa\ r, taking good can*

to return by nightfall. Never but on one occa-

sion did he absent himself during the niglr

was near dinner-time, and I had just pr.

some fricasseed beans on my plate, when suddenly

the cry of a bird which I had not before heard

called off my attention, and I seised my gu;

set off in pursuit of it. 1 had not been more than

a quarter of BO hour absent, when 1 returned with

my bird in my hand; but Kees and my dinm
I

both disappeared in the meantime, tho

led him for stealing my BUp]

the previous evening. 1 concluded, however, that,

;al. ho would return on the a]

night, when he fancied that the affair would be

forgotten, and so thought no more of it. Hut for

once I was mistaken in him; evening came with-

out any appearance of Kees, nor had any of my
D him OB the following morning,

and I began to fear that I had lost him for good.

1 really began seriously to feel the loss of Ml
amusing qualities and watchfulness, when, on tho

third day after his disappearance, one of my people

brought the welcome intelligence that he had

uncountered him in the neighbouring wood, but
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that he concealed himself among the branches

upon seeing that he was discovered. I imme-
diately proceeded to the place indicated, and, after

beating for. some time about the environs to no

purpose, at length heard his voice in the tone

which he usually adopted when supplicating for

a favour or a remission of punishment. Upon
looking up, I perceived him half hid behind a large

branch in a tree immediately above me, from

which, in fact, he had been watching our encamp-

ment ever since his departure ; but all my per-

suasions could not prevail upon him to descend,

and it was only by climbing the tree that I finally

succeeded in securing him. He made no attempt

to escape me, however, and his countenance ex-

hibited a ludicrous mixture of joy at the meeting

and fear of being punished for his misdeeds.
" On one occasion, I resolved to reward my

Hottentots for good conduct. The pipe went
merrily round, joy was pictured on every counte-

nance, and the brandy-bottle was slowly circulating.

Kees, all impatience for the arrival of his turn,

followed it with his eyes, holding his plate ready

for his allotted portion ; for I had found that in

drinking out of a glass his impatience generally

caused some of the liquor to run up his nose,

which greatly incommoded him, and kept him
coughing and sneezing for hours afterwards. I

was engaged at the moment in sealing a letter.

He had just received the share of the brandy, and

was stooping down to drink it, when I adroitly

introduced a slip of lighted paper under his chin.

The whole plate suddenly burst into flame, and

the terrified animal, with a yell of indescribable

horror, leaped backwards at least twelve or fifteen

feet at a single bound, and continued, during the

whole time the brandy was burning, to chatter and

gaze intently at a phenomenon which he no doubt

considered of preternatural occurrence. He could

never afterwards be prevailed upon to taste spirits

of any kind, and a mere sight of a bottle was at all

times sufficient to frighten and alarm him."

THE MERMAID.
[John Leyden, born at Denholm, Roxburghshire. Distinguished himself at Edinburgh College. Ordained 1800. Subsequently

went as surgeon to an Indiaman. Became an Indian judge. Died in Java, August 28, 1811.]

On Jura's heath how sweetly swell

The murmurs of the mountain bee !

How softly mourns the wreathed shell

Of Jura's shore, its parent sea !

But softer, floating o'er the deep,

The mermaid's sweet sea-soothing lay,

That charmed the dancing waves to sleep,

Before the barque of Oolonsay.

Aloft the purple pennons wave,

As, parting gay from Crinan's shore,

From Morven's wars the seamen brave

Their gallant chieftain homeward bore.

In youth's gay bloom, the brave Macphail
Still blamed the lingering barque's delay

For her he chid the flagging sail,

The lovely maid of Oolonsay.

" And raise," he cried, " the song of love

The maiden sung with tearful smile,

"When first, o'er Jura's hills to rove,

We left afar the lonely isle

!

"
' When on this ring of ruby red

Shall die,' she said, ' the crimson hue,

Know that thy favourite fair is dead,

Or proves to thee and love untrue.'
"

Now, lightly poised, the rising oar

Disperses wide the foamy spray,

And echoing far o'er Crinan's shore,

Resounds the song of Oolonsay.

" Softly blow, thou western breeze,

Softly rustle through the sail

!

Soothe to rest the furrowy seas,

Before my love, sweet western gale !

" Where the wave is tinged with red,

And the russet sea-leaves grow,

Mariners, with prudent dread

Shun the shelving reefs below.

" As you pass through Jura's sound,

Bend your course by Scarba's shore
;

Shun, oh, shun, the gulf profound,

Where Corrievreckin's surges roar

!

" Softly blow, thou western breeze,

Softly rustle through the sail

!

Soothe to rest the furrowed seas,

Before my love, sweet western gale !

"

Thus, all to soothe the chieftain's woe,

Far from the maid he loved so dear,

The song arose, so soft and slow,

He seemed her parting sigh to hear.

The lonely deck he paces o'er,

Impatient for the rising day,

And still from Crinan's moonlight shore,

He turns his eyes to Colonsay.

The moonbeams crisp the curling surge,

That streaks with foam the ocean green ;-

While forward still the rowers urge

Their course, a female form was seen.
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That sea-maid's form, of pearly light,

Was whiter than the downy spray,

And round her bosom, heaving bright,

llur glossy yellow ringlets play.

Borne on a foamy-crested wave,

She reached amain the bounding prow,
Then, olaBping fast tho chieftain br

She, pfamging, sought the deep below.

Ah ! long betide thy feigned bier

The monks the prayer of death shall say,

And Long for thee the fruitless tear

Shall weep the maid of Colonsay

!

But downward, like a powerless corse,

The eddying waves the ohieftain I

He only heard the moaning hoarse

Of waters murmuring in hi

The murmurs sink by slow degrees.

No more the waters round him rave;

Lulled 1))' the mnsie of the seas,

Ho lies within a coral cave.

In dreamy mood reclines ho 1

Nor dares his tranced eyes unclose,

Till, warbling wild, the sea-maid's -

Far in the crystal c so

—

Soft as the harp's unseen control,

In morning dreams which lovers li- Mr,

Whose strain- steal sweetly o'er the soul,

But nevor reach tho waking

As sunbeams through tho tepid air,

When olouds dissolve the dews unseen,

Smile on tho flowers that bloom more fail-.

And fields that glow with livelier green

—

So melting soft tho music fell;

It seemed to soothe tho fluttering spray

—

. lioard'st thou I | ild notes swell?

Ah ! 'tis tho song of Colonsay."

Like nne that from a fearful dream

Awakes, the morning tight to \

.

And joys to see the purple beam,

Yot fears to find the vision true,

He hoard that strain, so wildly sw.

Which bad' 1 his torpid languor fly;

He feared some spell had bound nil

1 hardly dared his limbs to try.

"This yellow sand, thi< <\

Shall bend thy soul to beauty's sway;

bhon thi' maiden of the •

Compare to her Ql

d by that voice of culver sound,

Prom the paved floor he lightly sprung,

glancing wild fad ound

Where the (fair nymph her t
•

No form he saw of mortal mould
;

It shone like ocean's snowy foam

;

Her ringlets waved in living g
Her mirror crystal, pearl the comb.

Her pearly comb the syren took,

And careless bound her tresses wild
;

Still o'er the mirror stole her look,

As on the wondering youth she smiled.

Like music from the greenwood tree,

Again she raised tho melting lay :

"Fair warrior, wilt thou dwell with me,

And leave the maid of Colonsay

r is the crystal hall for me,
With rubies and with emeralds set;

And sweet the music of the sea

Shall sing when we for love are met.

'• Through thq green meads beneath the sea,

Fnamoured, we shall fondly stray;

Then, gentlo warrior, dwell with me,

And leave the maid of Colonsay I

" Though bright thy locks of glistering gold,

Fair maiden of the foamy main,

Thy life-blood is the water cold,

While m!: high in every vein:

" If I. beneath thy sparry cavo,

Should in thy snowy arms recline,

[latent M the restless wave,

My heart would grow as cold ai thine.

B sparkling eyes, so wild and

They swim not in the light of loi

The beauteous maid of Colon

Her eyes are milder than the doi

"E'en now, within tho lonely isle,

Ibr Bjei are dim with tears for me;
And canst thou think that syren smile

Can lure my soul to dwell with th

An oozy film her limbs o'ersp'

Ldl in length her lOaly train ;

She tossed in proud disdain her hi

And lashed with webbed fin the main.

"Dwell here alone!" the mermaid 0TO

"And view far off the sea-nymphs p]

Tho prison wall, the a/.ure tide,

Shall bar th;. >m Colonsay.

" Whene'er, like ocean's scaly brood,

ive with rapid fin tho wave,

Far from the daughter of the flood,

Cot; in this coral ca

" I feel my former soul return :

It kindles at thy Oold di.-dain ;

And has a mortal dared to spurn

kghter of the foamy main?
"
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She fled ; around the crystal cave

The rolling waves resume their road

;

On the broad portal idly rave,

But enter not the nymph's abode.

And many a weary night went by,

As in the lonely cave he lay
;

And many a sun rolled through the sky,

And poured its beams on Colonsay.

But still the ring of ruby red

Retained its vivid crimson hue,

And each despairing accent fled,

To find his gentle lovo so true.

When seven long lonely months were gone,

The mermaid to his cavern came,

No more misshapen from the zone,

But like a maid of mortal frame.

" Oh, give to me that ruby ring

That on thy finger glances gay,

And thou shalt hear the mermaid sing

The song thou lov'st of Colonsay."

" This ruby ring of crimson grain

Shall on thy finger glitter gay,

If thou wilt bear me through the main
Again to visit Colonsay."
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" Except thou quit thy former love,

Content/ to dwell for aye with me,

Thy scorn my finny frame might move
To tear thy limbs amid the sea."

" Then bear me swift along the main,

The lonely isle again to see,

And when I here return again,

I plight my faith to dwell with thee."

An oozy film her limbs o'erspread,

While slow unfolds her scaly train ;

With gluey fangs her hands were cl;ul

;

She lashed with webbed fin the main.

He grasps the mermaid's scaly sides,

As with broad fins she oars her way;
Beneath the silent moon she glides,

That sweetly sleeps on Colon

Proud swells her heart ! She deems at last

To hire him with her silver tongue

;

k the shelving rooks shi

long.

In softer, sweeter strains she song,

Slow gliding o'er the moonlight bay.

When light to land the chieftain sprung,

To hail the maid of Colonsay.

Oh! sad the mermaid's gay notes fell,

And sadly sink remote at sea;

So sadly monrna the wreathed shell

Of Jura's shore, its parent sea.

And ever, as the year returns.

The charm-bound sailors know the d

I
. dly still the mermaid mourns

The lovely chief of Oola

THE WIDOW AND HER
[Washington Ibvino. 8m rage 1.]

URING my residence

SON,

in the country, I

used frequently to

attend at the old

village eh inch. Its

shadowy aisles, its

mouldering mo-
numents, its dark,

oaken panelling,

all reverend with

gloom of

departed

seemed to lit it

haunt of

medita-

in this

for the

solemn

tion.

But

church I felt myself continually thrown

upon the world by tho frigidity and pomp of

the poor worms around me. Tho only being

that seemed thoroughly to feel tho humble and
prostrate piety of I true Christian, was a poor

decrepit old woman, bending under the weight of

and infirmities. Sho boro tho traces of

something better than abject poverty. The linger-

ingsof decent pride were visible in her appearance.

Hor dress, though bumble in th e, Was
scrupulously clean Some trivial reapeot, too, had
been awarded her; for sho did not tako her seat

among tho villago poor, but sat alone on tho steps

Of the altar. Sho soomed to have survived all

love, all friendship, all society, and to have nothing

Iflft her but. the hopes of heaven. When I saw

bar feebly rbnng and btndfag h. na ia

r -habitually conning bar prayer -hook, which

bar paNied hand and fail :

• odd not. permit

bar to read, hut which she evidently knew by
1 1 telt persuaded that the Altering to

that poor woman arose to heaven far I

responses of the clerk, the swell of the organ, or

tho chanting of tho choir.

1 am fond of loitering about country chur

and this was so delightfully situated, that r

qucu try attracted me. It stood on a knoll, round

which a small stream made a beautiful bend, and

then wound its way through a long reach of soft

meadow scenery. I was seated there one still,

sunny morning, watching two labourers who
digging a grave. While I was meditating, the

toll of the hell announced the approach of the

funeral. They were the obsequies of DOl

with which pride had nothing to do. A eoflin

of the plainest materials, without pall Off

covering, was DOrm <• of the villa

The sexton walked before with an air of cold

indifference. There were no mock mow
in the trappings of affected woe; but there was
one real mourner who feebhj alter the

corpse. It was the aged mother of the deceased

poor old woman whom 1 had seen s

on the steps of the altar. She was supp

by a humble friend, who was endeavonrh

comfort her. A few of the neighbouring

had joined the train, and some children of the

village were running hand in hand, now shout-

ing with unthinking mirth, and now pausr

with childish curiosity, on the grief of the

mourner.

he funeral train appro. era ve the

paraon lamed from the church porch, arrayed in

. i prayi r-hook in hand, ami at-

tended by the clerk. The service, however, was a

.:et of charity. Hie doceaand bad i

tute, and the survivor was penniless.

I approached Dn was placed

on the ground. On it v. ibed the name
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and age of the deceased :
" George Somers, aged

26 years." The poor mother had been assisted to

kneel down at the head of it. Her withered hands

were clasped as if in prayer, but I could perceive,

by a feeble rocking, of the body and a convulsive

motion of the lips, that she was gazing on the last

relics of her son with the yearnings of a mother's

heart.

The service being ended, preparations were made
to deposit the coffin in the earth. There was that

bustling stir which breaks so harshly on the feel-

ings of grief and affection—directions given in the

cold tones of business ; the striking of spades into

sand and gravel, which, at the grave of those we
love, is, of all sounds, the most withering. The
bustle around seemed to waken the mother from a

wretched reverie. She raised her glazed eyes, and

looked about with a faint wildness. As the men
approached with cords to lower the coffin into the

grave, she wrung her hands and broke into an

agony of grief. The poor woman who attended

her took her by the arm, endeavouring to raise her

from the earth, and to whisper something like

consolation :
" Nay, now—nay, now ; don't take it

so sorely to heart." She could only shake her

head and wring her hands, as one not to be com-
forted.

I could see no more ; my heart swelled into my
throat ; my eyes filled with tears. I felt as if I

were acting a barbarous part in standing by and
gazing idly on this scene of maternal anguish. I

wandered to another part of the churchyard,

where I remained until the funeral train had
dispersed.

When I saw the mother slowly and painfully

quitting the grave, leaving behind her the remains

of all that was dear to her on earth, and returning

to silence and destitution, my heart ached for

her.

On my way homeward I met with the woman who
had acted as comforter. She was just returning

from accompanying the mother to her lonely habi-

tation, and I drew from her some particulars con-

nected with the affecting scene I had witnessed.

The parents of the deceased had resided in the

village from childhood. They had inhabited one
of the neatest cottages, and by various rural occu-

pations, and the assistance of a small garden, had
supported themselves creditably and comfortably,

and led a happy and a blameless life. They had
one son, who had grown up to be the staff and
pride of their age. " Oh, sir !

" said the good
woman, " he was such a comely lad, so sweet-

tempered, so kind to every one around him, so

dutiful to his parents. It did one's heart good to

see him of a Sunday, dressed out in his best, so

tall, so straight, so cheery, supporting his old

mother to church, for she was always fonder of

leaning on George's arm than on her good man's,

and, poor soul ! she might well be proud of him,

for a finer lad there was not in the country

round."

Unfortunately, the son was tempted, during a

year of scarcity and agricultural hardship, to enter

into the service of one of the small craft that plied

on a neighbouring river. He had not been long in

this employ when he was entrapped by a press-

gang, and carried off to sea. His parents received

tidings of his seizure, but beyond that they eould

learn nothing. It was the loss of their main prop.

The father, who was already infirm, grew heartless

and melancholy, and sank into his grave. The
widow, left lonely in her age and feebleness, could

no longer support herself, and came upon the

parish. Still there was a kind feeling toward her

throughout the village, and a certain respect, as

being one of the oldest inhabitants. As no one

applied for the cottage, in which she had passed so

many happy days, she was permitted to remain in

it, where she lived solitary and almost helpless.

The few wants of nature were chiefly supplied

from the scanty productions of her little garden,

which the neighbours would now and then culti-

vate for her. It was but a few days before the

time at which these circumstances were told me
that she was gathering some vegetables for her

repast, when she heard the cottage door which
faced the garden suddenly open. A stranger came
out, and seemed to be looking eagerly and wildly

around. He was dressed in seaman's clothes, was
emaciated and ghastly pale, and bore the air of one

broken by sickness and hardships. He saw her,

and hastened toward her, but his steps were faint

and faltering ; he sank on his knees before her,

and sobbed like a child. The poor woman gazed

upon him with a vacant and wandering eye. " Oh,

my dear, dear mother ! don't you know your son

—your poor boy George P " It was indeed the

wreck of her once noble lad, who, shattered by
wounds, by sickness, and foreign imprisonment,

had at length dragged his wasted limbs homeward,

to repose among the scenes of his childhood.

He stretched himself on the pallet on which his

widowed mother had passed many a sleepless night,

and he never rose from it again. He could not

endure his mother from his sight. If she moved
away, his eye would follow her. She would sit

for hours by his bed, watching him as he slept.

Sometimes he would start from a feverish dream,

and look anxiously up until he saw her venerable

form bending over him, when he would take her

hand, lay it on his bosom, and fall asleep with the

tranquillity of a child. In this way he died.

The next Sunday I was at the village church,

when, to my surprise, I saw the poor old woman
tottering down the aisle to her accustomed seat

on the stops of the altar.

She had made an effort to put on something like
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mourning for her sun ; and nothing could be more
touching than this struggle between pious affection

and utter poverty—a black ribbon or so, a faded

black handkerchief, and one or two more such

humble attempts to express by outward signs that

grief which passes shew. When I looked round
upon the storied monuments, the stately hatch-

ments, the cold marble pomp, with which grandeur
mourned magnificently over departed pride, and
turned to this poor widow, bowed down by age
and sorrow, at the altar of her God, and offering

up the prayers and praises of a pious though a
broken heart, i felt that this living monument of
real grief was worth them all.

(Drawn by H. Sandebcock.)

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.
[William Shakes™are. Sm Pcuje 33.]

SCENE III.—A San
f a (hfj.

Lawn. Nay, 'twill be this hour ore I have done
weeping; all the kind of the have this

fault. I have received my proportion, like

the prodigious son, and am going with Sir Pro-

i the [mperial'i I lhink Crab, my dog,

to bo the sourest-natuivd dog that lives : my mother
weeping, my father wailing, my sister crying, our

maid howling, OUT cat wringing her hands, and
all our houae in groat perplexity, yel did not

this cruel-hearted cur sli.

very pelihle-stoiie, and has no more pity in him
than a dog. A Jew would have wept to ha\ I

oui- parting, Why, my grandest, hawing no

J
on. wept.herself blind at my parting.

I'll show you the manner of it. This shoe is my
Hither no, this left ihbe is my father

this loft nhoo is my mother;— n;iy. that caimot bo

so, neither;—yes, it is so, it is so,—it hath

tho worscr sole. This shoo, with the hole

in it, is my mother, and this my father. A
on'tl there 'tis: now, sir. thi-

is my sister; for, look you, she is as white

as a lily, and as small as a wand : t!.

Nan, our maid: I am the dog—no, the d

himself, and I am the dog,

and I am a

father; " Father, your bleating !" now. should not

the si: | word for weeping: HOW should I

my father; well, he Now Co-

to my mother oh. that she could speak -

like a wood woman! "Well. I 1. why.

there 'tis; here's my mothe h up and

down. Now come I to u.

,

moan
she mekea. Now the dog all this while sheds not

a tear. DOT di but SCO how 1 lay tho

with my tears.
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(Dm irn by C. Green.)

THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS.
[Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. See Page 14.]

It was the schooner Hesperus

That sailed the wintry sea
;

And the skipper had taken his little daughter,

To bear him company.

Blue were her eyes as the fairy flax,

Her cheeks like the dawn of day,

And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds
That ope in the month of May.

The skipper he stood beside the helm,

With his pipe in his mouth,

And watched how the veering flaw did blow
The smoke now west, now south.

Then up and spake an old sailor,

Had sailed the Spanish main :

" I pray thee put into yonder port,

For I fear a hurricane.

" Last night the moon had a golden ring,

And to-night no moon we see
!

"

The skipper he blew a whiff from his pipe,

And a scornful laugh laughed he.

Colder and louder blew the wind,

A gale from the north-east

;

The snow fell hissing in the brine,

And the billows frothed like yeast.

Down came the storm, and smote amain

The vessel in its strength ;

She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed,

Then leaped her cable's length.

" Come hither ! come hither ! my little daughter,

And do not tremble so,

For I can weather the roughest gale

That ever wind did blow."
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Ho wrapped her warm in his seaman's coat,

Against the stinging blast

;

He cut a ropo from a broken spar,

And bound her to the mast.

" Oh, father ! I hear the church-bells ring,

( )h, say, what may it be ?"

" "I'is a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast;"

And he steered for tho open sea.

" Oh, father! I hear the sound of gun-.

Oli, say, what may it be ?"

" Some sliip in distress, that cannot live

I n such an angry I

" ( )!i, father ! I see a gleaming light,

Oh, say, what may it be?"

But the father answered never a word

—

A frozen corpse was he.

d to tho helm, all stiff and stark,

With his face to the skies,

The lantern gleamed, through the gloaming snow,

On hie fixed and glassy eyes.

Then the maiden clasped In «r hands, and pr

That saved she might be;

And, she thought of Christ, who stilled the w

On the lake of Galilee.

And fast through the midnight dark and drear,

Through the whistling sloot and snow,

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept,

Towards the reef of Norman's Woe.

And ever, the fitful gusts between,

A sound came from the land

:

It was the sound of the trampling surf

On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.

The breakers were right beneath her boi

She drifted a dreary wreck,

And a whooping billow swept the crew

Like icicles from her deck.

Sho struck where the white and fleecy v.

Iced soft as carded wool,

But the cruel rocks, they gored her

Like the horns of an angry bull.

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,

With tli nt by tho board
;

Like a vessel of glass she stove and sank

—

Ho ! ho ! tho breakers roared.

At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,

A fisherman stood ago

To see the form of a maiden fair

Lashed close to a drifting mi

Tito salt sea was frozen on her bn
Th- ye.s

;

And he saw her hair, like the brow

On tho billows fall

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,

In the midnight and the snow !

Christ il from a deatb like this,

On tho reef of Norman's Woo.

THE PURLOINED LETTEB.
[Edgar Allan Toe. St* Pagt 8.]

At Paris, just after dark ono go ing, I

nun enjoying the twofold luxury of meditation and
a meerschaum, with my friend, 0, Auguste Dupin,

in his little back library. For one hour, a;

we had maintained a profound silence, whim the

door of our apartment was thrown open and ad-

mitted our old acquaintance. Monsieur G ,

tfafl I'nT.'.-t of file Parisian police, who said that ho

had called to ask the opinion of my friend about

some official business which had occasioned a

deal of trouble.

" And what is the difficulty now?" I ftsked

"The fact is, the business is very simple indeed,

and I make no doubt that we can manage it suffi-

ciently well ourselves; but then I though! Dupin
would like to hear the details of it, bSjOMM it is

so 'odd.'"
" Simple and odd P" said Dupin.
" Why, yes ; and not exactly that, either. The

baVS. nil 1 11 puzzled. becaU86 the

is so simple, and yet bsJ
" Perhaps it is tho very simplicity of the thing

which pul ! my friend.

" Wliat nonsense you d replied th<

laughing heartily.

• Perhaps the mystery is a little too plain."

"
< )h ! who ever heard of such an ideaP"

•• A little too Sell'-e\ id.

•• Ha: hal ha!—ha! ha! ha! ho! ho! bo!"
1 our visitor, profoundly amused. "Oh,

Dupin. you will be the death of me
" Ami what, after all. is the
" Why. 1 will tell you." replied the

have received personal information, from S

high quarter, that a certain document of th'

importance has been purloined from the

apartments. The individual who purloined it is

known] this is beyond a doubt : he was m

take it. It is known, also, that it still i

ion."

" How is this know 1 Dupin.
'• D i- clearly inferred," replied th'

"from the nature of the document, and from

the non-appearance of certain results which

would at once arise from its passing out of the

robber's possession; that is to say, from his
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employing it as lie must design in the end to

employ it."

" Be a little more explicit," I said.

" Well, I may venture so far as to say that the

paper gives its holder a certain power in a certain

quarter where such power is immensely valuable."-

The prefect was fond of the cant of diplomacy.

" Still I do not quite understand," said Dupin.
" No ! Well, the disclosure of the document to

a third person, who shall be nameless, would bring

in question the honour of a personage of most

exalted station ; and this fact gives the holder

of the document an ascendancy over the illus-

trious personage whose honour and peace are so

jeopardised."
" But this ascendancy," I interposed, " would

depend upon the robber's knowledge of the loser's

knowledge of the robber. Who would dare
"

" The thief," said G ,
" is the minister D ,

who dares all things, those unbecoming as well as

those becoming a man. The method of the theft

was not less ingenious than bold. The document

in question—a letter, to be frank—had been received

by the personage robbed, while alone in the royal

boudoir. During its perusal she was suddenly

interrupted by the entrance of the other exalted

personage, from whom especially it was her wish

to conceal it. After a hurried and vain endeavour

to thrust it into a drawer, she was forced to place

it, open as it was, upon a table. The address,

however, was uppermost, and the contents thus

unexposed, the letter escaped notice. At this

juncture enters the minister D . His lynx eye

immediately perceives the paper, recognises the

handwriting of the address, observes the confusion

of the personage addressed, and fathoms her secret.

After some business transactions, hurried through

in his ordinary manner, he produces a letter some-

what similar to the one in question, opens it,

pretends to read it, and then places it in close

juxtaposition to the other. Again he converses

for some fifteen minutes upon the public affairs.

At length, in taking leave, he takes also from the

table the letter to which he had no claim. Its

rightful owner saw, but, of course, dared not call

attention to the act in the presence of the third

personage, who stood at her elbow. The minister

decamped, leaving his own letter, one of no import-

ance, upon the table."

" Here, then," said Dupin to me, "you have pre-

cisely what you demand to make the ascendancy

complete—the robber's knowledge of the loser's

knowledge of the robber."
" Yes," replied the prefect ;

" and the power

thus attained has, for some months past, been

wielded, for political purposes, to a very dangerous

extent. The personage robbed is more thoroughly

convinced every day of the necessity of reclaiming

her letter. But this cannot be done openly."

" It is clear," said I, " as you observe, that the

letter is still in possession of the minister, since it

is this possession, and not any employment of the

letter, which bestows the power. With the employ-

ment the power departs."

" True," said G ;
" and upon this conviction

I proceeded. My first care was to make thorough

search of the minister's hotel ; and here my chief

embarrassment lay in the necessity of search-

ing without his knowledge. Beyond all things,

I have been warned of the danger of giving him
reason to suspect our design."

" But," said I, " you are quite au fait in these

investigations. The Parisian police have done this

thing often before."

" Oh, yes; and for this reason I did not despair.

The habits of the minister gave me, too, a great

advantage. He is frequently absent from home
all night. His servants are by no means nu-

merous. They sleep at a distance from the master's

apartment, and being chiefly Neapolitans, they

are readily made drunk. I have keys, as you know,

with which I can open any chamber or cabinet in

Paris. For three months, a night has net passed

during the greater part of which I have not been

engaged, personally, in ransacking the D
Hotel. My honour is interested, and, to mention

a great secret, the reward is enormous. So I did

not abandon the search until I had become fully

satisfied that the thief is a more astute man than

myself."

" But is it not possible," I suggested, " that

although the letter may be in possession of the

minister, as it doubtless is, he may have concealed

it elsewhere than on his own premises ?
"

"This is barely possible," said Dupin. "The
present peculiar condition of affairs at court, and

especially of those intrigues in which D is

known to be involved, would render the instant

availability of the document—its susceptibility of

being produced at a moment's notice—a point of

nearly equal importance with its possession."

" True," I observed ;
" the paper is clearly, then,

upon the premises. As for its being on the person

of D , we may consider that out of the ques-

tion."

"Entirely," said the prefect. "He has been

twice waylaid, as if by footpads, and his person

rigorously searched, under my own inspection."

" Suppose you detail," said I, " the particulars

of your search."

"Why, the fact is we took our time, and we
searched everywhere. I have had long experience

in these affairs. I took the entire building, room
by room, devoting the nights of a whole week to

each. We examined first the furniture of each

apartment. We opened every possible drawer;

and I presume you know that to a properly-trained

police agent such a thing as a secret drawer is im-
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possible. Any man is a dolt who permits a
' secret ' drawer to escape him in a search of this

kind. The thing is so plain. There is a <•

amount of bulk—of space—to be accounted for in

every cabinet. Then we have accurate rules. The

fiftieth part of a lino could not escape us. After

the cabinets wo took the chairs. The cushions we
probed with the fine long needles you have seen

mo employ. From the tables we removed the

top*. Sometime! the top of a table, or other simi-

larly arranged piece of furniture, is removed by
the person wishing to conceal an article ; then the

leg is excavated, the article deposited within the

v, and the top replaced. The bottoms and tops

of bedposts arc employed in the same way."
" But could not the cavity bo detected by sound-

ing H" I asked.

" By no moans, if, when the article is deposited,

a sufficient wadding of cotton be placed around

it. Besides, in our case we were obliged to pro-

vithout noise."

"But a letter may be compressed into a thin

spiral roll, not differing much in shape or bulk from

a large knitting-needle, and in this form it might

be inserted into the rung of a chair, for example.

You did not take to pieces all the chairs ?"

" Certainly not; but we did better—we examined

the rung of every chair in tho hotel, and, is

the jointings of every description of furniture, by

the aid of a powerful microscope. Had there been

any traces of recent disturb- nice, we should not

have failed to detect it instantly. A single grain

of gimlet-dust, for example, would have been as

obvious as an apple. Any disturbance in the

glueing, any unusual gaping in the joints, would
have sufficed to ensure detection."

" I presume you looked to the mirrors, between

the boards and tho plates, and probed the

the bed-clothes, curtains, and carp

"That, of course; and when we had absolutely

completed every particlo of tho furniture in this

way, then we examined the house itself. We
divided tho ontiro surface into compartments,

which we numberod, so that none might be mi

then wo scrutinised each individual square inch

throughout the premises, including tho two houses

adjoining, with the microscope, as befor

" You include the grounds about tho houses P"

"All the grounds are paved with brick: they

gave us little trouble. We examined tho moss
between tho bricks, and found it undisturbed."

" You looked among D; 's papers, of course,

and into the books of the library P"
" l '• rtainly ; wo openedevery package and parcel.

We not only opened every book, but we turned
over every leaf in oaoh volume, not contenting

ourselves with a more shake, according to tho

Bunion of some of our police-officers. We also

i red tho thickness of every book-cover with

the most accurate admeasurement, and applied to

each the most jealous scrutiny of the microscope.
Had any of the bindings been recently meddled
with, it would have been utterly impossible that
tho fact should have escaped observation. Some
five or six volumes, just from tho hands of tho
binder, we carefully probed longitudinally with
the needles."

" You explored the floors boncath tho carpets P
"

" Beyond doubt. We removed every carpet,

and examined the boards with the microscoi

"Then," I said, "you have been making a
miscalculation, and the letter is not upon tho

premises, as you suppose."
••

1 fear you are right there," said the prefect.

"And now, Dupin, what would you advise
P"

"To make a thorough research of tho premises."

"That is absolutely needless," replied G .

" Yet I am not more sure that I breathe than I

am that tho letter is at the hotel."

" I have no better advice to give y

Dupin. " You have, of course, an accurate de-

scription of the letter P
"

1 here the prefect, producing

a memorandum book, proceeded to read aloud a

minute account of tho internal, an illy of

the external, appearance of the missing doenn
Soon after finishing the perusal of this description

he took his departure, moro entirely depn I

in spirits than 1 had ever known tho good g'

man before.

In about a month afterwards he paid us another

visit, and found us occupied very nearly as t»

He took a pipe and a chair, and entered into some
ordinary conversation. At length I said

—

" Well, but, G , what of the purloined k

I presume that you have at hist made up

mind that thero is no such thing as overreaching

the mini-:

"Confound him, say I!—yes. I made the re-

examination, however, as Dupin suggested; but it

was all labour lost, as I knew it would 1

" How much was the reward olfend, did yon

sayP" asked Dupin.

Why, i it deal—a very liberal reward.

I don't like to Bay how much, precisely; bnf

thing I will say, that I would give my indi-

vidual check for fifty thousand francs to any one

who could obtain me that letter. The fed is. that

it is becoming of more and more import..

:nd the reward has been lately doubled, if

Id do no more than

1 have don
'• w.-ll, yes," said Dupin, drawlingly, bet

the whitfs of his meerschaum. "I really- -think,

G , you have not exerted yourself—to the

utmost in this matter. You might employ co-

in the matter, eh?"
" But," said the prefect, a little discomposed,
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(Drawn hy J. D. Watson.)

" I pray thee, then,

Write me as one that loves his fellow-men.' -rage 71.

" I am perfectly -willing to take advice, and to pay

for it. I would really give fifty thousand francs to

any one who would aid me in the matter."
" In that case," replied Dupin, opening a drawer

and producing a cheque-book, " you may as well fill

me up a check for the amount mentioned. When
you have signed it, I will hand you the letter."

Iwas astounded. The prefect appeared absolutely

thunderstricken. For some minutes he remained

speechless and motionless, looking incredulously

at my friend with open mouth, and eyes that seemed
starting from their sockets ; then, apparently re-

covering himself in some measure, he seized a pen,

and after several pauses and vacant stares, finally

filled up and signed a cheque for fifty thousand

francs, and handed it across the table to Dupin.

The latter examined it carefully, and deposited it

in his pocket-book ; then, unlocking an escritoire,

took thence a letter and gave it to the prefect.

This functionary grasped it in a perfect agony of

joy, opened it with a trembling hand, cast a rapid

glance at its contents, and then, scrambling and

struggling to the door, rushed at length uncere-

moniously from the room, and from the house,
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without having uttered a syllable since Dupin had
i im to fill up the cheque.

When he had gone my friend entered into some
explanations.

" The Parisian police," he said, " are exceedingly

able in their way. They are persevering, ingenious,

cunning, and thoroughly versed in the knowledge,

which their duties seem chiefly to demand. Thus,

when G detailed to us his mode of searching

the premises at the Hotel D , I felt entire con-

fidence in his having made a satisfactory investi-

gation, so far as his labours extended. But the

more I reflected upon the daring, dashing, and
discriminating ingonuity of D ; upon th

that the document must always have been at

hand, if he intended to use it to good purpose;

and upon the decisive evidence obtained by the

prefect, that it was not hidden within the limits of

that dignitary's ordinary search, the more sat

I became that, to conceal this letter, the mi;

had resorted to the comprehensive and sagacious

expedient of not attempt ing to conceal it at all.

Full of those ideas, I prepared myself with a pair

ofgreen spectacles, and sailed, one fine morning,
quite by accident, at the ministerial hotel. I found

D at home, yawning, lounging, and dawdling
inl, and pretending to be in the last extre-

mity of ennui. He is, perhaps, tho most really

energetic human being now alive, but that is

only when nobody sees him.

"To be even with him, 1 complained ofmy weak
eyes, and lamented the necessity of the sped
under cover of which 1 curiously and thoroughly
surveyed the whole apartment, while seemingly
intent only on the conversation of my host.

"I paid especial attention to a large writing-

table upon which he sat. and upon which lay con-

fusedly some miscellaneous letters and oilier

papers, with one or two musical instruments, and
a few books. Here, however, after a long and
very deliberate scrutiny, I saw nothing to excite

pari ionlar suspicion.

" At length my eyes, in going the circuit of the

room, fell upon ii trumpery filagree card-rack of

1. that hung dangling by a dirty blue

ribbon from a little brass knob just, beneath the

middle of the mantelpiece. In this rack, which
had three or four compartments, were five

visit ing-cards and a solitary Utter. This last was
much soiled and Crumpled. It was torn nearly

in two across the middle—as if a design, in the

instance, tO tear it entirely np as ffortl

had been altered Or stayed in the second. It had a

large black seal, hearing the I) —cipher vc: .

picuously, and was addressed, in s diminutive

female hand, to D , the minister himself. It

was thrust carelessly and STBn, M it seemed, con-

temptuously, into one of the uttermost divisions

of the r.i

" No sooner had I glanced at this letter, than I

concluded it to be that of which I was in search,

To be sure, it was—to all appearance— radically

different from the one of which the prefect had read

us so minute a description. Here the seal was

large and black, with the D cipher; there it

was small and red, with the ducal arms of tho

S family. Here the address to the minister

was diminutive and feminine; there tho super-

scription to a certain royal personage was
markedly bold and decisive ; the size alono

formed a point of correspondence. But, then,

the radicalness of these differences, which

excessive—the dirt ; the soiled condition of the

paper, so inconsistent with the true meth
habits of D , and so suggestive of a d<

to deludo the beholder into an idea of the

worthlessness of tho docum-

together with tho hyper-obtrusive situation of

this document, full in tho view of every v:

and thus exactly in accordance with the conch;

to which I had previously an;

I say, were strongly oorroboraf m in

one who came with the intention to BOS]

"I protracted my long as possible;

sod while I maintained a most animated disce

with the minister opon topic which I

had never failed to u im, I kept

my attention really riveted upon the letter. In

this examination, I committed to mi

;d appearance and arrangement in the
|

and also fell, at length, upon a d which

set at rest whatever doubt I might ha

tamed. In scrutinising' per, 1

observed them to be more chafed than m

-ary. They
]

the broken at

anco seen when a stiff paper, having

folded and pressed With a folder, i

folded in a reverse direction in tl.

Of edges which had formed the original fold.

This d was sufficient. It was clear t

that tho letter had been turned, as a g

inside out, re-directed, and r. 1 bade the

minister good morning, and took my departure at

once, leaving a gold snuff-box upon the table.

"The next mondng I called for the snuff-box,

when we resumed quite eagerly tl

of the preceding day. While thus how-

i loud report, as if of a pistol, was I

immediately beneath the window of the hotel,

and was soooeeded by a series of fearful

and the shoutings of a terrified mob. D
rushed to a casrment. threw it open, and lo

out. In the meantime I stepped to the card-rack.

took the letter, put it in my pocket, and I

it by a fac-similo (so fa

which I had carefully prepared at my lod;-

imitating tho D cipher very readily by i

of a seal formed of bread.
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" The disturbance in the street had been occa-

sioned by the frantic behaviour of a man with a

musket. He had fired it among a crowd of women
and children. It proved, however, to have been

without ball, and the fellow was suffered to go his

way as a lunatic or a drunkard. When he had

gone, D came from the window, whither I had

followed him immediately upon securing the object.

in view. Soon afterwards I bade him farewell.

The pretended lunatic was a man in my own pay."

" But," I asked, " would it not have been better,

at the first visit, to have seized the letter openly,

and departed ?
"

" D ," replied Dupin, " is a desperate man,
and a man of nerve. His hotel, too, is not

without attendants devoted to his interests. Had
I made the wild attempt you suggest, I might
never have left the ministerial presence alive.

The good people of Paris might have heard of

me no more."

ABOU BEN ADHEM AND THE ANGEL.
[Leigh Bunt, born at Southgate, Middlesex, October 19, 1784. Educated at Cbrist's Hospital. Imprisoned for two years for a

satire on tbe Prince Regent. Died August 29, 1869.]

Abotj Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase)

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace,

And saw, within the moonlight in his room,

Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom,

An angel, writing in a book of gold.

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And to the presence in the room he said

—

" What writest thou ? " The vision raised its head,

And, with a look made of all sweet accord,

Answered, "The names ofthose who love the Lord."
" And is mine one P" said Abou. " Nay, not no,"

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,

But cheerly still, and said, " I pray thee, then,

Write me as one that loves his fellow-men."

The angel wrote, and vanished. The next night

It came again with a great wakening light,

And showed the names whom love of God had blest;

And, lo ! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest.

THE IDIOT.
[From Elaclcwood's Magazine. Autbor unknown.]

POOR widow, in a small

town in the north of

England, kept a booth

or stall of apples and

sweetmeats. She had an

idiot child, so utterly

helpless and dependent,

that he did not appear

to be ever alive

to anger or self-

defence. He sat

all day at her feet,

and seemed to be

possessed of no
other sentiment

of the human
kind than confi-

dence in his

mother's love, and a dread of the schoolboys, by

whom he was often annoyed. His whole occu-

pation, as he sat on the ground, was in swinging

backwards and forwards, singing " pal-lal " in a

low pathetic voice, only interrupted at intervals on

the appearance of any of his tormentors, when ho

clung to his mother in alarm. From morning till

evening he sung his plaintive and aimless ditty

;

at night, when his poor mother gathered up her

little wares to return home, so deplorable did his

defects appear, that, while she carried her table on

her head, her stock of little mcrchandioc in her

lap, and her stool in one hand, she was obliged to

lead him by the other. Ever and anon, as any

of the schoolboys appeared in view, the harmless

thing clung close to her, and hid his face in her

bosom for protection. A human creature so far

below the standard of humanity, was nowhere

ever seen : he had not even the shallow cunning

which is often found among these unfinished

beings; and his simplicity could not even be

measured by the standard that would apply to the

capacity of a lamb. Yet it had a feeling rarely

manifested even in the affectionate dog, and a

knowledge never shown by any mere animal. He
was sensible of his mother's kindness, and how
much he owed to her care. At night, when she

spread his humble pallet, though he knew not

prayer, nor could comprehend the solemnities of

worship, he prostrated himself at her feet; and

as he kissed them, mumbled a kind of mental

orison, as if in fond and holy devotion. In the

morning, before she went abroad to resume her

station in the market-place, he peeped anxiously

out to reconnoitre the street ;
* and as often as

he saw any of the schoolboys in the way, he

held her firmly back, and sung his sorrowful

" pal-lal."

One day the poor woman and her idiot boy were

missed from the mai'ket-place, and the charity of

some of the neighbours induced them to visit

her hovel. They found her dead on her sorry
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couch, and the boy sitting beside her, holding her

hand, swinging and .singing his pitiful lay more
sorrowfully than he had ever done before. He
could not speak, but only utter a brutish gabble

;

sometimes, however, he looked as if he compre-

hended something of what was said. On this

occasion, when the neighbours spoke to him, he
looked up with the tear in his eye; and clasping

the cold hand more tenderly, sunk the strain of

his mournful "pal-lal" into a softer and sadder

The spectators, deeply affected, raised him
from the body ; and he surrendered his hold of

the earthly hand without resistance, retiring in

silence to an obscure corner of the room. One of

them, looking towards the others, said to them,
" Poor wretch ! what shall we do with him ? " At
that moment he resumed his chant ; and, lifting

two handfuls of dust from the floor, sprinkled it

on his head, and sung with a wild and clear heart-

piercing pathos, " Pal-lal, pal-lal."

:
i Sahdercock.)

G LUGGIT
[From the "Myrtle ami the

A .ioi.i.y fat friar loved liquor, good store,

Ami lie had drank stoutly at rapper;

He mounted his horse in the night at the door,

And ho sat with his face bo the (Snippet

!

"Some rogue, " quoth the friar, "qui-

remorse

—

"Some thii'f. whom ft halter will throttle-

Some scoundrel has cut off the In ad of my fa

While 1
' the bottle,

Whirl) wen j, gluggity, glug, gl

ail of the steed pointed south on the <l

'TWOS the friar*! road home straight and trie

Hut. when spurred, a horse follows his nose, not

his tail.

So he scampered due north like the dence, sir.

"This oew mode of docking," the friar then

V OLD
Author unknown.]

"I perceive doesn't make | horse trot ill ;

And 'tis cheap, for be never can eat off his ;

While I am engaged at the bottle.

Which goes gluggity, gluggity, glug, glng, glug !"

sd made a stop ; in a pond he had

He was rather for drinking than grafting ;

Quoth the friar, " "I'is etMUgO hoadk
should trot;

to drink with their tails is amazing !"

Turning round to see whence this phenomenon

rose,

In the pond fell this son of a pot

Quoth he, "The head's found, for I'm under his

>o;

I wi

Which goes gluggity, gluggity, glug, glug, glug 1"
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A

(Drawn f»i/ M. E. Edwards.)

A MAYTIME WISH.
[Mr. Edward Capern, originally a postman at Bideford. His charming lyrics obtained for him—not so soon as they should have

done—soma small recognition in the shape of a Government pension, and he ha3 since been enabled to relinquish the severe

daily labour, in which his ardent love of Nature must have been a support and consolation.]

I would the world could see thee as I behold thec,

May,
With eyes like sapphires gleaming through the

orchards by the way

;

With the campion and the crowfoot on thy (busy*

jowell'd vest,

And a wreath of apple-blossoms dropping down
upon thy breast.

I would all eyes could see thee as I behold thec

now,

With the woodruff and the bluebell, and the lily on

thy brow

;

With thy kittle richly purpled with the gorse's

golden boss,

And the orchis and tho violet, the primrose and
the moss.

t

YOL. I.

I would all ears could listen to thy merrymaking,

May —
Could listen as I listen to thy happy rounde-

lay;

Then a louder song would greet us from thy

orchestra of leaves,

For fewer birds would break their hearts because

of little thieves.

A form of life and beauty, I sco thec, lovely

May,

Breathing balm upon tho meadows from each

swestly-sccnted spray
;

From the lilac and the hawthorn, and the furzo

upon the down,

And the wallflower by the wayside in its dress of

cottage brown.

10
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Would you see her as I see her, you must be

where I have been,

Where the oak-tree, and the elm-tree, and the

beeohen tree are seeu

;

Where the bright and silvery poplars in their

Italy beauty shine,

And the bees are quaffing deeply from their

chalice^ of wine.

You must linger, as I linger, in the shadow of

each nook;

You moat listen, as I listen, to the prattle of the

brook

;

You must woo her, as 1 woo her, with a bosom full

of love.

And the maid will stand before you like a vision

from above.

MRS. BROWN ON THE ARMY.*
[Tlic (,'cLit i.'iii.in who, under tbe name of Arthur Sketcbloy, bos made Mrs. Brown a "woman of the times," has republished

contributions to Fun in a collected form as " The Brown Papers," from which the following article is extracted. J

lllo

" BfiOK n." 1 says, "I'm a-goin' to a review, tho'
;"

I says, " what-cver ii the DM of all them soldiers,

L should tike to know, 'cept for the look of the

thing, uly U imposing, tho' red ain't a

colour a- suits me." So Brown he says, " You don't

know nothing about it, 1 hould you P
"

I says, "Don't I? Why," 1 says, "my dear

mother washed two rigiments as was quart

near Honnslow."
" Well, then," says Brown, " why ever do you go

to see them P
"

I says, "Do you think, Mr. Brown, as I'm gonV
to allow a daughter of mine, tho' married, to go to

sich a sight alone where a mother is a protection

;

not as I expects no enjoyment; end aa to her a-

luggin' that boy all the way, it's madness down-

right, that it is."

"Why." says Brown, " she lives close by, so it

aint nothin' for her ; but as to your a-goin', it's

foolishness."

" Well." I aaya, ••
1 oarer see such a man as you

are. When I don't know things, full of your

ridicule; and when I wants to see them with my
own eyes, always tho one to hold back. But," I

M go 1 do, thro' baring promised Jane as I'd

be than early to meet her at the Marble Arch, as

t he Bdgware Road is a long distance."

So 1 started with Brown, as Bee DM into the

Whiteohape) Road, where the*buseea runs regular,

and ketched the fust, as rattled thai dreadful, thro'

bain
1

empty, u aaamed to jar my head t<i death.

Not as 1 held with thai conductor's remarks as

hollared to the coaelmian when ho helped m a

in widow's weeds as was certainly lusty.
M Go on, ,loo, here's more ballast," as is insults to

a lady, as she certainly was. tho' she'd that hurried

as I thought she never would get her breath again,

and was obliged for to take bar drops, as was in a

little basket, as she saidwent agin her. tho' a great

offerer aperient?/, aa told me she was a-goin' to

her daughter, aa wouldn't be padhad till she got

there, " Tho'," she says, " it's ai much aa my life's

wort fat, thro' baringdone, aa I seldom or never does,
• in hot water, with .lames' powdl

acts on til.- skin, a medicine aa 1 don't hold with."

So we was talking friendly, thro' her beiiiL

•iced, and like my own constitution,

and known sorrers in having buried her

man, as was in the whitedead line, a thing

as is deleterious, and will lurk in the constitution,

and brought on fits, thro' which he was took

sudden; not as he was one for to regret, lor si.

as his habits was bad and temper violent, and aho

says to me, " Forgive and forget, tho,'

" 1 shall carry that man's marks to mi

and was that pleasant company ai I ma sorry

when she got out in llolborn. thro' her dan.

adivin' in Bloomsbui

I says, " Conductor," I says, a-hittin' him with

my umbrella, " put mo down at the Marble Arch.

aomewhere beyond Charing Cross." 6

says, " Whatever do you mean by itoppuV the

and banga the door that violent

as set the horses oil', and if they didn't gallop like

mad, and frightened the horses in another '1

begun a-gallopin' too. A old gentleman in the

'bus hollared at him, and say.-. " Let me out

not goin' to endanger my life."' " Nor men
I," says I.

" Come out then," says the conductor. " W i

your money?"
I gives him a shillin', and if he didn't gi\

eightpenoa ohanga in coppers, as 1 dropped in the

middle of the road, where he left ndm',

with cabs and 'busses all about a-shoiitini: to me,

as was stoopin' to pick up the money, a- I onl

tho* I must say as many
parties was \ cry polite a-troubling thet

look for it ; not as I thought M kicking about tin;

mud was a good plan, as all scuttled away pretty

(jiiick thro' a policeman a-eomin' up as led me by

the arm on the pares)

Bo I Ihia the Marble Anhr"
M
tff ."the I'antheon; but." he say

aint much further if you keep! on the shady

man ! he's got nice ideas atx

has. i when 1 got to the

liarbla Arch, where Jane was a-w ait .n' with her

eldaati as isn't quite three, and the babby.

Bhe BS] -, " Why, mother, how hot you look
; you

By kind permiuiou of the Author.
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must want a something, musn't she, Mrs. Woolley,"

as was with her, a woman as I can't a-bear, bein'

one as is all fair to your face and knives and lancets

behind your back.

So she says, " Mrs. Brown, do take a something,

as is only across the road, as is easy to get at, thro'

lampposts put up for to protect you agin them

'busses as comes round you on all sides, let alone

other public conveniences, as is bein' drove in

ev'ry direction, and carriages by the million."

If it hadn't been as I was that faint, thro' the day

bein' that swelterin', I would not a-took nothin',

for I know'd that Mrs. Woolley's deceitful ways,

as it was one word for me and half a dozen for

herself, as know'd her tricks, thro' having watched

her narrow when nursin' of Jane, as never held

with her ways with that child, and I'm sure could

sleep thro' its screams, a-sayin' as it was temper,

whereas I found the pin myself, as is a woman as

would swear black is white, a-daring to say as it

had dropped off of me on to the infant.

I'm sure I was that terrified a-gettin' across that

road and back that what I did take didn't seem to

do me no good, and throwed me into that heat as

I thought I never could have bore myself, tho' I

had a musling gown with a barege shawl as was

that flimsy as I didn't seem half-clothed, thro' it

being what I calls a breezy day with dust in that

park a-comin' up in clouds, and the sight of people

as there wasn't no seeing thro'.

Well, there was parties as had brought forms to

stand on as would throw you over people's heads,

tho' I was doubtful myself, for they was that

rickety as I should not like to have trusted to

;

but one young man he was a-tryin' it on, and says

to me, " Here you, mum ! why, it's strong enough

for a elephant," and idjots as was standin' by

grinned. So I walks on till we comes to a plank

as was supported on barrels, as the party as owned

it jumped on for to prove it strong, and his good

lady says as they wasn't in that line, but only come

out for to see it theirselves, as is a field day well

worth the money, as was threepence each, and

agreed to hold Sammy up.

Just then come a nice old gentleman as was

stout and cheerful, as says he'd try it, and up he

gets, and advises me, as was hesitating, when them
parties as it belonged to hoisted me up unawares.

Certainly it was a grand sight to see them
troops as moved like machines a-jumping up and

turning round, as is their manoeuvring ways. So

the people says, " Here's the Duke." I says,

"What Duke ? Why," I says, "he's dead." " No,"

says the old gentleman as was standin' up by me.

"Well," I says, "I see his funeral, that's all I know,

and remember hearin' of the battle well, as there

was a deal o' talking about when I was a very young
gal, where his leg was shot off thro' Sbaw the Life-

guardsman, as was massacreed by the Prussians

a-comin' up' in the moment of victory." He
says a-laughin', "It's the Duke of Cambridge."

I says, " Really. I've heard tell of Cambridge
very often, but never heerd as it was a Duke."
And if he didn't bust out laughing like mad.

Well, the sun was a-beatin' down on my head,

and I was lookin' at them soldiers, as must be

dreadful in battle. I says, " There aint no fear of

their firin' on us unprovoked, I suppose ;

" for I've

heerd tell of such things, and spent balls aint no

joke, as has been death to thousands, for I never

shall forget our Joe a-ketching me accidental be-

tween the shoulders with a ball as he was playin'

rounders with, so can easy fancy what lead must be.

Well, Jane she'd got down, so had Mrs. Woolley,

thro' the infant bein' fractious, and just then the

soldiers let fly all of a sudden simultanous with

that banging and smoke in clouds as it give me
that sudden start as I throwed back my arms

violent with a scream as made every one look round,

and I ketches that poor old gentleman as was next

me sudden in the pit of his stomach accidental

with my elber as made him start back that forcible

as upset the plank as we was a-standin' on, and

away I went backwards, and should have been

killed if the old gentleman, being under me, hadn't

broke my fall, as didn't take it in good part, tho'

whatever parties could see to laugh at I can't

think.

I says, " Don't stand there a-grinnin', but lend

me a hand up some on you," as they did at last,

tho' the old gentleman was most hurt, not as he

fell far, and said it was my weight as had nearly

stifled him, as brought on words thro' Mrs.

Woolley a-remarkin' as she should think so, as

is a reg'lar mask of skin and bones. So I says,

"It's luck as it wasn't you as fell on him, for

you'd a cut him to bits like a iron hurdle." As
I heard her with my own ears call mo a " swel-

terin' porpus." So I says, " Jane," I says, " if that

female is a-goin' home with you, I knows myself

too well for to put it in her power to insult me
under my own daughter's roof." So I says, " I

should prefer the omnibus, as will set me down

within five minutes." So I says, " Let's part

friends." So for all as she could say I would go,

thro' her a-sayin' as she could shut her door agin

that party as had walked in from Ealing, as I

should not have wished, tho' in my opinion a low-

lived woman, as I could tell through her conver-

sations in that crowd as made a deal too free for

me.

As to them soldiers, it's all rubbish and waste of

powder and ball, as will end bad some day thro'

them firin' that promiscous at parties as is a-

standin' armless, tho' Brown will have it as it was

only powder as they fired, tho' I knows better, for

I could hear the balls as must have knocked mo
over, and a mercy it was no wus.
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ALEXANDERS FEAST ; OR, THE POWER OF MUSIC.
AX ODE ON ST. CECILIA'S I) VV.

[John Detdew, born at Oldwiuokle, Northamptonshire, August, U U. K lucated at Westminster and Trinity College, Cambridge.

Made Laureate. Died May 1, 1700.]

'Twas at the royal feast, for Persia won,

By Philip's warlike son

;

Aloft in awful state

The god-like hero sat

On his imperial throne :

His valiant peers were placed around,

Their hrows with roses mid with myrtle bound;

liould desert in arms be crowned.

The lovely Thais by his aide

Sat, like a blooming eastern bride,

In flower of youth and beauty's pride.

Happy, happy, happy pair !

None bat the brave,

None but the brave.

None but the brave deserve 1
: the fair.

Timothcus, placed on high

Amid the tuneful choir,

With flying fingers touched the 1\

The trembling notes ascend the sky,

And heavenly joya inspire.

The song began from Jo

Who left his blissful seats above

Such is the power of mighty love!

A dragon's fiery form belied the god:

Sublimo on radiant spheres he rode,

When he to fair dlympia pre*

And stamp'd an image of himself, a sov'ivign

of the world.

The listening crowd admire the lofty sound:
MA present deity!" they shoal around;

'A proeonl deity 1" the vaulted roofs rebound.

With ravished ears

The monarch beau

Aasumes the god,

AU'ects to nod,

And seems to shake the spheres.

The praise of Bacohus then the sweet mu-ician

sung;

Of Bacchus ever fair, and ever young:

The jolly god in triumph comes;

Bound the trumpets, beat the drums;
Flushed with a purple grace,

He shows bis honeai face.

Now give tho hautboy- breath; becomes ! he ootnet !

Baoohua, ever fair and young,

Drinking joys did Brai ordain]

Baoohua' Ueaai i treasure,

Drinking is the soldier's pi

BJoh the lioasnio.

Sweet the pleasure

;

Bweet is pleasure after pain.

Sooth, d with the sound, the king grew vain;

Fought all his battles o'er again
;

And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrico ho
slew the slain.

The master saw the madness rise;

Sis glowing cheeks, his anient eyes;

And, while he heaven and earth defied,

Changed his hand, and cheeked his pride i

He chose a mournful m
pity to infuse

;

He sung Darius, great and good,

By too severe S fate

l'all*n, fall'n, falln, fall'n,

Fall'n from his high eel

And weltering in his blood: •

rted at his utmost i

By those his former bounty fed,

( )n the bare earth exposed b
\\" it li not a friend to oil

With downcast look the jo_\ I

iving in his altered bouI

The various turns of fate below

;

And now and then a sigh he stole,

And tears began to flow.

QUghty master smiled to SCO

That lore was iii the next degree;
* twas: hut a kindred sound to DM

pity melts tin' mind to !

Softly sweet, in Lydiaa i

Soon he soothed his soul to p]

War, he SUng, is toil and trouble;

Honour but an empty bubble,

.ei- ending, b1 ill beginning,

Fighting still, and still destroy!]

[fthe world be worth thy winnu

Think, () think it worth enjoj

Lovely Thais sit- beside thee.

Take the good the gods provide thee.

The many rend the skies with loud appla

So love was crowned, but music won the cause.

The prince, unable to conceal his pain,

d on the fair

Who caused his care.

And sighed and looked, sighed ai

Sighed and looked, and sighed again i

At length, with lovo and wine at once oppressed,

The vanquished victor sunk upon her DP

Now strife) iin:

A louder yet. and yet a louder strain.

Break his bands of sleep asunder,

And rouse him. like a rattling peal of thunder.

Hark ! hark ! the horrid sound

1 up his head.

A - awaked from the dead,

And aiiux. d he ll ind.



ALEXANDER'S FEAST.

(Vraivn by & Green.)

Revenge ! revenge ! Timotheus cries :

See the furies rise

!

See the snakes that they rear,

How they hiss in the air,

And the sparkles that flash from their eyes !

Behold a ghastly band,

Each a torch in his hand

:

These are Grecian ghosts that in battle were slain,

And unburicd remain,

Inglorious on the plain

:

Give the vengeance duo

To the valiant crew.

Behold Iioav they toss their torches on high,

How they point to the Persian abodes,

And glittering temples of their hostile gods.

The princes applaud, with a furious joy

;

And the king seized a flambeau, with zeal to

destroy

:

Thais led the way,

To light him to his prey,

And, like another Helen, fired another Troy.

Thus, long ago,

Ere heaving bellows learned to blow,
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W'hilo organs yet were muto,

Timotheus to his breathing flute

And sounding lyre

Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft

desire.

At last divine Cecilia came,

Inventress of the vocal frame.

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,

Enlarged the former narrow bounds.

And added length to solemn sounds,

With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown
before.

Let old Timotheus yield the prize,

Or both divide the crown
;

lie raised a mortal to the skies,

She drew an angel down.

THE BRIEFLES
[Mr. John G. Saxe, an American poet, very

N attorney was taking a

turn,

In shabby habiliments

dr.

His coat it was

shockingly worn,

And the rust had
invested his

Hi- breeches had

Buffeted a rent,

His linen and
worsted were

Ho had scarce a

whole crown in

his hat,

And not hal&a-crown in his purse;

And thus as he wandered along,

aid comfortless elf,

Ho sought for relief in a song,

Or COmplainingly talked to himself:

" rnl'ortuiiate man that I am !

I've never a client but grief;

The caae is, I've no caso at all,

Ami in brief, I havo never a brief!

•• I've waited, and waited in vain,

peoting an opening to find,

Where an honest young lawyer might gam
Some reward for tho toil of his mind.

'• "Pis not that I'm wanting in law,

Or lack an intelligent face,

S BARRISTER.
popular among his fellow-countrymen.]

That others have cases to plead,

While I have to plead for a 01

"Oh! how can a modest young man
llr.' hope for the smallest progression,

The profession's already so full

( >f lawyers so full of profession !

"

While thus he was strolling around,

His i ntally fell

On a very deep hole in the ground.

And If,
" It is well

:"

To curb his emotion ho sat

On the kerb-stone the i minute;

Then cried, " II. ; aing at la

And in less than a jiffy was in it.

Next morning twolve citizens ca-

(Twas tho coron.r bade them attend).

To the end that it might be determn

How the man had determined bis end.

'• The man was a lrv

Quoth the foreman who sat on the c ..

"A lawyer? alas!" said another,
•• He undoubtedly died of n

A third said " He knew the .

An attorney well reread in the laws;

And as to the is death,

'Twas no doubt from tho want of a oaoae !

Tho jury decided Si length,

After solemnly weighing the matter.

••'That the lawyer was drowned because

He could not Keep bis bead ibotx 1

1

THE CITY AND COUNTRY MOUSE.
[Alexander Pope. Set Pat/4 40.]

Once on a time (so runs tho fable)

A country mouse, ri^ht hospitable,

Received a town mouse at his board,

Just as a tanner might a lord.

A fnigal mouse, upon the whole,

Y.t loved his friend, and had a soul.

Kn.w what WM handsome, and would do it,

On just occasion, " couto qui coxite."

He bcOUghJ him bacon (nothing lean):

Pudding that mighl have pleased a dean !

Cheese. sin h M Ben in Suffolk make,

Rut wished it Stilton for his sake;

Yet, t<> bis gneet though no way sp

himself the rind and paring.

Our curtier scarce could touch | hit,

Hut showed his breeding and his wit
;
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He did his best to seem to eat,

And cried, " I vow you're mighty neat.

Bat, Lord, my friend, this savage scene !

For God's sake, come, and live with men

:

Consider, mice, like men, must die, »

Both small and great, both you and I

:

Then spend your life in joy and sport

(This doctrine, friend, I learned at court)."

The veriest hermit in the nation

May yield, God knows, to strong temptation.

Away they came, through thick and thin,

To a tall house in Lincoln's Inn :

('Twas on the night of a debate,

"When all their Lordships had sat late).

Behold the place, where, if a poet

Shined in description, he might show it

;

Tell how the moonbeam trembling falls,

And tips with silver all the walls

;

Palladian walls, Venetian doors,

Grotesco roofs, and stucco floors,

But let it (in a word) be said,

The moon was up, and men a-bed,

The napkins white, the carpet red

:

The guests withdrawn had left the treat,

And down the mice sate, tete-a-tete.

Our courtier walks from dish to dish,

Tastes for his friend of fowl and fish

;

Tells all their names, lays down the law,

" Que 9a est bon ! Ah, goutez 9a !"

" That jelly's rich, this malmsey healing,

Pray dip your whiskers and your tail in."

Was ever such a happy swain ?

He stuffs and swills, and stuffs again.

" I'm quite ashamed --'tis mighty rude

To eat so much, but all's so good.

I have a thousand thanks to give

—

My lord alone knows how to live."

No sooner said, but from the hall

Rush chaplain, butler, dogs, and all.

" A rat, a rat ! clap to the door."

The cat comes bouncing on the floor.

O for the heart of Homer's mice,

Or gods to save them in a trice !

" An't please your honour," quoth tho

peasant

.

" This same dessert is not so pleasant.

Give me again my hollow tree,

A crust of bread, and liberty."

SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY.
[Joseph Addison, born at Milston, Wilts, 1672. Educated at Oxford. Made Commissioner of Appeals and subsequently Secretary

of State. Married the Dowager Countess of Warwick, 1716. Died at Holland House, June 17, 1719.]

I am always very well pleased with a country

Sunday, and think, if keeping holy the seventh

day were only a human institution, it would be

the best mothod that could have been thought of

for polishing and civilising ofmankind. It is certain

t'10 country people would soon degenerate into a

kind of savages and barbarians were there not such

frequent returns of a stated time, in which the

whole village meet together with their best faces,

and in their cleanliest habits, to converse with one

another upon different subjects, hear their duties

explained to them, and join together in adoration

of the Supreme Being. Sunday clears away the

rust of the whole week, not only as it refreshes in

their minds the notions of religion, but as it puts

both the sexes upon appearing in their most agree-

able forms, and exerting all such qualities as are

apt to give them a figure in the eye of the village.

A country fellow distinguishes himself as much
in the churchyard as a citizen does upon the

Change, the whole parish politics being generally

discussed in that place either after sermon or before

the bell rings.

My friend Sir Roger, being a good churchman,
has beautified the inside of his church with several

texts of his own choosing. He has likewise given
a handsome pulpit-cloth, and railed-in the com-
munion-table at his own expense. He has often

told me, that at his coming to his estate he found
his parishioners very irregular ; and that, in order

to make them kneel and join in the responses, he

gave every one of them a hassock and a common
prayer book, and at the. same time employed an

itinerant singing-master, who goes about the

country for that purpose, to instruct them rightly

in the tunes of the Psalms, upon which they now
verymuch value themselves, and, indeed, outdo most
of the country churches that I have ever heard.

As Sir Roger is landlord to the whole congrega-

tion, he keeps them in very good order, and will

suffer nobody to sleep in it besides himself; for if

by chance he has been surprised into a short nap

at sermon, upon recovering out of it he stands up
and looks about him, and if he sees anybody else

nodding, either wakes them himself, or sends his

servants to them. Several other of the old knight's

particularities break out upon these occasions.

Sometimes he will be lengthening out a verse in

the singing Psalms half a minute after the rest

of the congregation have done with it ; sometimes,

when he is pleased with the matter of his devotion,

he pronounces "amen" three or four times to the

same prayer; and sometimes stands up when every-

body else is upon their knees to count the congre-

gation, or see if any of his tenants are missing.

I was yesterday very much surprised to hear

my old friend, in the midst of the service, calling

out to one John Matthews to mind what he was

about, and not disturb the congregation. This

John Matthews, it seems, is remarkable for being
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|

an idle fellow, and at that time was kicking his

for his diversion. This authority of the

knight^ though exerted in that odd manner which

aocompaniee him in all the urcuna of life,

. good etl'eet npon the pariah, who aro

not polite enough t>> Bee anything ridiculous in his

behaviour; besides that, the general good

and worthiness of bis character make his friends

observe these liitle singularities as foils that r

: than blemish hi> good qualities*

As soon M the sermon is finished, nobody

presumes to stir till sir Soger is gone out of the

church. The knight walks down from his seal in

the chance] between a double row of his tenant-,.

thai stand bowing to him on e\ \
and

now and then inquires how such s

wife, or mother, or Esther do, whom he
• chun h, which is und'

' el reprimand to the person tfa at.

The chaplain has often told me that, upon

catechising day, when sir Roger hs

with a boy that answers well, ho has ordered u

Bible to Ikj given to him next day for hi.s

encouragement ; and sometimes accompanies it

with a Hitch of bacon to his mother. Sir R

has likewise added five pounds a year to the

clerk's place; and that ho may encourage the

young fellows to make themselves perfect in the

church service, has promised, upon the death of

the present incumbent, who is very old, to 1"

rding to merit.

The fair understanding between sir Roger and

his chaplain, and their mutual concurrence in

doing good, is the more remarkab

very next village is famous for the differences and

contentions thai tween the parson and the

squire, who live in a perpetual state of war. The

i: is always preaching at the squire: and the

squire, to i d on the parson, never i

to church. The sipiire has made all his tenants

•id tithe-stealers ; while the parson

instructs them mday in the dignity of

rder, and insinuates to them, in tin

sermon, that he is a better man than his patron.
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A\L^s>fii >V,\!

(Drau-n. by Phiz.)

THE LADY ROHESIA.*
[The Rev. Richard Harris Barham, born 1788. Educated at Oxford, and entered the church. The " Ingoldsby Legends

'

appearing in Bentley's Magazine attracted great attention. Died in the year 1845.]

The Lady Rohesia lay on her death-bed ! So said

the doctor, and doctors are generally allowed to

be judges in these matters ; besides, Dr. Butts was
the court physician.

" Is there no hope, doctor ? " said Beatrice Grey.
" Is there no hope?" said Everard Ingoldsby.

"Is there no hope?" said Sir Guy de Mont-
gomery He was the Lady Rohesia's husband ; he
spoke the las'/.

The doctor shook his head. He looked at the

disconsolate widower in posse, then at the hour-

glass; its waning sand seemed sadly to shadow
forth the sinking pulse of his patient. Dr. Butts

was a very learned man. " Ars longa, vita brevis
!

"

said Dr. Butts,

" I am very sorry to hear it," quoth Sir Guy de

Montgomeri. Sir Guy was a brave knight, and a

tall, but he was no scholar.

"Alas ! my poor sister!" sighed Ingoldsby.
" Alas ! my poor mistress ! " sobbed Beatrice.

Sir Guy neither sighed nor sobbed; his grief

was too deep-seated for outward manifestation.

"And how long, doctor ?" The afflicted

husband could not finish the sentence.

Dr. Butts withdrew his hand from the wrist of

the dying lady. He pointed to the horologe;

scarcely a quarter of its sand remained in tho

upper moiety. Again he shook his head ; the

eye of the patient waxed dimmer—tho rattling

in the throat increased.

\m. i.

* By kind permission of R. Bentley, Esq.

11
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" What's become of Father Francis?" whim;

Beatrice.

" The last consolations of the church," suggested

ard.

A darker shade came over the brow of Sir Guy.
" Where is the con continued his griev-

ing brother-in-law.

••In the panl I Marion Hacket, pertly,

as she tripped down-stairs in search of that

able ecclesiastic ;
" in the pant it. I warrant me."

The bower-woman was not. wont to be in the

wrong; in the pantry was the holy man discovered

—at his devotions.

"Tax vobiscum!" said Father Francis, as he

entered the chamber of death.
•• Vita brevis!" retorted Dr. Butts. He was

not a man to be browbeat out of his Latin, and by

a paltry Friar .Minim, too. Had it been a bishop,

indeed, or even a mitred abbot—but a miserable

Franciscan

!

• Benedicite !" said the friar.

" a ra longs I " rel armed t he leech.

Dr. Butts adjusted the tassels of bis falling

band, drew his short, Bad-coloured cloak

around him; and, grasping his cross-handled

Walking-Staff, stalked majestically out of the apart-

ment. Father Francos had the field to himself.

Tho worthy chaplain hastened to administer the

ritefl of the church. To all appearance he had

little time to lose. As he concluded, the dismal

toll of the passing-bell sounded from the belfry

tower; little Hubert, the bandy -legged sacristan.

[lulling with all his might.

The knell teemed to have somo efFoct even upon

the Lady Kohesia; she raised her head slightly;

inarticulate sounds issued from her lips inarticu-

:iit is, to the profane ears of tho laity. Thoso

of Father Francis, indeed, were sharper; nothing,

as he averred, could lie more distinct than the

words, "A thousand mirks to the Priory •

Mary H.iunceval."

.the Lady Bohosia [ngoldsby had brought
her husband broad lands and large possessions;

much of her ample dowry, too, was at her own
il. and nuncupative wills had not ye;

abolished by Act, of Parliament.

" Pious soafi
w
ejaculated Father Francis. • A

thousand marks, she said "

" If she did, I'll b* shot," said Sir ( !uy do Mont-
gomery

thousand mars aued the oonfi

fixing his cold upon the knight, as he

went cm, heedless of the interruption ; "a thousand

marks, and as many aves ami paters shall be duly

said, U BOOH as the money is paid d own."

Sir Gray shrank from the monk's gase; he fumed
to the window, and muttered to him ' hing

thai Bounded like, "Don't voti wish joe may got

It*
'

The belle L to toll. Fattier Francis had
quitted the room, taking with him the remains of

the holy oil he had been using for extreme unction.

rard Engoldsby waited on him down-stairs.

"A thousand thanks," said the latter.
,

"A thousand marks," said the friar.

"A thousand devils !" growled Sir Guy de Mont-
gomery from the top of the landing-pla.-

But his accents fell unheeded. His brother-in-

law and the friar Left alone with

his departing lady and Beatrii

Sir Gray de M
fOOt Of the bed; his arms . upon his

bosom, his chin was sunk upon hi his

lied with tears; the dim rays of tho

fading watchlight gave a darker shade to the fur-

rows on bis brow, and a brighter tint, to the little

bald patch on the top of his head, for Sir

a middle-aged gentleman, tall an 1 portly withaj.

with a slight bend in his shoulders, but that

much; his Complexion was somewhat florid, (

cially about the nose; but his lady v.

and at this particular mo paler than
u-ual.

"Bim! borne1" went thebelL Theknigb
audibly. 1 wiped her eye with her

little square apron oflaofi de M.ilines; tie

moment's pause, a moment of intense affliction;

she let it, fall. ;.'l but one corner, which remained

between her finger and thumb.

Guy; drew the thumb and r of her other

hand slowly along its border, till tie 1 tho

opposite extremity. She sobbed aloud. '• So kind

a lad] I

responded Sir Gray. ad the dai

"So di i the knight. "So pion

she. " So hum!

] r!" " So capital a in.. punctual

at matins!" "Dinner dished to a momi
'• So devoul fond of i

said Sir Cuy. " And of Father Framl- I" " V

rth do you mean by that r" said S

Ifontgomeri.

The knight and the maiden had rang their anti-

phonic changes on the fine (piali ties of the departing

lady like the strophe and

The cardinal virtues on 1 of. her

minor excellences came under review, she would

a witch, drink lamb'

Dominie Dump's boys a holiday, and dine upon

. Friday. A low moan from the

subject of t

the enumeration of her good d not alto-

g cher lost on her that the parting spirit felt and

1 in the t,

"She was too good for earth," Sir

MYe—

1

"
I did :

." said the knight.



' THE LADY EOHESIA. 83

"No—o—o—o!" cried the damsel.
" Not but that I made her an excellent husband,

and a kind ; but she is going, and—and—where,

or when, or how—shall I get such another ?
"

" Not in broad England—not in the whole wide

world!" responded Beatrice Grey—"that is, not

just such another." Her voice still faltered, but

her accents, on the whole, were more articulate.

She dropped the corner of her apron, and had
recourse to her handkerchief; in fact, her eyes

were getting red,—and so was the tip of her nose.

Sir Guy was silent ; he gazed for a few moments
steadfastly on the face of his lady. The single

word, " Another !" fell from his lips like a distant

echo. It is not often that the viewless nymph
repeats more than is necessary,

" Bim ! borne
!

" went the bell. Bandy-legged

Hubert had been tolling for half an hour. He
began to grow tired, and St. Peter fidgety.

" Beatrice Grey," said Sir Guy de Montgomeri,
" what's to be done ? What's to become of Mont-

gomeri Hall?—and the buttery? and the servants?

And what— what's to become of me, Beatrice

Grey?" There was pathos in his tones, and a

solemn pause succeeded. " I'll turn monk myself,"

said Sir Guy.
" Monk ! " said Beatrice.

" I'll be a Carthusian," repeated the knight,

but in a tone less assured. He relapsed into a

reverie. Shave his head ! He did not so much
mind that—he was getting rather bald already;

but beans for dinner—and those without butter!

—

and, then, a horsehair shirt

!

The knight seemed undecided. His eye roamed
gloomily around the apartment ; it paused upon
different objects, but as if it saw them not; its

sense was shut, and there was no speculation in

its glance. It rested at last upon the fair face of

the sympathising damsel at his side, beautiful in

her grief.

Her tears had ceased; but her eyes were cast

down, and mournfully fixed upon her delicate little

foot, which was beating the devil's tattoo.

There is no talking to a female when she does

not look at you. Sir Guy turned round, he seated

himself on the edge of the bed, and, placing his

hands beneath the chin of the lady, turned up her

face in an angle of fifteen degrees.
" I don't think I shall take the vows, Beatrice

;

but what's to become of me ? Poor, miserablo,

old—that is, poor, miserable, middle-aged—man
that I am ! No one to comfort, no one to care for

me!"
Beatrice's tears flowed afresh, but she opened

not her lips.
" 'Pon my life

!

" continued he, "I don't bclievo

there is a creature now would oare a button if I

were hanged to-morrow !

"

"Oh, doii't say so, Sir Guy!" sighed Beatrice;

" you know there's—there's Master Everard, and
—Father Francis "

" Pish ! " cried Sir Guy, testily.

Another pause ensued : the knight had released

her chin, and taken her hand. It was a pretty

little hand, with long, taper fingers and filbert-

formed nails ; and the softness of the palm said

little for its owner's industry.
" Sit down, my dear Beatrice," said the knight,

thoughtfully ;
" you must be fatigued with your

long watching. Take a seat, my child." Sir Guy did

not relinquish her hand, but he sidled along the

counterpane, and made room for his companion
between himself and the bedpost.

Now this is a very awkward position for two
people to be placed in, especially when the right

hand of the one holds the right hand of the other.

In such an attitude, what the deuce can the gentle-

man do with his left ? Sir Guy closed his till it

became an absolute fist, and his knuckles rested

on the bed, a little in the rear of his companion.

"Another!" repeated Sir Guy, musing— "if.

indeed, I could find such another!" He was
talking to his thought, but Beatrice Grey answered
him

—

" There's Madame Fitzfoozle."

" A frump !" said Sir Guy.
" Or the Lady Bumbarton."
" "With her hump !

" muttered he.

"There's the Dowager "

" Stop— stop
!

" said the knight ;
" stop one

moment." He paused : he was all on the tremble

;

something seemed rising in his throat, but he

gave a great gulp, and swallowed it. " Beatrice,"

said he, " what think you of"—his voice sank

into a seductive softness—"what think you of

—

Beatrice Grey p
"

The murder was out—the knight felt infinitely

relieved; the knuckles of his left hand unclosed

spontaneously, and the arm he had felt such a

difficulty in disposing of found itself, nobody

knows how, all at once encircling the jimp waist

of the pretty Beatrice. The young lady's reply

was expressed in three syllables. They were,

"Oh, Sir Guy!" The word, might be somewhat

indefinite, but there was no mistaking the look.

Their eyes met : Sir Guy's left arm contracted

itself spasmodioally. When the eyes meet—at

least, as theirs met—the lips are very apt to follow

the example. The knight had taken one long,

loving kiss. Nectar and ambrosia ! He thought

on Dr. Butts and his "repetatur haustus"— a

prescription Father Francis had taken infinite

pains to translate for him. He was about to re-

peat it, but the doso was interrupted in transitu.

It has been hinted already that there was a

little round polished patch on the summit of tho

knight's pericranium, from which his locks had
gradually receded—a sort of oasis, or, rather, a
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M jut Blanc in miniature, rising above the highest

point of vegetation. It was on this little spot,

undefended alike by art and nature, that at this

interesting moment a blow descended, such as

we must borrow a term from the Sister Island

adequately fcq describe.; it was a "whack."

Sir Guy started upon his feet; Beatrice Grey
started upon hers, but a single glance to the rear

reversed her position ; she fell upon her knees and

•iied. Tho knight, too, wheeled about, and

beheld a sight which might have turned a bolder

man to stone. It was she—the all but defunct

l.'ohesia. There she sat bolt upright! Her eyes

no longer glazed with the film of impending

dissolution, but scintillating, like Hint and steel;

while in her hand she grasped the ued-staff, a

weapon of mickle might, as her husband's bloody

coxcomb could now well testify. "Words were yet

want ing, for the quinsy, which her rage had broken,

still impeded her utterance ; but tho strength and

rapidity of her guttural intonations augured well

t'( her Cut ure eloquence.

Sir Guy de ftfontgomeri stood for awhile like a

man distraught: this resurrection— for such it

seemed—had quito overpowered him. "A hus-

band ofttimes makes tho best physician," says

the proverb: he was a living personification of

its truth. Still, it was whispered, he had been

content with Dr. Butts; but his lady was reel

to bless him for many years. Heavens, what a

life he led

!

i-s rolled on. The improvement of Lady
Rohesia's temper did not keep paco with that of

her health ; and one fine morning Sir Guy de

Montgomeri was seen to enter the porte-cochero

of Durham House, at that time the town residence

of Sir Walter Raleigh. Nothing more was ever

heard of him; but a boat-full of adventurers was
known to have dropped down with the tide that

evening to Deptford Hope, where lay the good
ship the Darling, commanded by Captain Ki

who sailed next morning on tho Virgin i.

A brass plate, some eighteen inches long, may
yet be seen in Denton chancel, let into a broad

slab of Bethersden marble : it represents a lady

kneeling, in her wimple and hood; her hands are

clasped in prayer, and beneath is an inscription iu

the characters of the age

—

" rraio for ye sowle of ye Lady Royse,

And for alio Christen sowles."

The date is illegible ; but it appears that she sur-

vived ECing Henry Y1I1.. and that the dissolution

of monasteries had lost St. Mary llounceval her

thousand marks.

GODIV A.
[Robert Barnabas Bkouoh, born in tho City of London, 10th April, 1828. Spent the early years of his life in Liverpool and

M laahaster. Afttjrw.mls came to London, wluro Uf roiiius was speedily acknowledged. His writings, which th<> public will

be glad to hear are about to be published in a collected form, were widely read. Died at Manchester, 39th Juno, 1800.]

(einiVA, not for countless ton.

Of war's and kingcraft's leaden history,

Would I thy charming legend lose,

Or view it in the bloodless hues

Of fabled myth or mystery.

Thou tiny pearl of denu
Thou blue-eyed rebel -blushing traitor!

Thou sans-eiilotte, with dimpled '

Whose red cap is an opening rose

—

Thou trembling agitator

!

We must believe in thee. Our ranks

Of champions loom with faces grimy

—

Fierce Tylers, from the anvil torn,

Rough-chested Tells, with palms of horn,

Foul fades, from ditches slimy!

Knit brows, ti . and sunken cb
Kill up thi m and shady

;

Our one bright speck wo cannot sjwire,

Oar regiment's sole vivandiero

—

Our little dainty lady !

fcory old

my crumbling Saxon castle.

Firm at its base: she lived, and moved.

And breathed, and all around her loved

—

Lord, lackey, hound, and va

Sho loved Karl Leofric, her lord,

Nor cared with his tierce moods towr

By protest more than eyelids red.

Would he but pat her golden !

'Twould in his rude DTI .

She loved the palfrey, o'er the plain

That galloped to her voice's chirrup ;

His surly grooms sho thought were kind;

Noble and true she deemed ihe hind

Who cringing, laid her stirrup.

The j>oacocks on the lawn she loved

—

ihit nono the less their homely grey mate.

The kennel yelped M near ihe drew;

ppled, ugly our or two

ial playmates.

I all thingi beneath the sun.

Into tho toad's bright eyes, un-tartled.

She laughing gazed. Within the brake

She'd wonder " Bed she hurt the snako

That out upon her dart!

• Bj bind i
or mission of J. C. Brough, Esq.
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{Drawn, by W. Small.;

Into the peasant's tree-built hut,

With reeking walls and greasy tables,

She loved to run for draughts of milk
;

The children mauled her robe of silk,

And pulled to bits her sables.

They made her sad ; she loved them all

—

Each lout a friend, each drab a sister.

Why praise her beauty—goodness—so ?

Why, when she left them, bow so low P

None of them ever kissed her.

Within the town 'twas worse than all;

Where anvil clanked, and furnace rumbled
;

There workmen, starved and trampled, met,

Thought, talked, and planned—a churlish set:

Embittered—no whit humbled.

They railed at her—their tyrant's bride,

When, like a mouse, she peeped among them
;

They met her frightened smiles with " Go !"

Her bungling proffered love with "No!"
What had she done to wrong them ?

For wronged they were, she felt it sore

—

Else, whence such faces wan and gloomy ?

In smoke, and filth, and discontent,

Why thousands, thus in alleys pent;

And earth so rich and roomy ?
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mid not tell. But she would give

Her soul, tlit- people's wrongs to lighten;

<m- if she might not, in their .smoke,

Would they but let her, with them choke,

Nor oil' with rude words frighten.

What could she do P Dark rumours came
Thai 'twas the earl, her lord and master,

1

I all their wrong. Ala- ! tin: day
;

She loved him, too. What mi

The double-fold disaster

To turn aside ? The moment came

;

The town, new taxed, moaned fi< idly

;

" How free them from tl. be;
" Huh' naked through the town," laughed he.

"I will," red, "gladly."

And gladly to her bower she fled,

This more than virgin, gaily singing;

And skipped a form, that morn had blushed

All over, by a rude fly brush

Her garden-bath oYrwinging.

And gladly on her palfrey sprung,

That quick the echoing stones awaked.

"They will be freed, .:id ho

Shall know no harm." lv

That she was proud, not naked.

Hoped through the glaring street

—

true as written gospel holy.

"1'i- also true, thank God! that all

—

The m an, the smallest small

—

The vilest of the lowly,

. ithin doors . . . save one alone.

And here, I own, my faith g
J from behind

A shut 1. and God struck blind

The soulless, prying sneaker.

I would not have a mir.i

Bring doubt upon my darlit

God iln-s not thus avenge the true,

But leaves their

To right them in their glory.

Punished the miscreant was, no doubt,

Indignantly with pump and ltuI:

But he who, of • mankind

The martyr pure could DO Mind

he undid the shut;

THE DUCKING-STOOL.
[An extract from one of the " Local Legends," by Mr. Dix, a Burgeon of Bristol, who published them originally in the 1

II KX what is tl

tar with young
Mr. Bis

As he walks
through the

itn

. friend that

he Hi-

He accosts with

Sigh, anil a sor-

rowful shake

( )f the band, and
his heart throbs

as if it would

ik.

on a time,"

as the

book

Vouiilt M blithe and as gay,

And as full of his lark,

any JOUDg Spark

walk through a long sun,

day.

(The truth 1 IlllKt tell.

Though the B6Z, that's th tall on me pell-

mell.)

Young Mr. Blake had a hOUSe lull of strife.

And the can 8 of the rOH <>f his

ifel

Barbara Blake was both pretty and youi

She had only one fault, but it lay in her

are blue, andher ourla wi i

inger would never have thought 1

Her figure was sylph-like, >'' In Taglioni,

But rather inclining I

Her air was and her mai

gagin-."

ting at times of irruption and

And then it W8
To V,

' )f the household barometer : quickly 'twould I

From warm unto cold, and from line unl

'a, my most weathi

I've heard all th ak of a w i

That made with a saw and a file oi '

< 1 :

uind which a pencil makes scratch

The squeak of a hinge "ii an old frvt

I. when your bead ad violently

ringing;

The scream of Miss * * * *, when her " ma
"

he'i

I
bray of delight

;

M
;

. in short,

War lunds of such

m which youngBarbaraBlaks luce,

When once,and 'twas often,her tonguewas let Ioom ;

An 1 her wrath :-ke would in.
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And pour out the curse

Upon him whom she'd taken for " better or worse;

"

Whilst strangers would think

Mrs. Blake was the pink

Of politeness, and kindness, and conjugal love,

And as loving and fond as a real turtle dove.

Young Mr. Blake one evening sat,

His feet on the fender, beating rat-tat

;

Each hand in his pocket, up to the wrist

;

On his visage a serio-comical twist.

We shall presently find

He had made up his mind
No more to be henpecked—no more to submit

To his wife, and do only what she thought was fit.

The thorn in his side was beginning to rankle
;

He repented that he

Had espoused Mrs. B.

For her nice little foot, and her neatly-turned ankle.

But what was done could not be undone ; in despair

He determined to try the effect of " The Chair."

In " seventeen hundred and eighteen "

Mountjoy was Bristol's mayor ;

Then, on the Weir, might have been seen

The city ducking-chair.

Above the waters of the Frome
The awful apparatus

Frowned like a monitor of gloom,

Just by the castle gatehouse :

A high pole, and a transverse beam,

Which turned ten times a minute

Upon its pivot, o'er the stream,

Turned with its chair ! Hark ! there's a scream

!

Poor Barbara Blake is in it

!

Her husband in the crowd below

Is crying out, " Ay ! there you go
;

'

I wish you'd had it months ago

;

Now, mistress, I'm your master !

Just give her time, my boys, to ' blow ;
'

"

They do ; her breath is almost spent,

Her frame with cold is shivering,

And now, to Blake's astonishment,

With voice all meek and quivering,

She promises, that if unhung
She'll ever after " hold her tongue,"

From that month when the year is young,

E'en until dim December.

So to " the house" was she returned

—

It was a quiet house, I've learned,

E'er since they chaired the member
(In a parenthesis I truly

Agree with Paul, that 'twas unruly).

And 'tis declared that Mr. B.

Ne'er made one slight objection

To her return, or sent a pe-

Tition showing forth that he

Disputed the election

;

And ever after Mistress Blake

Sailed only in her husband's wake.

A HAPPY FAMILY.
[Sir R. Steele

An old friend, who was formerly my schoolfellow,

came to town last week with his family for the

winter, and yesterday morning sent me word
his wife expected me to dinner. I am, as it were,

at home at that house, and every member of it

knows mo for their well-wisher. I cannot, indeed,

express the pleasure it is to be met by the children

with so much joy as I am when I go thither; the

boys and girls strive who shall come first when
they think it is I that am knocking at the door;

and that child which loses the race to me, runs

back again to tell the father it is Mr. Bickerstaff.

This day I was led in by a pretty girl that we all

thought must have foigot me, for the family

lias been out of town these two years. Her know-
ing me again was a mighty subject with us, and
took up our discourse at the first entrance. With
many reflections on little passages which happened
long ago, we passed our time during a cheerful and
elegant meal.

After dinner, his lady left the room, as did

also the children. As soon as we were alone,

he took me by the hand :
" Well, my good

friend," says he, "I am heartily glad to see thee;

I was afraid you would never have seen all

See Page 21.]

the company that dined with you to-day again.

Do not you think the good woman of the house

a little altered since you followed her from the

playhouse, to find out who she was for me ? " I

perceived a tear fall down his cheek as he spoke,

which moved me not a little. But to turn the

discourse, said I, " She is not indeed quite that

creature she was when she returned me the letter

I carried from you ; and told me, she hoped, as 1

was a gentleman, I would be employed no more to

trouble her who had never offended me, but would

be so much the gentleman's friend as to dissuade*

him from a pursuit which he could never succeed

in. You may remember, I thought her in earnest,

and you were forced to employ your cousin Will,

who made his sister get acquainted with her (of

you. You cannot expect her to be for ever fifteen."

"Fifteen!" replied my good friend: "Ah! you little

understand, you that have lived a bachelor, how
great, how exquisite, a pleasure there is in being

really beloved! It is impossible that the most
beauteous face in nature should raise in me such

pleasing ideas, as when I look upon that excellent

woman. That fading in her countenance is chiefly

caused by her watching with me in my fever.
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by U. li. Kisk.J

Tltis was followed by a fit of sickness, which had
like to have carried her off last winter.

you sincerely, I have so many obligation! to

her, that I cannot with any sort of moderation
think of her present state of health. Ever since

her sickness, things that gave me the quickest] joy
before, turn now to a certain anxiety. As the

children play in the next r 1. 1 know the poor

things by their steps, and am considering what

they must do, should they Lose their mother in

their tender years. The pleasure I used to take

iii telling my boy stories of the battles, and asking

ray girl questions about the disposal of her baby,

and the gossiping Of it. il turned into inward
reflection and melancholy.

"

lb- would have gone on En this tender way,
when the good lady entered, and with an inexpres-

sible in her countenance, told DJ she

had been snamninfl her closet for something very

g 1, to treat such an old friend as I was. lb-r

husband's eyes sparkled with pleasure at the

nllOWr fillnasi of her countenance, and I saw all his

vanish in an in-tant. The lady observing

liing in our looks which showed we had been

serious than ordinary, and Seeing her hus-

band her with great concern under
forced cheerfulness, immedia what
we had been talking of, and applying herself to

me, -aid. with a smile, "Mr. Hukerstatf, don't

believe a word of what he tells you. I shall still

live to have you for my second, as 1 have

promised you, unless he takes m< f him-

self than he has done since coming to town."

On a sudden, v. n-medwith the noise of a

drum, and immedia- 1 my lilt I
-

grre me a point of war. Hi- mother, between laugh-

ing and chiding, would have put him out of the

room; but I would not part with him BO. I found

upon conversation with him, that the child had

excellent parts, and was a greal master of all the

learning on t'other side of eigl Id. I per-

rygreal historian in ./Esop's fa

Hut lie frankly declared to me his mind, thfl

did not delight in that learning, I

not believe they were true; for which

found he had very much turned his stndii

about a twelvemonth past, into the lives and ;id-

ventures of Don Belhanis •

. Guy of

Warwick, the Seven Champions, and

•hat aire,

with them till it

in merry, sometimes in with

this particular pleasure, which gives the only true

relish to all conversation, a sense that •

of us liked each other. 1 went home, considi

thi> different conditio 1 life ami

of a bachelor; anil 1 must Confess that it struck

that wh>

behind me. In this

iied to my family thai

my maid, my dog, ami my cat, w ho only « an

be the better or worse tor what happens to mo.
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(Drawn by B. Bradley.)

THE HALL FARM.
[The lady, who writes under the name of George Eliot, first attracted notice by] " Scenes of Clerical Life," in Bladcwood.

then she has written several novels, all marked with the unmistakable stamp of genius.]

Since

Everything was looking at its brightest at this

moment, for the sun shono right on the pewter

dishes, and from their reflecting surfaces pleasant

jets of light were thrown on mellow oak and bright

brass ; and on a still pleasanter object than these

;

for some of the rays fell on Dinah's finely-moulded

cheek, and lit up her pale red hair to auburn, as

she bent over the heavy household linen which she

was mending for her aunt. No scene could have

been more peaceful, if Mrs. Poyser, who was
ironing a few things that still remained from the

Monday's wash, had not been making a frequent

clinking with her iron, and moving to and fro

whenever she wanted it to cool ; carrying the keen

glance of her blue-grey eye from the kitchen to

the dairy, where Hetty was making up the butter,

and from the dairy to the back kitchen, where

VOL. I.

Nancy was taking the pies out of the oven. Do
not suppose, however, that Mrs. Poyser was
elderly or shrewish in her appearance ; she was a

good-looking woman, not more than eight-and-

thirty, of fair complexion and sandy hair, well-

shapen, light-footed : the most conspicuous article

in her attire was an ample checkered linen apron,

which almost covered her skirt ; and nothing

could be plainer or less noticeable than her cap

and gown, for there was no weakness of which she

was less tolerant than feminine vanity, and the

preference of ornament to utility. The family

likeness between her and her niece Dinah Morris,

with the contrast between her keenness and

Dinah's seraphic gentleness of expression, might

have served a painter as an excellent suggestion

for a Martha and Mary. Their eyes were just of

12
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the same colour, but a striking test of the differ-

ence in their operation was seen in the demeanour
of Trip, the black-and-tan terrier, whenever that

much-suspected dog unwarily exposed himself to

the freezing Arctic ray of Mrs. Poyser's glance.

Her tongue was not less keen than her eye, and,

whenever a damsel came within earshot, seemed
to take up an unfinished lecture, as a barrel-organ

up a tunc, precisely at the point where it

had left off.

" Manny, my iron's twito told
;

pease put it

down to warm.*'

The small chirruping voice that uttered this re-

came from a little sunny-haired girl bel

three and four, who, seated on a high chair at the

cud of tin; ironing-table, was arduously clutching

the handle of a miniature iron with her tiny fat

list, and ironing rags with an assiduity that

required her to put her little red tongue out as

far as anatomy would allow.

"Cold, is it, my darling? Bless your
said .Mrs. Poyser, who WM remarkable for

the facility with which she could relapse from her

official objurgatory tone to one of fondness or of

friendly convei rmind! Mother's done
her ironing now. She's going to put the ironing

thingl away."

"Munny, I tould 'ike to do into do barn to

Tommy, to sec de whittawd."
" No, no, no ; Totty 'ud got her

Mrs. Po/asr, carrying away her iron. "Bun into

the daily, and see OOUSin Hetty make the butter."

"I tould 'ike a bit o' pum-takc," rejoined Totty,

who seemed to be provided with several relays of

requests; at the sarao time taking the opportunity

of hor momentary leisure, to put her lingers into a

bowl of starch, and drag it down, so as to empty
the contents with tolerable completeness on to tho

ironing-sheet.

" Did ever anybody see tho like ? " sere

Mrs. Poyser, running towards the table when her

eye had fallen on the bhe stream. " The child's

allays i' mischief if your back's turned a minute.

What shall I do to you, you naughty, naughty
gellP

M

Totty, however, had descended from her chair

with -

, and ws i already in n
towards the dairy with a sort of waddling run,

and an amount Of (at on the nape of her neck,

which made her look like the metamorphosis of a

white uoking'pig.

The starch haring been wiped up by Molly's

help, and the ironing apparatus put l>y.

r took up her knitting, which alwa\

it hand, and work she liked

because She OOuld cany it on automatically .

Walked to and fro.

Tho causeway outsido tho kitchen door was dry
enough now for Mrs. Poyser to stand thcro quite

pleasantly and see what was going on in the yard,

the grey worsted stocking making a steady pro-

gress in her hands all the while. But she had not

been standing there more than five minutes before

she came in again, and said to Dinah, in rather a

flurried, awe-stricken tone

—

"If there isn'i Captain Donnithorne and Mr.
Irwine a-coming into the yard ! Til lay my life

they're come to speak about your preaching on tho

Green, Dinah; it's you must answer em, for

I'm dumb. I've said enough a'ready about your
bringing such disgrace upo' your uncle's family.

I wouldn't ha' minded if you'll been Mr. Pqj

own niece—folks must put up wi' their own kin,

SS they put up wi' their own noses—it's thai]

flesh and blood. But to think of a niece o' mine
being cause o' my husband's being turned

his farm, and me brought him no fortiu but my
savins "

unit Rachel," ih, gently,

"you've no cause for such fears. J

assurance that no evil will happen to you and my
uncle and the children from anything I've done.

I didn't preach without direction."

"Direction! 1 know very well what you mean
by din r, knitting in a

and agitated manner. " When there'.- a 1

: lhan u-ial in voir :i call it '
I

tion;' and then nothing can stir
;

look

like the stattyo' the OUtsideo
1

Treddles'on church,

a-starin' and a-smilin' whether i; alter

or foid. 1 banns common patience with

By this time the two gentlemen had reached tho

palings, and had got down from their hors'

lain they meant to come in.

advanced to the door to meet them, curt

and trembling between anger with Dinah and
anxiety to conduct herself with perfect propriety

on tho occasion. For in those days the keen
bucolic minds felt a whispciii. the sight

of th' old, men felt when they

stood on tip-too to watch the
[

ing by in

tall human shape.

"Well, Mrs, iiow aro you after this

stonny month; .Mr. Irwine, with his

v cordiality. " quit* dry; wo
shall not soil your beautiful ih

. sir, don't mention it," said M
" "Will you and the captain please to walk into tho
parlour P"

l the

captain, looking eagerly rou.nl the kitehen.

ithing it could not find.

'•
1 delight in your kitchen. I think it is the •

charming room I know. I should like i

(arm i and look at it for a

" Oh, you're pies led to ike a

I Mrs. Poyser, relieved a Little by this

compliment and tho captain's evident good
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humour, but still glancing anxiously at Mr. Irwine,

who, she saw, was looking at Dinah and advancing

towards her.

" Poyser is not at home, is he ? " said Captain

Donnithorne, seating himself where he could see

along the short passage to the open dairy door.

" No, sir, he isn't ; he's gone to Rosseter to see

Mr. West, the factor, about the wool. But there's

father i' the barn, sir, if he'd be of any use."

" ISTo, thank you ; I'll just look at the whelps,

and leave a message about them with your

shepherd. I must como another day and see

your husband ; I want to have a consultation

with him about horses. Do you know when
he's likely to be at liberty ?

"

" Why, sir, you can hardly miss him, except it's

o' Treddles'on market-day—that's of a Friday, you
know. For if he's anywhere on the farm we can

send for him in a minute. If we'd got rid o' the

Scantlands we should have no outlying fields ; and

I should be glad of it, for if ever anything happens

he's sure to be gone to the Scantlands. Things

allays happen so contrairy, if they've a chance

;

and it's an unnat'ral thing to have one bit o' your

farm in one county, and all the rest in another."
" Ah, the Scantlands would go much better with

Choyce's farm, especially as he wants dairy-land,

and you've got plenty. I think yours is the

prettiest farm on the estate, though; and as for

the kitchen," he added, smiling, " I don't believe

there's one in the kingdom to beat it. By-the-by,

I've never seen your dairy : I must see your dairy,

Mrs. Poyser."

"Indeed, sir, it's not fit for you to go in, for

Hetty's in the middle o' making the butter, for

the churning was thrown late, and I'm quite

ashamed." This Mrs. Poyser said blushing, and
believing that the captain was really interested in

her milk-pans, and would adjust his opinion of her

to the appearance of her dairy.

" Oh, I've no doubt it's in capital order. Take
me in," said the captain, himself leading the way,

while Mrs. Poyser followed.

The dairy was certainly worth looking at: it

was a scene to sicken for with a sort of calenture

in hot and dusty streets— such coolness, such

purity, such fresh fragrance of new-pressed cheese,

of firm butter, of wooden vessels perpetually

bathed in pure water ; such soft colouring of red

earthenware and creamy surfaces, brown wood
and polished tin, grey limestone and rich orange-

red rust on the iron weights and hooks and hinges.

But one gets only a confused notion of these

details when they surround a distractingly pretty

girl of seventeen, standing on little pattens and
rounding her dimpled arm to lift a pound of

butter out of the scale.

Hetty blushed a deep rose-colour when Captain

Donnithorne entered the dairy and spoke to her

;

but it was not at all a distressed blush, for it was
inwreathed with smiles and dimples, and with
sparkles from under long curled dark eye-lashes

;

and while her aunt was discoursing to him about

the limited amount of milk that was to bo

spared for butter and cheese so long as the calves

were not all weaned, and a large quantity but

inferior quality of milk yielded by the short-horn,

which had been bought on experiment, together

with other matters which must be interesting to a

young gentleman who would one day be a land-

lord, Hetty tossed and patted her pound of butter

with quite a self-possessed, coquettish air, slily

conscious that no turn of her head was lost.

" I hope you will be ready for a great holiday on

the 30th of July, Mrs. Poyser," said Captain

Donnithorne, when he had sufficiently admired

the dairy, and given several improvised opinions

on Swede turnips and short-horns. " You know
what is to happen then, and I shall expect you to

be one of the guests who come earliest and leave

latest. Will you promise me your hand for two

dances, Miss Hetty ? If I don't get your promise

now, I know I shall hardly have a chance, for all

the smart young farmers will take care to secure

you."

Hetty smiled and blushed, but before she could

answer, Mrs. Poyser interposed, scandalised at the

mere suggestion that the young squire could bo

excluded by any meaner partners.

"Indeed, sir, you are very kind to take that

notice of her. And I'm sure, whenever you're

pleased to dance with her, she'll be proud and

thankful, if she stood still all the rest o' th'

evening."
" Oh, no, no, that would be too cruel to all the

other young fellows who can dance. But you will

promise me two dances, won't you ? " the captain

continued, determined to make Hetty look at him

and speak to him.

Hetty dropped the prettiest little curtsey, and

stole a half-shy, half-coquettish glance at him as

she said

—

" Yes, thank you, sir."

"And you must bring all your children, you

know, Mrs. Poyser
;
your little Totty, as well as

the boys. I want all the youngest children on tho

estate to be there—all those who will be fine young

men and women when I'm a bald old fellow."

" Oh, dear sir, that 'ull be a long time first," said

Mrs. Poyser, quite overcome at the young squire's

speaking so lightly of himself, and thinking how

her husband would ba interested in hearing her

recount this remarkable specimen of high-born

humour. The captain was thought to be "very

full of his jokes," and was a great favourite

throughout the estate on account of his free

manners. Every tenant was quite sure things

would be different when the reins got into his
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hands—there was to be a millennial abundance of

new gates, allowances of lime, and returns of ten

ner cent.

" But whore is Totty to-day ? " he said. " I want

to see her."

"Where is the little un, Hett

.

Mr-.

oame in here not to

"
I don't know. She went into the brewhouso

to Nancy. 1 think."

The proud mother, unable to resist the tempta-

tion to show her Totty, I once hi!

kitchen in search of her, not, hov

without misgivings lest something should have

happened to render her person and attire unfit

for presentation.

" And do you carry the butter to market when
you've made it P" said tho captain to Hetty, mean-

while.

"Oh, no, sir; not when it's so heavy: I'm not

strong enough to carry it. Alick takes it on

horseback."
" No, I'm sure your pretty arms were never

mean lights. But you go out a

walk tnt evenings, don't

Why don't you have a walk in tho <

someti . it's so green ami pleasant P I

hardh anywhere except at homo and

at church."
'' Aunt ,1 ,

• u't like mo to go a-walking only

when I'm going somewhere,"

I go through I

"Ail don't you ever go to see Mrs. Best, the

I think I saw you once in the

hotu room."
" It . Pomfret, the lady's

maid, as I goto soo. She's teaching me tent-stitch

and t
; aiding. I'm going to tea with her

to-morrow al'iernoon."

The reason why there had 1 ' this

oao only
I by looking into the

back kitchen, wh ire Totty !

ruhlii Mil in

the ' ] moment allowing some liberal u

drops to fall on her afternoon pinafore. But now
she appeared holding her mother's hand—the end
of her round nose rather shiny from a recent and
hurried application of soap and water.

"Hero she is!" said the captain, lifting her up
and setting her on the low stone shelf. " Here's

imeP Sho

" Oh, sir, we call her sadly out of her name.

Charlotte's her christened name. It's a namo
i' Mr. Poyser's family : his grandmother

named Charlotte. But wo began with calling her

. and now it's got to Totty. To 1"

it's more like a name for a dog than a Christian

child."

" Totty's a capital name. "Why, she looks like a

Totty. Has sho got a pocket i 1 tho

captain, feeling in his own waistcoat pockets.

Totty immediately with lifted up

her frock, and showed a tiny pink

:it in a state of colla;

"It dot not in in it," the said, as sho looked

pocket. Well,

I think I've got some tl mine thai

make a pi in it.

got five little round silver things, ; hat a

pretty noise they make '

iook tho pocket with th<

I
wrinkled

; bnt, divining that there was

nothing more to DO got

off the shelf and ra-

the hearing of vhilo her mother ,

after her, " Oh, I ! not

to thank tl • you.

are, sir, kind of you ; but

spoiled shameful; her rather 1 i

nay in anythii. ' her.

:i."

"0' In't havo

her different But I m . lor I

supp

SB K Alt FROM THE I.

[Thomas Hoorb, born at DuMin, Mh May, 1780.

She is far from the land where !
- hero

And lovers around her are sighing;

! m their gaze, and W<

her heart in 1

Of her dear n.i

ieh he loved awaking;

Ah, little they think, who delight in In r

How h art of tho minstrel is 1

Trinitv College. Bpent

died:

Tl. life had c ntwined him ;

OOS shall :

long will his love smy behind him.

Oli. make her a grave w 1.

When the\

11 shine o' p like a smile from the

Fro: F Borrow.
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(Drawn bj A. B. Houghton.)

THE VISION
[Joseph Addison

When I was at Grand Cairo, I picked up several

Oriental manuscripts, which I have still by me.
Among others, I met with one entitled " The
Visions of Mirza," which I have read over with

great pleasure. I intend to give it to the public

when I have no other entertainment for them

;

and shall begin with the first vision, which I have

translated word for word as follows :

" On the fifth day of the moon, which according

to the custom of my forefathers I always keep

holy, after having washed myself, and offered up
my morning devotions, I ascended the high hills

OF MIRZA.
See Page 79.]

of Bagdad, in order to pass the rest of the day in

meditation and prayer. As I was here airing

myself on the tops of the mountains, I fell into a

profound contemplation on the vanity of human
life; and passing from one thought to another,

' Surely,' said I, ' man is but a shadow, and lifo

a dream.' Whilst I was thus musing, I cast my
eyes towards the summit of a rock that was not

far from me, where I discovered one in the habit

of a shepherd, with a little musical instrument in

his hand. As I looked upon him he applied it to

his lips, and began to play upon it. The sound of
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it was exceeding sweet, and wrought into a variety

of tunes that were inexpressibly melodious, and

altogether different from anything I had

heard. They put me in mind of those heavenly

airs that are played to the departed souls of good

men upon their first arrival in paradise, to wear

out the impressions of the last agonies, and

qualify them for the pleasures of that happy place.

My heart melted away in secret raptures.

" I had been often told that the rock before me
was the haunt of a genius ; and that several had

been entertained with music who had passed by

it, but never heard that the musician had before

made himself visible. "When ho had raised my
thoughts by these transporting airs which he

played, to taste the pleasures of his conversation,

as I looked upon him like one astonished, ho

beckoned to me, and by the waving of his hand

directed me to approach the place where he sat.

I drew near with that reverence which is due to a

superior nature; and as my heart was entirely

subdued by the captivating strains I had heard, i

fell down at his feet and wept. The genius smiled

upon me with a look of compassion and affability

that familiarised him to my imagination, and at

once dispelled all the fears and apprehensions with

which I approached him. lie lifted me from the

ground, and taking me by the hand, ' Mirza,' said he,

'I have heard thee in thy soliloquies; follow me.'

" He then led me to the highest pinnacle of the

rock, and placing meon the top of it, ' Cast thy eyes

eastward,' said lie, 'and tell me what thou seest.'

"'I see,' said I, 'a huge valley, and a prodigious

tide of water rolling through it.'

"'The valley that thou seest,' said he, 'is the

of Misery, and the tido of water that thou

seest is part of the great tide of eternity.'

" ' What is t! IT.' that the tide I

ses out of a thick mist at one end, and

loses itself in a thick mist at the other?
'

'•• What thou seest," said he. 'is that portion of

eternity which is called time, mes mred out by the

sun, and reaching from the beginning of the

world to its consummation. Examine now.'

ho, 'this sea that is hounded with darkm
both ends, and tell me what thou discoverest in it.'

'"I see a bridge,' said I, ' standing in the midst

Of the tide."

"'Tho bridge thou is human
life; Consider it attentively.'

"Upon a more leisurely survey of it. 1 found

Ihat it 001 ore and ten entire

arches, with several brol

to those that were entire, made up the number
about u hundred. As I was counting the s

the genius told me that this brio"

first of a thousand arches; but, that a great flood

swept away th mi the

ruinous condition 1 a

"
' But tell mo farther,' said he, ' what thou

discoverest on it.'

"
I see multitudes of people passing over it,'

said I, 'and a black cloud hanging on each end of it.'

"As I looked more attentively, I saw several of

the passengers dropping through tho bridge into

tho great tide that flowed underneath it ; and,

upon farther examination, perceived there wero
innumerable trapdoors that lay concealed in tho

, which the passengers no sooner trod upon,

but they fell through them into the tide, and
immediately di These hidden pitfalls

were set very thick at the entrance of the bi

so that throngs of people no sooner broke th:

the cloud, but many of them fell into them.

They grew thinner towards the middle, but

multiplied and lay closer together towards th
• ire.

but their

number was very small, that continued a kind of

hobbling march on the broken arches, bul

through 09 ing epiite tired and
spent with so long a walk.

•I pasted some time in the contemplation of

this wonderful structure, .and the great vari

objects which i tilled

with a deep melancholy I :'P">g
unexpectedly in the midst of mirth and jollity,

and catching at everything that stood by them
to sa' i. Somo wero looking up
towards heaven in ;i thoughtful ] .1 in

the m imbled and fell out

'it. Mull re very busy in the pur-

suit of bubbles that I in their

danced before them ; but a they thought
within the reach of them, tl.

failed, and down they sank. In this confusion of

object their

hand-, and Others With phials, who ran to and fro

upon the as on

which did not seem to lie in their

and which they might ha I had they not

been thus forced upon tl:

"The genius, seeing me ind D this

melancholy 1 me 1 bad dwell
• Take thine I

said be, 'and tell me if thou anything

thou (l'<t not comprehend.'
" I

;
g up, " What I I I, ' thoso

about the brid: ing upon it from t i

and, among mai

upon the midd!

"'T
\\ ith the like i

and passions thi iman life.'

" I here !' said I
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'man was made in vain; how is he given away
to misery and mortality, tortured in life, and
swallowed up in death!'

"The genius, being moved with compassion

towards me, bid me quit so uncomfortable a

prospect. ' Look no more,' said he, ' on man in

the first stage of his existence, in his setting out

for eternity ; but cast thine eye on that thick mist

into which the tide bears the several generations

of mortals that fall into it.'

" I directed my sight as I was ordered, and
(whether or no the good genius strengthened it

with any supernatural force, or dissipated part

of the mist that was before too thick for the eye

to penetrate) I saw the valley opening at the

farther end, and spreading forth into an immense
ocean, that had a huge rock of adamant running
through the midst of it, and dividing it into two
equal parts. The clouds still rested on one half of

it, insomuch that I could discover nothing in it

:

but the other appeared to me a vast ocean planted

with innumerable islands, that were covered with
fruits and flowers, and interwoven with a thousand
little shining seas that ran among them. I could

see persons dressed in glorious habits, with gar-

lands upon their heads, passing among the trees,

lying down by the sides of fountains, or resting

on beds of flowers ; and could hear a confused

harmony of singing birds, falling waters, human
voices, and musical instruments. Gladness grew
in me upon the discovery of so delightful a scene.

I wished for the wings of an eagle, that I might
fly away to those happy seats : but the genius told

me there was no passage to them, except through
the gates of death that I saw opening every
moment upon the bridge.

"
' The islands,' said he, ' that lie so fresh and

green before thee, and with which the whole face

of the ocean appears spotted as far as thou canst

see, are more in number than the sands on the

sea-shore ; there are myriads of islands behind

those which thou here discoverest, reaching

farther than thine eye, or even thine imagina-

tion can extend itself. These are the mansions

of good men after death, who, according to the

degree and kinds of virtue in which they excelled,

are distributed among these several islands

;

which abound with pleasures of different kinds

and degrees, suitable to the relishes and perfec-

tions of those who are settled in them ; every

island is a paradise accommodated to its respective

inhabitants. Are not these, O Mirza, habitations

worth contending for ? Does life appear miserable,

that gives thee opportunities of earning such a

reward ? Is death to be feared that will convey

thee to so happy an existence? Think not man
was made in vain who has such an eternity

reserved for him.'

" I gazed with inexpressible pleasure on these

happy islands. At length said I, ' Show me now,

I beseech thee, the secrets that lie hid under those

dark clouds which cover the ocean on the other

side of the rock of adamant.'

"The genius making me no answer, I turned

about to address myself to him a second time,

but I found that he had left me. I then turned

again to the vision which I had been so long

contemplating ; but instead of the rolling tide,

the arched bridge, and the happy islands, I saw

nothing but the long hollow valley of Bagdad,

with oxen, sheep, and camels grazing upon the

sides of it."

I AM A FRIAR OF ORDERS GREY.
[John O'Keepe, born in Dublin in 1746. Was originally intended for an artist, but became an actor, and wrote largely for the

stage. Died at Southampton, February 4, 1833.]

And why

AM a friar of

orders grey,

And down in the

valleys I take

my way

;

I pull not black-

berry, haw, or

hip

—

Good store of veni-

son fills my scrip!

My long bead-

roll I merrily

chant

:

"Where'er I walk

no money I

want

;

I'm so plump, the reason I tell

—

Who leads a good life is sure to live well.

What baron or squire,

Or knight of the shire,

Lives half so well as a holy friar ?

After supper, of heaven 1 dream

—

But that is fat pullet and clouted cream.

Myself by denial I mortify

With a dainty bit of a warden-pie

;

I'm clothed in sackcloth for my sin

:

With old sack wine I'm lined within

;

A chirping cup is my matin song,

And the vesper-bell is my bowl—ding dong

!

What baron or squire,

Or knight of the shire,

Lives half so well as a holy friar ?
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THE DAY IS DONE.
[H. W. Longfellow

day is done, and tho darkness
Falls from the wings of Night,

As a feather is wafted downward
From BO eagle in his Hight.

I see tho lights of the vil:

m through the rain and tho i:

And I feeling of sadness comes o'or me,
That my soul cannot resist

;

A feeling of sadness and long
That is not akin to pain,

And resembles sorrow only.

As tho mist n ram.

Come, read to mo some poem

—

Some simple and heartfelt '

hall soothe tb <ng,

I banish the thoughts of day.

from the grand old i

Not from the hards sublime.

bant loot.--'

Through the corridors ol"IV

For, like strains of martial m\
; r mighty thou

See Pag* 14.]

:id endeavour;
And to-night I long

d from some humbler pi

Whose .- bed from hi.s heart,
As showers from the clouds of summer,
Or tears from the

"Who. through lor. ir,

And nights di

Si ill heard in his eon] the music
Of wonderful

|

The
And come lib diet ion
That follows after prayer.

Then read from the treasured volume
The poem of thy eh

And lend to thi : the poet
The heauty of thy \

Qed with music,
And the cares that infest tin-

Shall fold their tents, like tho Arabs,
And a-^ Vlctitly steal av
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(Drawn by G. Cruikshank.)

FALSTAFF'S COWARDICE AND BOASTING.
[William Shakespearb, See Page 33.]

To Prince Henry and Poins, enter Falstaff,

Gadshill, Bardolph, and Peto.

Poins. Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been?

Falstaff. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a

vengeance too !—marry, and amen. Give me a

cup of sack, boy. Ere I lead this life long, I'll

sow nether stocks, and mend them, and foot them

too. A plague of all cowards ! Give mo a cup of

sack, rogue. Is there no virtue extant P

[He (brinks.

P. Henry. How now, wool-sack P—what mutter
youP

Fal. A king's son ! If I do not beat thee out

VOL. I.

of thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive

all thy subjects afore thee like a flock of wild

geese, I'll never wear hair on my face more. You
Prince of Wales

!

P. Henry. Why, what's the matter P

Fal. Are you not a coward?—answer ma to

that ; and Poins there ?

P. Henry. Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward,

I'll stab thee.

Fal. I call thee coward ! I'll see thee hanged

ere I call thee coward ; but I would give a thou-

sand pound I could run as fast as thou canst.

You are straight enough in the shoulders
; you

13
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care not who sues your back. Call you that

banking of your friends ? A plague upon

such backing !—give me them that will face me.

P. Henry. What's the matter ?

Fal. What's the matter ?—here bo four of us

havo ta'en a thousand pound this morning.

P. Henry. Where is it, Jack P—where is it?

I'd. Where is it?—taken from us it is : a

hundred upon poor four of us.

P. Henry. What, a hundred, man ?

Fal. I am a rogue if I were not at half-sword

with a dozen of them two hours together. I have

'scaped by miracle. I am eight times thrust

through the doublet, four through the hose, my
buckler cut through and through, my sword
hacked like a hand-saw

—

ecce siynum. I I

dealt better since I was a man. All would not

do. A plague of all cowards ! Let them speak :

if they speak more or less than truth, they are

villains, and tho sons of darkness.

P. Henry. Speak, sirs. How was it?

Gadshill. We four set upon some dozen
Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord.

Gads. And bound them.

X", no; t hoy were not bound.

Fal. You rogue, they wero bound, every man
of them ; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.

Gads. As wo were Bharing, somo six or seven

fresh men sot upon us

Fal. And unbound tho rest, and then como in

the other.

P. Henry. What ! fought you with them all P

Fal. All P I know not what you call all ; but if

I fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of

radish ; if there wore not two or three and fifty upon
poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged creature.

Point. Pray heaven, you have not murdered
somo of them.

Fal. Nay, that's past praying for; I havo

peppered two of them i two, 1 am sine, 1 have

paid; two roguos in buckram suits. I tell thee

what, Hal—if I tell theo a lie, spit in my face,

rail mo horse. Thou knowest my old ward] here

I lay, and thus I boro my point. Four roguos in

buckram lot drive at me
P. Henry. What! fourP—thou Baidst but two

now.

Fal. Four, Hal; I told theo four.

Point. Ay, ay, ho said four.

'. These four came all a-front, and mainly

throat at mo. I mado me no moro ado, but took

all their seven points in my target, thus.

P. Henry. Soven P—why, there wore but four

oven now.

Fal. In buckram.

I'oins. Ay, four in buckram suits.

Fal. Soven, by theso hilts, or I am a villain

P. Henry. IVythee, let him alone; wo shall

havo more anon.

FkL Dost thou hear me, Hal?

P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack.

Do so, for it is worth the listening to. Theso

nine in buckram, that I told thee of

V. 11' my. So, two more already.

F"l. Their points being broken

f. Down fell their hose.

Began to give me ground: but I follow, d

mo close, came in, foot and hand, and with a

thought seven of the eleven I paid.

P.Henry. Oh, monstrous ! -eleven buckram
men grown out of two

!

But, as the devil woidd have it, three mis-

begotten knaves, in Kendal
|

t my
back, and let drive at me; for it was so dark, Hal,

that thou couldst not seo thy hand.

P. Henry. Theso lies are like the father that

them.—gross as a mountain, open, pal:

Why, thou obscene, greasy tallow-keeoh

Fal. What! art thou mad? -art thou mad?

—

is not the truth the truth P

P. Henry. Why. how couldst thou know
I

men in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou

couldst not see thy hand ? come, tell us your

u: what sayest thou to this?

n8. Come, your reason, .hiek, your mi
Fid. What! upon compulsion?

rappado, or all the racks in tho world, I would

not tell you on compulsion, (i id on

compulsion!— if reasons were as plenty as black-

berries, I would give no man a reason upon com-

pulsion, I

P. Henry. I'll be no longer guilty of this sin !

Poins. Mark, Jack.

P.Henry. Wo two saw you four set on four;

you bound them, .and wero masters of their wealth.

Mark now, how a plain tale shall put you down.

Then did wo two set on you four ; and, with a word
outfaced you from your prize, and have it

;
yea, and

can show it you lure in the house; and, Pa

you carried your hulk away as nimbly, with as

epiick dexterity, and roare.l far mercy, and still ran

and roared, as ever 1 heard bull-calf. What a

slave art thou, to hack thy sword as thou hant

done, and then say it was in fight I What, trick,

what device, what starting-hole, canst thou now
find out, to hide theo from this open and apparent

shame ?

na. Come, let's hear, Jack ; what trick hast

thou now P

Fal. By tho lord, I knew yo as well as he that

mado ye. Why, . my masters: was it for

me to kill tho heir-apparent P should I turn upon

the true prince? why, thou knowest I am as

valiant aiHoTOOlOMi but beware instinct; thi

will not touch the true prince. Instinct is a gnat
matter ; I was a coward on instinct. I shall think

the better of. myself and thee during my life; I,

for a valiant lion, and thou for a true prince.
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A TALE OF DRURY LANE.
[From " Rejected Addresses," by James and Horace Smith. See Page 30.]

As chaos which, by
heavenly doom,

Had slept in ever-

lasting gloom,

Started with terror

and surprise,

When light first

flashed upon her

eyes

:

SoLondon's sons in

night-cap woke,

In bed-gown woke
her dames,

For shouts were

heard mid fire

and smoke,

And twice ten

hundred voices

spoke,

" The playhouse is in flames
!

"

And lo ! where Catherine Street extends,

A fiery tale its lustre lends

To every window-pane

:

Blushes each spout in Martlet Court,

And Barbican, moth-eaten fort,

And Covent Garden kennels sport

A bright ensanguined stain

;

Meux's new brewhouse shows the light,

Rowland Hill's chapel, and the height

Where patent shot they sell

:

The Tennis Court, so fair and tall,

Partakes the ray, with Surgeons' Hall,

The Ticket Porters' house of call,

Old Bedlam, close by London Wall,

Wright's shrimp and oyster shop withal,

And Richardson's hotel.

Nor these alone, but far and wide

Across the Thames's gleaming tide,

To distant fields the blaze was borne

;

And daisy white and hoary thorn,

In borrowed lustre seemed to sham
The rose or red sweet Wil-li-am.

To those who on the hills around
Beheld the flames from Drury's mound,

As from a lofty altar rise
;

It seemed that nations did conspire,

To offer to the god of fire

Some vast stupendous sacrifice !

The summoned firemen woke at call,

And hied them to their stations all.

Starting from short and broken snooze,

Each sought his ponderous hobnailed shoes ;

But first his worsted hosen plied,

Plush breeches next in crimson dyed
His nether bulk embraced

;

Then jacket thick of red or blue,

Whose massy shoulder gave to view

The badge of each respective crew,

In tin or copper traced.

The engines thundered through the street,

Fire-hook, pipe, bucket, all complete,

And torches glared, and clattering feet

Along the pavement paced. * *

E'en Higginbottom now was posed,

For sadder scene was ne'er disclosed

;

Without, within, in hideous show,

Devouring flames resistless glow,

And blazing rafters downward go,

And never halloo, " Heads below
!"

Nor notice give at all

:

The firemen, terrified, are slow

To bid the pumping torrent flow,

For fear the roof should fall.

Back, Robins, back ! Crump, stand aloof!

Whitford, keep near the walls

!

Huggins, regard your own behoof,

For, lo ! the blazing rocking roof

Down, down in thunder falls !

An awful pause succeeds the stroke,

And o'er the ruins volumed smoke,

Rolling around its pitchy shroud,

Concealed them from the astonished crowd.

At length the mist awhile was cleared,

When, lo ! amid the wreck upreared,

Gradual a moving head appeared,

And Eagle firemen knew
'Twas Joseph Muggins, name revered,

The foreman of their crew.

Loud shouted all in signs of woe,
"A Muggins to the rescue, ho !"

And poured the hissing tide

:

Meanwhile the Muggins fought amain,

And strove and struggled all in vain,

For rallying but to fall again,

He tottered, sunk, and died

!

Did none attempt, before he fell,

To succour one they loved so well ?

Yes, Higginbottom did aspire

—

His fireman's soul was all on fire

—

His brother-chief to save ;

But, ah ! his reckless generous ire

Served but to share his grave !

'Mid blazing beams and scalding streams,

Through fire and smoke he dauntless broke,

Where Muggins broke before.

But sulphury stench and boiling drench

Destroying sight, o'erwhelmed him quite
;

He sunk to rise no more.
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Still o'er his head, while Fato he braved,

His whizzing water-pipe he waved;
" Whitford and Mitford, ply your pumps

;

You, Clutterbuck, come, stir your stumps;

Why are you in such doleful duni;

A fireman, and afraid of bumps !

What are they feared on ? fools
—

'od rot 'em !
' -

Were the last words of Higginbottom.

["WlLLIA!

When the British warrior queen,

Bleeding from the Roman rods,

Sought, with an indignant mien,

Counsel of her country's gods,

Sage, beneath the spreading oak,

Sat the Druid, hoary chief;

Every burning word ho spoke

Full of rage and full of grief.

" Princess! if our aged eyes

Weep upon thy matchless wrongs,

'Tis because resentment ties

All the terrors of our tongues.

*' Rome shall perish—write that word
In the l)l(n.il that, she has spilt;

rciish, hopeless and abhorred,

Deep in ruin as in guilt.

"Rome, for empire far renowm id,

Tramples on a thousand 8tai

Soon her pride will kiss the ground

—

Hark ! the Caul is at her ga'

"
( Hier Romans shall nr;

Heedless of a soldier's name;

BOADICEA.
* Cowpkb. See Page 39.]

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize,

Harmony the path to fame.

" Then the progeny that springs

From the forests of our land.

Armed with thunder, clad with wings,

Shall a wider world command.

" Regions Caesar never knew,
Thy posterity shall s\\

i

Whore hi* eagles never flew,

None invincible a

Such the bard's prophetic w<

Pregnant with celestial fire.

Bending as he swept the chords

Of his sweet but awful lyre.

She, with all a monarch's pride,

Felt them in her b<>

Rushed to battle, fought, and died;

Dying, hurled them at the !

" Rullians. pitiless as proud.

Heaven awards 1

1

Empire is on us bestowed.

Shame and ruin wait for you."

Mr. Thomas HVOSM, M.P.

THE BOAT RAGE
for Lambeth. Uoni n< :ir BTSwbuzy, in thr Vale of khfl v.

--.», Oxford. Called to tli« liar of Liucolu'.^ 1

Tin St. Ambrose boat was almost tho last, so there

were DO punts in the way, OT other obstructions
j

and they swung steadily down past the I'liiversity

barge, the top Of which was already covered with

itors. Everyman in the boat Eeltasifths

Of Europe Were on him, and pulled in his vei \

form. Small groups Of gOWnsmen were scattered

along the bank in Christchurch meadow, chietly

dons, who were really interested in the
I

Inn, at that, time of day, seldom liked to display

enthusiasm enough to OTOSS the water and go
down to the starting-place. These sombre groups

were lighted up here and there by tl

few ladies, who were walking up and down, and

watching the boats. At the month of the Oherwell
were moored two punts, in which reclined at their

ntlemen, smoking;
rnl of thi Drysdale, and

hailed him as the boat passed them.
" What a fool 1 am to DS here!" he grumbled.

in an under tone, casting an envious glance at tho

punts in their comfortable berth, up under the

banks, and out of the wind. "1 -ay. Brown, don't

you wish Wl 11 past this on the way up*"
" Silence in the bows !" shouted .Miller.

Tom B comfortable

by the time tin ;. the Cut began to

that he should not have a lit. or lose all hi

just at the start, or cut a crab, or come to

other unutterable grief, the fear of which

been haunting him all day.

" Here they are at la-t ! come along I

up with them," said Hardy to C
iieared the Cut ; and the two trotted along down-

wards, 1 lardy watching the crew, an I Grey Watch-

ing him.
" Hardy, how eager you look !

"

" I'd gn be going to pull in

the r

J shamliled on in silence by the side of his

big friend, and wished he could u: I
what

it was that m >ved him so.
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{Drawn by W. Small.)

BOADICEA.

As the boat shot into the Gut from under the
cover of the Oxfordshire bank, the wind caught
the bows.

" Feather high, now !

" shouted Miller ; and then
added in a low voice to the captain, " It will be
ticklish work, starting in this wind."

" Just as bad for all the other boats," answered
the captain.

" Well said, old philosopher ! " said Miller.
" It's a comfort to steer you

;
you never make a

fellow nervous. I wonder if you ever feel nervous
yourself, now ?

"

" Can't say," said the captain. " Here's our

post ; we may as well turn."

" Easy, bow side—now, two and four, pull her

round—back water, seven and five ! " shouted the

coxswain ; and the boat's head swung round, and

two or three strokes took her into the bank.

Hark !—the first gun. The report sent Tom's
heart into his mouth again. Several of the boats

pushed off at once into the stream ; and the crowds

of men on the bank began to be agitated, as it

were, by the shadow of the coming excitement.

The St. Ambrose crew fingered their oars, put a
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last dash of grease on their rowlocks, and settled

their feet against tho stretchers.

" Shall we push her oil'? " asked bow.
" No, I can give you another minute," said

Miller, who was sitting, watch in hand, in tho

stern ;
" only be smart when I give the word."

The captain turned on his seat, and looked up tho

boat. His face was quiet, but full of confidence,

which seemed to pass from him into the crew.

Tom felt calmer and stronger, as he met his eye.

"Now mind, boys, don't quicken," he said, cheerily

;

" four short strokes, to get way on her, and then

steady. Here, pass up the lemon."

And he took a sliced lemon out of his pocket,

put a small piece into his mouth, and then handed

it to Blake, who followed his example, and p
it on. Each man took a piece; and just as bow
had secured the end, Miller called out

—

" Now, jackets ofT, and got her head out steadily."

The jackets wero thrown on shore, and gathered

up by the boatmen in attendance. Tho crew

poised their oars, No. 2 pushing out her head,

and the captain doing the same for tho stern.

Miller took the starting-rope in his hand.
" How the wind catches her stern," ho said ;

" here, pay out the rope, one of you. No, not you
—sOme fellow with a strong hand. Yes, you'll

do," he wont on, as Hardy stepped down the hank

and took hold of tho rope ;
" let me havo it foot by

fDot as I want it. Not too quick ; make tho most
of it—that'll do. Two and three, just dip your
oar.s in to give her way."

The rope paid out steadily, and the hoat settled

to her place. But now the wind rose again, and
the stern drifted towards the hank.

"You must hack her a bit, Miller, and keep her

a little further out, or our oars on stroko sido will

catch the hank."

"So I sir; curse the wind! Hack her, 006 stroko,

all. Back her, I say!" shouted Miller.

It is no easy matter to get a crew to back her

an inch just now, particularly M there are in

her two HMO who have never rowed a race before,

exoept in tho torpids, and ono who has never

rowed a race in his life.

However, back she comes ; the 'starting-ropo

slackens in Miller's left hand, and the stroke, un-

shipping his oar, push's the stern gently onl

There goes tho second gun ! ono short minute

. and wo are oh**. Short minute, indeed] you

wouldn't say so ifJIM were in the bout, with yuiir

heart in your mouth, and trembling all over like a

man with the palsy. Those sixty seconds before

tin.' starting-gun in your first race vrhji th

a little lifetime.

" By Jove, we arc drifting in again!" i

Miller, in horror. The captain looked grim, but

said nothing; it was too late now for him to bo

unshipping again.

" Here, catch hold of the long boat-hook, and
fend her off."

Hardy, to whom this was addressed, seized tho

boat-hook, and, standing with one foot in the v.

pressed the end of the boat-hook against the gun-

wale, at the full stretch of his arm, and so, by main

force, kept the stern out. The i room for

stroke oars to dip, and that was all. The starting-

rope was as taut as a harp-string ; will Miller's left

hand hold out ?

It is an awful moment. But tho coxswain,

though almost dragged backwards off his m
equal to the occasion. He holds his watch in his

right hand with the tiller-:

" Eight seconds more only. Look out for tho

flash. Remember, all cyes^ in the 1

There it comes, at last—the flash of the starting-

gun. Long before tho sound of the report can

roll up the river, the whole pent-up life and ei

which has been held in leash, as it were, for tho

last six minutes, is let loose, and breaks away with

a bound and a daah which he who has felt it will

remember for his life, but the like of which will he

erer feel again P The atarting-ropea drop from the

coxswains' hands ; the oars flash into the water,

and gleam on the feather; the spray Hies from

them, and the boatf leap forward.

The crowds on the banks scatter, and rush a:

each keeping as may be to his own
I

Some of the men on tho towing-path, some on the

very edge of, often in, the water—some slightly

in advance, as if they could help to drag their boat

forward—some behind, where they can see tho

polling better but all at full speed, in wild as

ment, and shouting at tho top of their voices to

those on whom the honour of the college is laid.

"Well pulled, all!" " Tick her up th.

"You're gaining, erasy etroke
!
" "Time in the

On they rushed hy the side of the boats, jostling

one another, stumbling, struggling, and panting

along. For a quarter of a mile along the bank the

glorious maddening hnrljbnrly extends, and rolls

up the side of the stream.

the first tan strokes Tom was in too great a

fear of making a mi-take to feel, or hear, or

His wholo soul was glued to the back of the man
him, his ono thought, to keep time, and

his strength into the stroko. But as the

I down into the well-known long m
what we may call consciousness returned ; and

while erery muscle in his body was straining, and
his cli- Land his heart leapt, e\

d to bo gathering new life, and his senses to

wake into unwonted BOUf Might tho

scent of the wild thyme in the air, and found room
in his brain to wonder how it could I here,

as he had never seen the plant near the river, or

smelt it before. Though his eye never wandered
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from the back of Diogenes, he seemed to see all

things at once. The boat behind, which seemed

to be gaining—it was all he could do to prevent

himself from quickening on the stroke as he fancied

that—the eager face of Miller, with his compressed

lips, and eyes fixed so earnestly ahead that Tom
could almost feel the glance passing over his right

shoulder ; the flying banks and the shouting crowd

;

see them with his bodily eyes he could not, but he

knew nevertheless that Grey had been upset and
nearly rolled down the bank into the water in the

first hundred yards ; that Jack was bounding and
scrambling and barking along by the very edge of

the stream ; above all, he was just as well aware

as if he had been looking at it, of a stalwart form

in cap and gown, bounding along, brandishing the

long boat-hook, and always keeping just opposite

the boat ; and amid all the Babel of voices, and the

dash and pulse of the stroke, and the labouring of

his own breathing, he heard Hardy's voice coming

to him again and again, and clear as if there had

been no other sound in the air, " Steady, two

!

steady ! well pulled ! steady, steady." The voice

seemed to give him strength and keep him to his

work. And what work it was ! he had had many
a hard pull in the last six weeks, but " never

aught like this."

Bat it can't last for ever; men's muscles are not

steel, or their lung3 bulls' hide, and hearts can't go

on pumping a hundred miles an hour long with-

out bursting. The St. Ambrose boat is well away
from the boat behind, there is a great gap between

the accompanying crowds ; and now, as they near

the Gut, she hangs for a moment or two in hand,

though the roar from the bank grows louder and

louder, and Tom is already aware that the St.

Ambrose crowd is melting into the one ahead of

them.
" We must be close to Exeter !

" The thought

flashes into him, and it would seem into the rest

of the crew at the same moment. For, all at once,

the strain seems taken off their arms again ; there

is no more drag ; she springs to the stroke as she

did at the start ; and Miller's face, which had
darkened for a few seconds, lightens up again.

Miller's face and attitude are a study. Coiled

up into the smallest possible space, his chin almost

resting on his knees, his hands close to his sides,

firmly but lightly feeling the rudder, as a good
horseman handles the mouth ofa free-going hunter

—if a coxswain could make a bump by his own
exertions, surely he will do it. No sudden jerks

of the St. Ambrose rudder will you see, watch as

you will from the bank ; the boat never hangs
through fault of his, but easily and gracefully

rounds every point. "You're gaining! you're

gaining !

" he now and then mutters to the captain,

who responds with a wink, keeping his breath for

other matters. Isn't he grand, the captain, as he

comes forward like lightning, stroke after stroke,

his back flat, his teeth set, his whole frame work-

ing from the hips with the regularity of a machine ?

As the space still narrows, the eyes of the fiery

little coxswain flash with excitement, but he is far

too good a judge to hurry the final effort before

the victory is safe in his grasp.

The two crowds are mingled now, and no mis-

take ; and the shouts come all in a heap over the

water. "Now, St. Ambrose, six strokes more."
" Now, Exeter, you're gaining

;
pick her up." " Mind

the Gut, Exeter." " Bravo, St. Ambrose ! " The
water rushes by, still eddying from the strokes of

the boat ahead. Tom fancies now he can hear
their oars and the workings of their rudder, and
the voice of their coxswain. In another moment
both boats are in the Gut, and a perfect storm of

shouts reaches them from the crowd, as it rushes

madly off to the left to the foot-bridge, amidst which,
" Oh, well steered, well steered, St. Ambrose !

" is

the prevailing cry. Then Miller, motionless as a

statue till now, lifts his right hand and whirls the

tassel round his head: " Give it her now, boys; six

strokes and we're into them." Old Jervis lays

down that great broad back, and lashes his oar

through the water with the might of a giant ; the

crew catch him up in another stroke, the tight new
boat answers to the spurt, and Tom feels a little

shock behind him, and then a grating sound, as

Miller shouts, " Unship oars, bow and three," and
the nose of the St. Ambrose boat glides quietly up
the side of the Exeter, till it touches their stroke

oar.

" Take care where you're coming to." It is the

coxswain of the bumped boat who speaks.

Tom, looking round, finds himself within a foot

or two of him ; and being utterly unable to eon-

tain his joy, and yet unwilling to exhibit it before

the eyes of a gallant rival, turns away towards the

shore, and begins telegraphing to Hardy.
" Now then, what are you at there in the bows ?

Cast her off quick. Come, look alive ! Push
across at once out of the way of the other boats."

" I congratulate you, Jervis," says the Exeter

stroke, as the St. Ambrose boat shoots past him.
" Do it again next race, and I shan't care."

" "We were within three lengths of Brasenose

when we bumped," says the all-observant Miller,

in a low voice.

"All right," answers the captain ;
" Brase-

nose isn't so strong as usual. We shan't have

much troublo there, but a tough job up above, I

take it."

" Brasenose was better steered than Exeter."
" They muffed it in the Gut, eh P " said the

captain. " I thought so by the shouts."

"Yes, we were pressing them a little down
below, and their coxswain kept looking over his

shoulder. Ho was in the Gut before he knew it,
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and had to pull his left hrmd hard, or they would

barefooted the Oxfordshire oorner. That stopped

their way, and in we went."

"Bravo! and how well we started too."

"Yes, thanks to 1 1i.it Hardy. It was touch and

go though ; 1 couldn't have held tho ropo two

seconds m
"How did our fellows work? Sho dragged a

good deal below the Gut."

Miller looked somewhat serious, but even he

cannot be finding fault just now. For tie

step is gained, the first victory won; B

Homer sotnet imes nods, so Miller relaxes tho stern-

ness of his rule. The crew, as soon as they have

found their voices again, laugh and talk and answer

the congratulations of their friends, as the boat

slips along close to tho towing-path on the Merks

side, "easy all," almost keeping pace neverthe-

•vith the lower boats, which are raring up

under the willows ou the Oxfonbh Jack,

after one or two feints, makes a frantic bound

the water, and is hauled dripping into the

boat by Dryadele, onobid by Miller, but bo the

intense disgust of Dioge: pantaloons and

principles are alike outraged by the proceeding.

He—the Cato of tho oar—scorns to relax the

strictness of his code.
f

won.

Neither word nor look does he ca-- raiting

St. Ambroeianfl on the bank ; a twinkle in b

and a subdued chuckle or two. alOM betray that.

though an oarsman, he is mortal. Already lie

revolves in his mind the arly walk

under a few pi <|uite sat;

ientioOfl Old boy I) that he tried hU
enough in that final spurt, and thinking that there

must be an extra pound of llesh on him somewhere
or other which did the mischief.

••
1 say, Brown,"

"All right," said Tom; " 1 never felt joll.

my life."

" By Jove, though, it was an awful grind ! didn't

you wish yourself well out of it below I

"No, nor you eitl

" Didn't I ? I was awfully baked, my throat is

like a lime-kiln yet. What did you think ab
" Well, about keeping time, 1 think," said Tom,

laughing; "but I can't remember much."
"

1 only kept on by thinking how 1 ha

devils in t boat, and how done up they

.nd hoping their number two felt liko

having a fit."

his moment they came opposite the Cher well.

The leading boat was just passing the winning-

post, off I'nivcrsity I i the band struck up

the " Oonqnerin With a crash. And while

a mighty sound of shouts, murmurs, and music

Went up into the evening sky. Miller shook the

tiller-ropes again, the captain short then,

ip here!" and the St. Ambroso boat shot up

warming banks at ice to

her landing-place, the liun of the evening.



DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CAT

ON THE DEATH OF
[William Cow

"IVas on a lofty vase's side,

Where China's gayest art had dyed
The azure flowers that blow,

Demurest of the tabby kind,

The pensive Selima, reclined,

Gazed on the lake below.

Her conscious tail her joy declared;

The fair round face, the snowy beard,

The velvet of her paws,

Her coat that with the tortoise vies,

Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes,

She saw, and purred applause.

Still had she gazed, but 'midst the tide,

Two angel forms were seen to glide,

The genii of the stream

:

Their scaly armour's Tyrian hue,

Through richest purple, to the view

Betrayed a golden gleam.

The hapless nymph with wonder saw;
A whisker first, and then a claw,

With many an ardent wish,

\OL. 1.

A FAVOURITE CAT.
per. See Page 39.]

She stretched in vain to reach the prize

;

What female heart can gold despise ?

What cat 's averse to fish ?

Presumptuous maid ! with looks intent,

Again she stretched, again she bent,

Nor knew the gulf between

(Malignant fate sat by and smiled)

:

The slippery verge her feet beguiled;

She; tumbled headlong in.

Eight times emerging from the flood.

She mewed to every watery god,

Some speedy aid to send.

No dolphin came, no Naiad stirred,

Nor cruel Tom or Susan heard c

A fav'rite has no friend.

From hence, ye beauties, undeceived,

Know one false step is ne'er retrieved,

And be with caution told :

Not all that tempts your wondering cy03
;

And heedless hearts is lawful prize
;

Nor all that glistens, gold.

14
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DESCENT INTO THE MAELSTROM.

[Edgar Allan Poe. &e Page 8 ]

hnd now boon about ten

minutes upon the top of

Elelseggen, to which we
had ascended from the

interior of Lofodi

that we had caught no

glimpse of the sea until

it had burst upon ns

from the summit. I be*

came aware of a loud

and gradually increasing

sound, like the moaning
of a vast herd of bufla*

loes upon SO American

prairie; and at tlif same
moment I perceived thai

what seamen term the

chopping character of the ocean beneath as, was

rapidly changing into a current, which set to the

east ward.

Suddenly this whirling movement assumed a dis-

tinct and detinii , in a circle of more than

a mile in diameter. The edge of the whirl \\

presented by a broad belt of gleaming spray; but

no particle of this slipped into the mouth of the

terrific funnel, whose interior, as far as the eye

could fathom it, was a smooth, shining, andjet*black
wall of water, inclined to the horizon at an angle

of some forty-live degrees, speeding dizzily round

and round with a swaying and Sweltering motion,

ami sending forth to the winds an appalling voice

—half shriek, half roar -such as not even the

mighty cataract of Niagara ever lifts up in its

agony to heaven.
" You have had a good look at the whirl now."*

said the old man; "and if you will creep round

this Crag, so ai to get in its lee, anil deaden the

roar of the water, I will tell you a story that will

convince you 1 ought to know something of the

Moskcie-strom."

I placed myself as desired, and he proceeded:

—

"Myself and my two brotl owned a

Bchooner-rigged smack, of about

burthen, with which we were in the habit of Bah*

ing among the islands beyond M iriy to

Vurrgh. In all violent ed

ashing at proper opportunities, if one has only the

courage to attempt it; but among the whole of

the Lofoden ooaatmen, we three were the only

ones who made a regular I of going out t>>

the inlands, a- I tell you.
•'

It is now within | of three
]

I am going to tell you occurred. It n

the loth day of July, IS . a day which the people

of this part of the world will nev for it

one in which blew the most terrible hurricane
that ever came out of tli 1. And \

the morning, ami. indeed, until late in

m>on, there was a gentle and steady breese from

ne bright]

that the i in among as could not hare
• BD what was to follow.

'•The three of us my two brothers and myself
— had crossed over to t lie islands about two o'clock

p.m., and had soon nearly loaded the smack with
line fish, which, we all remarked, were more plenti-

ful that day than we hail ever known them. It

was just seven by my watch when \\<

and started for horn, make th(

r, which we knew v

ight.

ich a hurricane as then blew it h I'm'

attempt describing. The oldest Beaman

rienoed anything like it. We ha

our sails go by the run before it c!

but, at the first puff, both our

board as if they had been sawn off the mail

taking with it my brother, who had

lashed himself to it G

- the Ug thing

that ever sat upon water. It had a complete flush

deck, with only a small hatch near the how
; and

this hatch it had alws

down when abo

oat the chopping

ircomstance wo should have founder
once, for we lay entirely buried forsomo mora
How my elder brother escaped destruction 1

cannot I had let

the foresail run, 1 threw myself flat on deck, with

my feet against the narrow gunwa how,

and with my bai Ing a ring-bolt near the

I
the foremast. It was men that

prompted me to do this which was undoubl

t lie very beat thmur
I could ha

•inch flurried to think.

v. and all this time | held my bl

clung to the bolt. When 1 could stand il

. 1 raised myselfupon mj
hold with my hands, and thus got my 1.

:'ly our little h

as a d Coming out of the water, and thus

nd herself, in - are, of tin- a as. I

rying to npor that had

come over me. and to coll-

what v. d me. when 1 t

my arm. !
| elder brother, and my heart
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leaped for joy, for I had made sure that he was
overboard; but the next moment all th s joy was
changed to horror, for ho put his mouth close to

my ear and screamed out the word, ' Moskoe-
strom!

'

" No one ever will know what my feelings were
at that moment. I shook from head to foot as if

I had had the most violent fit of the ague. I knew
what he meant by that one word well enough—

I

knew what he wished to make me understand.

With the wind that now drove us on, we were
bound for the whirl of the Strom, and nothing

could save us.

" By this time the first fury of the tempest had
spent itself, or, perhaps, we did not feel it so much
as we scudded before it ; but, at all events, the

seas, which at first had been kept down by the

wind, and lay flat and frothing, now got up
into absolute mountains. A singular change,

too, had come over the heavens ; around, in

every direction, it was still as black as pitch,

but nearly overhead there burst out, all at once,

a circular rift of clear sky, as clear as I ever

saw, and of a deep bright blue ; and through it

there blazed forth the full moon, with a lustre

that I never before knew her to wear. She lit up
everything about us with the greatest distinct-

ness ; but, God ! what a scene it was to light

up !

" I now made one or two attempts to speak to

my brother ; but, in some manner which I could

not understand, the din had so increased, that I

could not make him hear a single word, although

I screamed at the top of my voice in his ear.

Presently he shook his head, looking as pale as

death, and held up one of his fingers, as if to say,

' Listen !

'

" At first I could not make out what he meant,

but soon a hideous thought flashed upon me. I

dragged my watch from its fob. It was not going.

I glanced at the face by the moonlight, and then

burst into tears as I flung it far away into the

ocean. It had run down at seven o'clock ! "We
were behind the time of the slack, and the whirl

of the Strom was in full fury.

" When a boat is well built, properly and not

deeply laden, the waves in a strong gale, when she is

going high, seem always to slip from beneath her,

which appears very strange to a landsman, and
tliis is what is called riding, in sea phrase. Well,

so far we had ridden the swells very cleverly; but
presently a gigantic sea happened to take us right

under the counter, and bore us with it as it rose-
up—up—as if into the sky. I would not have
believed that any wave could rise so high. And
then down we came with a sweep, a slide, and a
plunge, that made me feel quite dizzy, as if I were
falling from some lofty mountain top in a dream.

" It could not have been more than two minutes

afterwards, when we suddenly felt the waves sub-

side, and were enveloped in loam. The boat made
a sharp half-turn to larboard, and then shot off in

its new direction like a thunderbolt. We were
now in the belt of surf that always surrounds
the whirl ; and I thought, of course, that another

moment we must plunge in the abyss, down which
we could only see indistinctly, on account of the

amazing velocity with which we were borne along.
" It may appear strange, but now, when we were

in the very jaws of the gulf, I felt more composed
than when we were only approaching it. Having
made up my mind to hope no more, I got rid of a
great deal of that terror which unmanned me at

first. I suppose it was despair that strung my
nerves.

"After a little while I became possessed with
the keenest curiosity about the whirl itself. I

positively felt a wish to explore its depths, even
at the sacrifice I was going to make ; and my prin-

cipal grief was that I should never be able to tell

my old companions on shore about the mysteries

I should see. These, no doubt, were singular

fancies to occupy a man's mind in such extremity,

and I have often thought since that the revolutions

of the boat around the pool might have rendered

me a little light-headed.

" How often we made the circuit of the belt it is

impossible to say. We careered round and round
for perhaps an hour, flying rather than floating

getting gradually more and more into the middle
of the surge, and then nearer and nearer to its

horrible inner edge. All this time I had never let

go of the ring-bolt. My brother was at the stern,

holding on to a small empty water-cask, which had
been securely lashed under the coop ofthe counter,

and was the only thing on deck that had not been
swept overboard, when the gale first took us. As
we approached the brink of the pit, he let go his

hold upon this, and made for the ring, from which,

in the agony of his terror, he endeavoured to force

my hands, as it was not large enough to afford us

both a secure grasp. I never felt deeper grief

than when I saw him attempt this act, although I

knew he was a madman when he did it—a raving

maniac through sheer fright. I did not care, how-
ever, to contest the point with him. I knew it

could make no difference whether either of us held

on at all: so I let him have the bolt, and went
astern to the cask. This there was no difficulty in

doing, for the smack flew round steadily enough,

and upon an even keel, only swaying to and fro

with the immense sweeps and swelters of the whirl.

Scarcely had I secured m yself in rry new position

when we gave a wild lurch to larboard, and rushed
headlong into the abyss. I muttered a hurried

prayer to God, aaa thought all was over.
" As I fbit the sickening sweep of the descent,

I had instinctively tightened my hold upon the
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barrel, and closed my eyes. For some

dared not open them, while I expected u

destruction, and wondered that 1 was nut already

in my death-strnggfoa with the water. But
moment after moment elapsed. 1 .still lived. The

of Calling had oonnod. and t h<- motion of the

med much as ii had been before, while

in the belt of foam, with the exception that she

now lay more along. I took courage, and looked

Once again upon the scene.

" Never shall I forget the sensation of awe,

horror, and admiration with which I gazed about

mo. The boat appeared to be hanging, as if by
magic, midway down, upon the interior of a funnel

vast in circumference, prodigious in depth, and with

perfectly BmOOtfa sides that might have been mis-

taken tor ebony, but for the bewildering rapidity

\siih which they spun round, and for the gleaming

and ghastly radiance they shot forth as the rays of

the lull moon, from that circular rift amid the clouds

which 1 have already described, streamed in a

Rood of golden glory along the black walls, and far

away down Into the inmost recesses of the abj

"At first I was too much confused to observe

anything accurately. The general burst of terrific

grandeur was all that I beheld. When 1 re-

covered myself a little, however, my ga/.e fell

instinctively downward. In this direction I was
able to obtain an unobstructed view, from the

maimer in which the smack hung on the inclined

surface of the pooL She was quite upon an

keel—that is to say, her deck lay in a plane

parallel with that of the water; but this latter

sloped at an angle of more than forty-live de

so that we seemed to be lying upon our beam ends.

I could not help observing, nevertheless, that 1 had
'y moie difficulty in maintaining my hold

than if we had been upon a dead level; and this, 1

suppose, WSJ owing to the speed at which we

I ir first slide into the abyss itself, from the

bell of loam above, had carried us a great distance

down the slope; but our farther progress was by

no means proportionate. Hound and round we
swept, not with any uniform movement, but in

diasying swings and jerk , that sent 01 sometimes
only a few hundred yard-. Sometimes nearly the

complete circuit of the whirl. Our pi

downward at each revolution was slow, bul

perceptible.

"
1 have already described the unnatural

curiosity which had taken the pbu f my original

terror. 1 now began to watch, with a strange

interest, the tun,, -ous things tl m our

company. I mu-: u delirioas; for 1

even sought amusement in speculating upon the

uts toward

the foam below. * This fir-'

at onetime Saying* 'Will certainly be the next thing

that takes the awful plunge and disappears;' and
then I was disappointed to find that the wreck of a

Dutch merchant-ship overtook it, and went down
At length, after making several gui

of this nature, and being deceived in nil, tins fact

—the fact of my invariable miscalculation—eel

upon it train of reflection that made my limbs

again tremble, and my heart beat heavily once

more.
••

Jt was not a new terror that thus affected me,

but the dawn of a more exciting hope. This hope

partly from memory, and partly from pn

ration. I called to mind the gre;:

of buoyant matter that strewed tie

den, having been absorbed, and then thrown forth

by the Moskoe-strom. By far the greater number

Of the articles were shattered in the

dinary way -BO dialed and roughened ..

the appearance of being stuck full of spin.

but then I distinctly recollected that t!

some of them which were not disfigured at all.

1 could not account for this difference, except

by supposing that the roughened fragro

the only ones which had been completely absorbed

that tin- others had entered the whirl at SO

a period of the tide. or. for some reason, had de-

scended so slowly after entering, that th(

reach the bottom before the turn of the flood

came, or of the ebb, as the case might be. 1

concei ible. in either instance, that they

might thus be whirled up again to the level of the

ocean, without undergoing 'h'' late of those which

had been drawn in more early, or absorbed more

rapidly. I made, also, three important

tions: Th.' ftrsl was. that, as a general rid.

the bodies were, the more rapid their

.ml. that)

equal extent, the one spherical, and thl

any other shape, the superiority in

ith the sphere ; the third, that,

n two masses of equal size the one cylin-

drical, and the other of any other shape, the

cylinder was absorbed the more slowly. Since

my escape, 1 have had several corner

this subject with an old schoolmaster of the

district From him 1 learned the use of the v.

'cylinder' and ' Bphl

"There rtarthng circuti w bich

went a great way in enforcing these ODB<

and rendering me anxious to turn them to account,

and this WSJ, th volution

Something like a barrel, or else the yard or the

. while many of those things which

had been mi OUT level when 1 fl

the woiid.rs of the whirlpool, were now high

above us. and but little

from their original -tat ion.

•
I no longer hesitated what to do. I resolved

: securely to the water-ca.-k upon
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iiJiutcii, by W. &MA1.L,.)

" So, though the w.ives are raging white,

I'll row you o'er th3 ferry."

Lord Ullin's Daughter, page 110.

which I now held, to cut it loose from the counter,

and to throw myself with it into the water. I

attracted my brother's attention by signs, pointed

to the floating barrels that came near us, and did

everything in my power to make him understand
what I was about to do. I thought at length that

he comprehended my design; but, whether this

was the case or not, he shook his head despairingly,

and refused to move from his station by the ring-

bolt. It was impossible to reach him ; the emer-

gency admitted of no delay; and so, with a bitter

si niggle, I resigned him to his fate, fastened my-
self to the cask by means of the lashings which

secured it to the counter, and precipitated myself

with it into the sea, without another moment's
hesitation.

" The result was precisely what I hoped it might
be. As it is myself who now tell you this tale—as

you see that I did escape—and as you are already

-in possession of the mode in which this escape was
effected, and must therefore anticipate all that I

have further to say—I will bring my story quicidy
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to :i conclusion. It might have been an hour, or

ibouts, after my quitting the smack, when,

having descended to a vast distance beneath me, it

made three or four wild gyrations in rapid succes-

sion, and, bearing my loved brother with it, plunged

headlong, at once and for ever, into the chaos of

foani below. The barrel to which [was attached had
sank very little farther than half the distant

tween the bottom of the gulf and the spot at which

I leaped overboard, before a great change took

place in the character of the whirlpool. The slope

of the sides of the vast funnel hecame every moment
Ie3fl and less step. The gyrations of the whirl

gradually less and less violent. By di

the froth and the rainbow disappeared, and the

m of the gulf seemed slowly to uprise. The
sky was clear, the winds had gone down, and the

full moon was setting radiantly in the west, when
I found myself on the surface of the ocean, in full

f the shores of Lofoden,aad abovi

the pool of the Moskoe-sirom had been. It

was the hour of the slack ; but the sea .-till hi

in niountainou from the ' the

hurricane. 1 was borne violently into the channel

of the Strom, and in B few minutes was hurried

down the coast into the 'grounds' of the fisher-

men. A boat picked me up exhausted from

fatigue, and (now that the danger was rem
speechless from the memory of its horror. Those
who drew me on board were my old mate

daily companions; but they knew me no more
than they would have known a traveller from the

spirit-land. My hair, which had been raven-black

the day before, was as white as you sec it now."

LO B I) U L L L IT'S I) A D (i II T B R.

Tim mas Campbkll, born at Glasgow, July '.27, 1777. Educated at tho Uuiv<r Died at Boulo_nn\ .Turn', 1841.]

A ( uihHAiN to the Highlands bound,

Cries, " Boatman, do not tarry !

A ml I'll give tin e a silver pound

To row us o'er the ferry."

" Now, who bo yo would cross Lochgyle,

This dark and stot my
"Oh! I'm the chief of Ulva's isle,

And this, Lord Ulliu's daagl

" And fast before her father's men
Three days we've ilcd togetl

bould lie find us in the glen,

My blood would stain the heather.

" His horsemen hard behind us ii
'.

Should they our s >vor,

Then who will cheer my bonny l>:

When they have slain her lover:'"

i >ke the hardy island Wight,
••

I'll gi, my chief - I'm res ly i

It is not for your silver bright,

for your winsome lady.

"• An 1 by my word, tho bonny bird

In danger shall not tarry ;

So, though tie- raging \\ hit".

I'll row you o'er t h

By this the storm grew loud a:

The water wraith was shrieking;

And in the scowl of heaven each t
|

Grew dark as they were speaking.

Hut still, as wilder blew the wind,

1 as the night grew drearer,

i the glen rode armed men

—

Their fcnunplu i nearer.

•' Oh ! haste thee, haste!" the lady o

" Though tempests round n

I'll o tging of t
;

.

But not an angry father."

The boat has left a stormy Ian 1.

A stormy BOS be'

When, oh! too strong for human hand,

The tempest gathi

—
. T ill they rowed amidst the i

of railing

;

I. >•
i rjUin :

i ire,

His wrath was changed to wailing.

: through atorm

His chil I he di 1 d

One lovely liand she stretched for aid,

And one was round her lover.

" Come back ! como b i cried in g
i his stormy WSi

And I'll forgive your Bughland chief.

.My daughter —oh ! my daughter !

"

vain : the loud waves lashed the ihOTf),

am or aid preventing
;

The wateis u .1.1 went o'er bifl child,

i he was left 1..
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FRIDAY AND THE BEAR.
[Daniel Dr.FOE, born in Cripplegate, 1651. After having been in trade many years, he became an author, at first of politica'

works, but afterwards of fiction. Died in April, 1731.]

But never was a fight managed so hardily, and

in such a surprising manner, as that between

Friday and the bear, which gave us all, though at

first we were surprised and afraid for him, the

greatest diversion imaginable.

My man Friday had delivered our guide, and

when we came up to him, he was helping him off

from his horse, for the man was both hurt and

frightened, and indeed the last more than the first,

when on a sudden we espied the bear come out of

the wood, and a vast, monstrous one it was, the

biggest by far that ever I saw. We were all a

little surprised when we saw him ; but when Friday

saw him, it was easy to see joy and courage in the

fellow's countenance. " Oh, oh, oh !

" says Friday,

three times, pointing to him ;
" oh, master ! you

give me te leave, me shakee te hand with him ; me
makee you good laugh."

I was surprised to see the fellow so pleased.

" You fool
!

" said I, " he will eat you up."—" Eatee

me up! eatee me up!" says Friday, twice over

again ;
" me eatee him up ; me makee you good

laugh; you all stay here, me show you good

laugh." So down he sits, and gets his boots off

in a moment, and puts on a pair of pumps (as

we call the flat shoes they wear, and which he had

in his pocket), gives my other servant his horse

and with his gun away he flew, swift like the

wind.

The bear was walking softly on, and offered to

meddle with nobody, till Friday coming pretty near,

calls to him, as if the bear could understand him,

" Hark ye, hark ye," says Friday, " me speakee

with you." We followed at a distance, for now
being come down to the Gascony side of the moun-

tains, we were entered a vast, great forest, where

the country was plain and pretty open, though it

had many trees in it scattered here and there.

Friday, who had, as we say, the heels of the bear,

came up with him quickly, and took up a great

stone, and threw it at him, and hit him just on the

head, but did him no more harm than if he had

thrown it against a wall ; but it answered Friday's

end, for the rogue was so void of fear that he did it

purely to make the bear follow him, and show us

some laugh, us he called it. As soon as the bear felt

the stone, and saw him, he turns about, and comes

alter him, taking very long strides, and shuffling on

at a strange rate, so as would have put a horse to a

middling gallop. Away runs Friday, and takes his

course as if he ran towards us for help; so we all

resolved to fire at once upon the bear, and deliver

my man; though I was angry at him heartily for

bringing the bear back upon us, when he was going

about his own business another way; a' 1 - 1 especi-

ally I was angry that he had turned the bear upon
us, and then run away ; and I called out, " You
dog !

" said I, " is this your making us laugh ?

Come away, and take your horse, that we may
shoot the creature." He heard me, and cried out,

" No shoot, no shoot ; stand still, you get much
laugh ;

" and as the nimble creature ran two feet

for the beast's one, he turned on a sudden on one

side of us, and seeing a great oak-tree fit for his

purpose, he beckoned us to follow ; and doubling

his pace, he got nimbly up the tree, laying his gun
down upon the ground, at about five or six yards

from the bottom of the tree. The bear soon came

to the tree, and we followed at a distance. The first

thing he did, he stopped at the gun, smelled at it,

but let it lie, and up he scrambles into the tree,

climbing like a cat, though so monstrous heavy.

I was amazed at the folly, as I thought it, of

my man, and could not for my life see anything to

laugh at yet, till, seeing the bear get up the tree,

we all rode near to him.

When we came to the tree, there was Friday

got out to the small end of a large limb of the tree,

and the bear got about half way to him. As soon

as the bear got out to that part where the limb of

the tree was weaker—" Ha !
" says he to us, " now

you see me teachee the bear dance ;
" so he began

jumping and shaking the bough, at which the

bear began to totter, but stood still, and began to

look behind him, to see how he should get back
;

then, indeed, we did laugh heartily. But Friday

had not done with him by a great deal; when
seeing him stand still, he called out to him again,

as if he had supposed the bear could speak English,

" What, you no come farther ? pray you come far-

ther ;
" so he left jumping and shaking the bough ;

and the bear, just as if he had understood what ho

said, did come a little farther; then he began

jumping again, and the bear stopped again. We
thought now was a good time to knock him on

the head, and called to Friday to stand still,

and we would shoot the bear ; but he cried out

earnestly, " Oh, pray ! oh, pray ! no shoot i mc
shoot by-and-then

;

" he would have said by-

and-by.

However, to shorten the story, Friday danced so

much, and the bear stood so ticklish, that we had

laughing enough indeed, but still could not imagino

what the fellow would do; for first we thought ho

depended upon shaking the bear off; and wo

found the bear was too cunning for that too ; for

he would go out far enough to be thrown down,

but clung fast with his great broad claws and feet,

SO that Ave could not imagine what would be the

end of it, and what the jest would be at last.
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Friday pal as out of doubt quickly: (bar

Mir bear olingfasl to tlif bough, and thai he would

not be persuaded bo come any farther, " Wall,

well," says IViday, "you no come fait her, n

you 11. ma, inc come to you;" and upon

this ha wnt oul to the smaller end of the I

when- it would band with his wai jently

let himself down by it. sliding down the bougb
till 1; ugh to jiiiup doin

his 1 be ran to Ins <j\m, took

it up, and 'ill. "Well," said 1 to him,
' Friday, what will yon do now P why don't

hoot himP"—"No eh riday,
" no yef ; me shoot now. me do Kill: me stay, give

me move laugh i " and. indei Lid, aa

ill sec presently; for when the bear saw his

enemy gone, hi k Prom the bough where
• •'d.iiut did it very oautiously, looking behind

him i ;nl ooming backward till 1.

the body of the tree] then, with the

hinder end foremost, hi i >wn the

grasping it with his elaws. and moving on.

at | time. irely. At this juncture.

he could set his hind n the

ground, Friday stepped up close t<> him. clapped

thi' muzzle of his piece into his ear, and shot him

Then t!

we did no! laugh; and when he saw m
i by our looks, he began to laugh very load.

"Si we kill bear in my country.' riday.

m kill |hs

gone."—*' S

much long arrow." This 1 diversion to

ll we were still in a wild place, and oar guide

much hurt, and what to do we hardly 1.

the howling Of wolves ran much in my head; and,

indeed. except the ii. heard on the

(which I have said something air

anything that tilled DM wil

much ho;
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s^>
(Drawn by Phiz.)

DARBY DOYLE'S VOYAGE TO QUEBEC.

[Anonymous. From a collection of Irish

One fine morning in May, I tuck the road from
Inchegelagh, an' got up to the Cove safe an' sound.

There I saw lots of ships with big broad boords

fastened to ropes, every one ov them saying,
" The first vessel for Quebec." Siz I to myself,

"These are about to run for a wager; this one siz

she'll be first, and that one siz she'll be first." At
any rate, I pitched on one that was finely painted,
and looked long and slender like a corragh on the
Shannon. When I wint on boord to ax the fare,

who should come up out ov a hole but Ned Flinn,
an ould townsman ov my own. " Och, is it yoor-
self that's there, Ned ?" siz I; "are you goin' to

Amerrykey ?
"

" Why, an' to be shure," siz he ; " I'm mate ov
the ship."

"Meat! that's yer sort, Ned, "says I; "then
VOL. I.

stories reprinted from a Dublin periodical.]

we'll only want bread. Hadn't I betther go and

pay my way ?
"

" You're time enough," says Ned, " I'll tell you

when we're ready—leave the rest to me, Darby."

" Och, tip us your fist," siz I ; "you were always

the broth ov a boy ; for the sake of ould times,

Ned, we must have a dhrop." So, my jewel, Ned

brought me to where there was right good

stuff. Many's the squeeze Ned gave my fist,

telling me to leave it all to him, an' how

comfortable he'd make me on the voyage. Day

afther day we spint together, waitin' for the wind,

till I found my pockets begin to grow very light.

At last, says he to me, one day afther dinner

—

" Darby, the ship will bo ready for sae on the

morrow—you'd betther go on boord, an' pay your

way."

15
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" Ib it jokin' you are, Ned ? " siz I ;
" shure you

tould me to leave it all to you."

"Ali, Darby," siz he, "you're for takin' a rise

out o' me ; shure enough ye were the lad that was

never without a joke—the very priest himself

couldn't get over ye. But, Darby, there's no joke

like the thrue one. I'll stick to my promise ; but,

Darby, you must pay yoHr way."
" Oh, Ned," siz I, " is this the way your goin' to

throat me af'ther all ? I'm a rooin'd man; all I

could scrape together 1 Bpint on you. If you don't

do something for me, I'm lost. Is there no place

where you could hide me from the captain P
"

" Not a place," siz Ned.
" An' where, Ned, is the place I saw you comin'

up out ov P"

"Ooh, Darby, that was the hould, whero the

cargo's stow'd."

" An' is there no other placoP " siz I.

" Oh, yos," siz he, " where wo keep the wather

casks."

" An' Ned," siz I, " doos any ono live down
there?

"

" Not a mother's sowl," siz ho.

"An' Ned," siz I, " can't you cram me down

there, and give me a lock ov straw an' a bit P
"

" Why, Darby," siz he, an' he look'd mighty

pittyful, " I must thry. Rut mind, Darby, you'll

have to hide all day in an empty barrel, an' when

it comes to my watch, I'll bring you down some

prog; but if you're discover'd, it's all over wid

mo, an* you'll bo put on a dissiluto island to

starve."

" Oh, Ned,"-siz I, " leave it all tome—never fear

Darby -I'll mind my eye."

When [light Cum an, I got down Into the dark

cellar, among the barrels ; poor Ned fixed a place

in a corner for me to sleep, an' every night he

brought me down hard black cakes an' salt meat.

There I lay snug fora whole month. At last, ono

night, siz he ton
" Now, Darby, what's to bo done? We're within

time days Bail ov Quebec ; fee ship will be over-

haul'd, an' all the ptJUffllgnrn
1 names call'd over;

if you are found, you'll be sould as a slave for

your passage money."
" An' is that, nil that frets you, my jewel:

I; " can't you loavo it all to BMf Why, I'll tell

ye, Ned : get. mean empty neal bag) I bottle, an'

a bare ham-hone, an' that's all I'll

So Ned look'd very ipiare at me; but ho got

them for DM anyhow.

"Well, Nod," siz I, "you know I'm n

Bhwimmer; your watch will bo early in the

mornin'; I'll jist Blip down into the BM ; d

cry . \ R man in the wather.' as loud as

yon can. an' leave all tho rest to me."

1, to bo sure, down into the sac I dropt

without as much as a spla -h. Ned roar'd out with

the hoarseness of a brayin' ass—" A man in the

sea—a man in the sea." Every man, woman, an'

child came running up out of the holes, the captain

among the rest, who put a long red barrel like a

gun to his eye—an' so, thinkin' he was intint on
shootin' me, down I dived. When I got mv

lie wather agen, what ohou'd I see but a boat

rowin' to me as fast as a throat af'ther a pinkcen.

When it came up close enough to bo heard, I

: OUt, •" Had seran to yeOS, for a B61 ov spal-

P
"

'I'll'

now run 'pon th" top ov me
; down I dived again

like a duck af'ther a frog, but the minnit my skull

camo over the wath ir, I was gript by the scrulf ov

the nock, and dhrag'd into the boat. To be sure. I

didn't kick up a row. " blue

devils, " I roared, 'it's well ye have me in your

marcy in this dissilute place, or be t
;

I'd make you feel the Btrinth ov my bones. What
hard look I had to follow ye's at all, at all; which

As I said this, •

mother's son began to stare at me, with n. ;.

round my neck, an' my bottle by my side, an' the

bare bone in my fist. "There he i>." siz they,

pointing to a littlo yallow man in a corner of the

boat. " May bad weather rise blisthers on your

rapin-hook shins," BU I. " you yallowdooking

monkey; but it's amo-t, time for you to think of

lcttin' me into your ship -I'm ben plowhV and

plungin' this month af'ther ye; shure I didn':

a thrawneen, was it not that you have my
Sunday clothes in your ship, and my name in

your books. For three straws, as I don't know
how to write. I'd loavo my mark, an' thai

your skull;" so saying, I made a lick at him with

the ham-bone, but I was near tumblin' into the

sac agen.

. i' pray what is your name, my lad?" siz tho

captain.

"What's my name! What 'id you gi.

know?" siz I, "ye unmanerly spalpeen -it might

be what's your name, Darby Doyle, out ov your

mouth—ay, Darby Doyle, that wai never a!

or ashamed to own it at home or abroad !
'"

• An'. .Mr. Darby Doyle," siz he. "do
to persuade us that you swum from Cork to this

afther us?"
"That's more of your ignorant

an' if ye sted tl longer, and not tal.

up, l'<i be -
• only my pun

..ut. and the few rags of bank-notofl I b

melted into pacta in my pookec, for I hadn't time

them changed. Rut stay, wait till I pi my

on shore, tl "k iv

you don't pay for leaving mo to the marcy of tho

wa\.

All this time the blue .haps wero pushing the

boat with sticks through the wather. till at !..

came close to tho ship. Hvery one on board
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mc at the Cove, but didn't see me on the voyage

;

to be sure, every one's mouth was wide open,

crying out " Darby Doyle." " The sorra stop your
throats," siz I ;

" it's now ye can call me loud

enough
;
ye wouldn't shout that way when ye saw

me rowling like a tub in a mill-race the other day
fornenst your faces." The captain does no more
but runs to the book, and calls out the names
that paid, and them that wasn't paid—to be
shure I was one ov them that didn't pay. If

the captain looked at me before with wondher-
ment, he now looked with astonishment. Nothing
was tawk'd ov for the other three days but Darby
Doyle's great shwim from the Cove to Quebeck.
At last we got to Amerrykey. I was now in

a quare way ; the captain wouldn't let me go till

a friend of his would see me. By this time, my
jewel, not only his friends came, but swarms upon
swarms, staring at poor Darby. At last I called

Ned. Siz I—
" What's the meanin' ov the boords acrass the

stick the people walk on, and the big white boord
up there ?

"

" Why, come over and read," siz Ned.
But, my jewel, I didn't know whether I was

stannin' on my head or on my heels when I saw in
great big black letters

—

THE GREATEST W0NDHER IN THE WORLD ! ! !

TO BE SEEN HERE,
A Man that beats out Nicholas the Diver !

He has swum from Cork to Amerrykey!!!
Proved on oath by ten of the Crew and twenty Passengers.

Admittance, Half a Dollar.

" Arrah, Ned, jewel," siz I, " does this mane
your humble sarvint ?

"

" Sorra one else," siz he. So I make3 no more
ado, than with a hop, skip, and jump, gets over to
the captain, who was now talkin' to a yallow
fellow that was afther starin' me out ov counte-
nance.

" Pardon my rudeness, your honour," siz I
mighty polite, and making a bow—at the same
time Ned was at my heels—so rising my foot to
give the genteel scrape, sure I scraped all the skin
off his shins.

" To the ould boy with your brogues," siz ho.
" You'd betther not curse the wearer," siz I,

" or "

"Oh, Darby," siz the captain, "don't be un-
ginteel, and so many ladies and gintlemen lookin'
at ye."

" The never an other mother's sowl shall lay
their peepers on me till I see sweet Inchegelagh
agen," siz I ;

" you are doin' it well. How much
money have ye gathered for my shwimmin' ?

"

"Be quiet, Darby," siz the captain; and he
looked very much frickehed; "I have plenty, and
I'll have more for yo iv ye do what I want ye
to do." -

" And what is it, avick ? " siz I.

" Why, Dai'by," siz he, " I'm after houldin' a

wager last night with this gintleman, for all the

worth ov my ship, that you'll shwim against any
shwimmer in the world ; and, Darby, if you don't

do that I'm. a gone man."
" Augh, give us your fist," siz I ;

" did you ever

hear ov the sons ov the sod desavin' any man in

the European world yet—barrin' themselves ?
"

" Well, Darby," siz he, " I'll give you a hundred
dollars; but, Darby, you must be to your word,

and you shall have another hundred."

So saying, he brought me down into the cellar

;

but, my jewel, I didn't think for the life ov me to

see such a wondherful place; nothin' but goold

every way I turned, and Darby's own sweet face

in twenty places. I was amost ashamed to ax
the gintleman for the dollars. But siz I to myself
agen, " The gintleman has too much money ; I sup-

pose he does be throwin' it into the sae, for I often

heard the sae was richer than the land, so I may as

well take it, anyhow."

"Now, Darby," siz he, "here's the dollars for

ye." But, my jewel, it was only a bit ov paper he
was handin' me.

" Arrah, none of yer thricks upon thravellers,"

siz I ;
" I had betther nor that, and many more of

them, melted in the sae
;
give me what won't wash

out of my pocket."

" Why, Darby," siz he, " this is an ordher on a
marchant for the amount."

" Pho, pho !
" siz I, " I'd sooner take your word

nor his oath ;
" looking round mighty respectful at

the goold walls.

" Well, well," Darby," siz he, " you must have
the real thing ;

" so, sure enough, he reckoned me
out a hundred dollars in goold. I never saw the
like since the stockin' fell out of the chimly on my
aunt, and cut her forred.

Afther a bit, who comes down but Ned.
" Captain," siz he, " the deck is crowded ; I had

to block up the gangway to prevint any more from
coming in to see Darby. Bring him up, or as
sure as a gun the ship 'ill be sunk."

" Come up, Darby," siz the captain, smilin'

wonderful pleasant at myself. When I got up,
sure enough, I couldn't help starin' ; such crowds
ov fine ladies and yallow gintlemen never was
seen before in any ship.

At last the day came that I whs to stand the
tug. I saw the captain lookin' very often at me.
At last

—

" Darby," siz he, " are you any way cow'd P The
fellow you have to shwim agenst can shwim down
watherfalls an' cathharacts."

" Can he, avick P " siz I ;
" but can he shwim up

agenst them ? An' who shou'd come up while
I was tawkin' to the captain but the chap I was to
shwim with, and heard all I sed. Och ! his eyes
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grew as big as two oysther shells. Then the

captain called me aside.

" Darby," siz he, " do you put on this green

jacket an' white throusers, that the people may
betther extinguish you from the other chap."

" With all hearts, avick,"siz I, " green for ever

—

Darby's own favourite colour the world over ; but

where am I goin' to, captain."

" To the shwimmin' place, to be shure," siz he.

" Here's at you, my hearty," siz I, " and the de'il

take the hindmost." I was then inthroduced in

due form to the shwimmer. I looked at him from

head to foot. He was so tall that he could eat

bread and butther over my head—with a face as

yallow as a kite's foot."

" AVhere are we goin' to shwim to?" siz I,

though, if all was known, I felt myself rightly

nonplushed at the same time. But never a word
ho answered.

" Are you bothered, neighbour ? " siz I to him
again, mighty stiff.

" I reckon I'm not," siz he, as chuff as a bi

" Well, then," siz I ,
" why didn't you answer your

betthersP What id ye think iv we swum to Keep
Cleer or the Keep ov Good Hope ?

"

" I reckon neither," siz he, agen, cyein' me as iv

I was goin' to pick his pockets.

So off we set through the crowds ov ladies and

gintlemen. Such dheerin' an' wavin' ov hats

never was seen oven at Dan's enthry into Dublin ;

an' then tho row of purty girls laughin'. To
bo shuro, no ono cou'd be lookin' to the ground,

an' not be lookin' at them, till at last I was thript

up by a big lump ov iron stuck fast in the ground,

with a big ring to it. " Whoo ! Darby," siz 1,

makin'a hop an' a crack o' my fingers, "you're

not down yet." I turned round to look at what
thript mi'.

" Wliat d'ye call that P " siz I to the captain, who
was at my elbow.

" Why, Darby," says he, " that's half an anchor."
" Have yo any uso for it P " siz I.

" Not in the laste," siz he ;
" it's only to fasten

boats to."

" Maybee, you'd give it to a body," siz I.

" An' welkim, Darby," siz he, " it's yours."
" Good luck to your honour, sir," siz I, " it's my

poor father that will pray for you. When I left

heme, the crathur hadn't as much as an anvil but

what was sthreeled away by the agint—bad look

to him. This will bo jist the thing that'll match

him; he can tie the horse to the ring, while ho

forges on the other part. Now, will ye obleege me
by gettin' a couple ov chaps to lay it on my
shouldher when I get into the wathor, and I won't

have to be comin' back fur it either I shake hands

with this fellow." Bedad, the chap turned from

yallow to white when he heard me say this; an' siz

he to the gintleman that was walkin' by his side

—

" I reckon I'm not fit for tho shwimmin' to-day

—I don't feel myself."

"An* murdher in Irish, if you're yer brother,

can't you send him for yourself, an' I'll wait

till he comes. Hero man, take a dhrop of this

before yo go. Here's to your betther health, an'

your brother's into tho bargain." So I took ofT

my glass, and handed him another ; but the 1

a dhrop ov it he'd take.

"No force, avick," siz I, "maybee you think

there's poison in it"—an' takin' another glass my-

self—" well, here's good look to us once more. An
when will ye be able for tho shwim, avick P

"

mighty complisant.
" I reckon in another week," siz he.

So wo shook hands and parted. The poor fellow

went home—took tl: i to rave

—

"Shwim up catharacts !—shwim to thi

Good Hope !—shwim to Keep Clear !—shwim with

an anchor on his back ! Oh ! oh ! oh ! that'll

never do for m
I now thought it best to be on the move

|

gathered up my winners, and here I sit Under

my own hickory threes, as indepindent as any

Yankee.

REBECCA AND I VAX IK >H.

Bia Walter Scott, born at Edinburgh, August 15. 1771. Educated at Hiirh School and College. Bert known as author of the
" Waverloy Novels." I f much vicissitude ho expired at Abbotsford, September 21, 1832. j

" Cndcr what banner P " asked Ivanhoe.

"Under no ensign of war which I can obs>

answered Robe.

"A singular novelty." muttered tho knight,

"to advance to storm such acastlo without pennon
or banner displayed! Soest thou who they he

that act as leaders P
"

"A knight, clad in Rable armour, is the most

conspicuous," said the Jewess ;
" he alone is armed

from head to heel, and seems to assnme the

direction of all around him."

Followim; witli wonderful promptitude the &

t ions of Ivanhoe, and availing herself of tho pr

tion of tho large ancient shield, which she placed

st the lower part of the window. Rebecca,

with t-olcnil>le security to herself, could witneu
part of what was passing without the ca>tlo. and
report to Ivanhoe the preparations which the

assailants wore making for tho storm.

"The skirts of tho wood seem lined with

archers, althongh only a few are advanced from its

dark shadow."
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(Drawn by W. SMALL.)

" What device does he bear on his shield ?

"

inquired Ivanhoe.
" Something resembling a bar of iron, and a

padlock painted blue on the black shield."

"A fetterlock and shacklebolt azure," said

Ivanhoe ;
" I know not who may bear the device,

but well I ween it might now be mine own. Canst
thou not see the motto P

"

" Scarce the device itself at this distance," re-

plied Eebocca ;
" but when the sun glances fair

upon his shield, it shows as I tell you."
" Seem there no other leaders P " exclaimed the

anxious inquirer.

"None of mark and distinction that I can be-

hold from this station," said Eebecca; "but,

doubtless, the other side of the castle is also

assailed. They appear even now preparing to

advance."

Her description was here suddenly interrupted

by the signal for assault, which was given by the

blast of a shrill bugle, and at once answered by a

nourish of the Norman trumpets from the battle-

ments.
" And I must lie here like a bedridden monk,"

exclaimed Ivanhoe, "while the game that gives

me freedom or death is played out by the hand of
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others! Look from the window once again, kind

maiden, but beware that you are not marked by the

archers beneath—look out once more, and tell me
if they yet advance to the storm."

With patient courage, strengthened by the inter-

val which .she had employed in mental devotion,

Rebeooa again took post at the lattice, shelter-

ing herself, however, so as not to be visible from

beneath.

"What dost thou see, Rebecca?" again de-

manded the wounded knight.

"Nothing but the cloud of arrows ilyii

thick as to dazzle mine eyes, and to hide the

bowmen who shoot them."

"That cannot endure," said Ivanhoe; "if they

press not right on to carry the castle by pore

force of arms, the archery may avail but little

against stone walls and bulwarks. Look for the

Knight of the I k, fair Rebecca, and soe

how lie bears himself; for as the Leader is, so will

his followers be."

" I .see him not," said Rebecca.
'• Pool craven!" exclaimed Ivanhoe; " do

blench from thfl helm when the wind blows

highest P"
"Ho blenches not! he blenches not!"

Rebecca, "I see him now; he leads a body of

men close under the outer barrier of the bail'

They pull down the piles and palisades; they hew-

down the barriers with axes. His high black

plume floats abroad over the throng, like a raven

over the Held of the slain. They have made a

breach in the barriers they rush in—they are

thrust back ! Front -de-Lo'iif heads the defenders
;

I seo his gigantic form above the press. They
throng again to tho breach, and the pass is dis-

puted hand to hand, and man to man. it is tin'

meeting of two here -the conflict of two
oceans moved by adverse wind- I"

She tamed her bead from the lattice, as if unable

longer to endure a tight so terrible,

"Look forth again, B nlioe,

mistaking the oaUM of her retiring ; "the archery

in some degree have oeased, since they are

nOW fighting hand to hand. Look again; tie

now less danger."

Kehecca again looked forth, and almost imme-
diately exclaimed, " Front -de- Boeuf and the Black

Knight tight hand to hand on the breach, amid the

4 their followers, who watch the progress of

the strife - Eeaven strike witli the cause of the

appro—ed and of t he captive ! " She then at

a loud shriek, and exclaimed, " He is down !

down ! ''

" Who is downF " cried Ivanhoe; •• for our dear

. tell me which has fall'

"The Black Knight," answered

B

intiy;

then instantly again shouted with joyful eager-

But no -be' is on foot again, and

fights as if there were twenty men's strength in

his single arm—his sword is broken—he snatches

an axe from a yeoman—he presses Front-de-

1

with blow on blow—the giant stoops and t>

like an oak under the steel of the woodman—he

he falls!"

" Front-de-Boeuf ? " exclaimed Ivanhoe.

"Front-de-Bueuf! " answered the " his

men rush to the rescue, headed by the haughty

Templar; their united fbroe compelsthechampion to

—they drag Front-de-Bcuuf within the walls."

" Tho assailants have won tho barriers, have

they not?" said Ivanhoe.

"They have —they have!" exclaimed Rcb
"and they

|

bard upon the i

wall ; some plant ladders, somo swarm like I

and endeavour to ascend upon the should,

each other—down g ad trunks

of trees upon their heads; and as fast as they

the wounded to the rear, fresh men supply their

places in the assault. Great God! hast thou •_

men thine own image, that it should be thus cruelly

defaced by the hands of their brethr

"Think not of that," said Ivanhoe ; "this is no

timo for such thoughts. Who yieldP—who push

their way ?
"

" Tho ladders arc thrown down," replied Re-

. shuddering ; " tho soldiers lie grovelling

under them liko crushed reptiles—the

have the better."

"Saint George strike for n timed the

knight; "do the false yeomen give I

"No!" exclaimed ar them-

selves right yeomanry. The Black Knight ap-

proaches the postern with his !

thundering blows which ho dials, you ma\

them above all the din and shouts of tie

- and beams are hailed down on

champion—he regards them no more than if they

bistledown or E

"By Saint John of A.

himself joyfully on his couch, " methouj

it one man in England that might do such a

deedl

"The postern gate shakes." continued B

"it crashes it is splintered by his blows they

rush in the outwork is won -tiny hurl tho

defenders from the battlements—they throw them

into the moat ! Oh, men, if ye be indeed men,

sparo them that can resist no longer 1"

"The bridge -the bridge which oommnni<

with the castle—havo they won that DSSSp"

claimed Ivauh-

." replied I; " the Templar
• he plank on which they on

of the defenders escaped with him into the castle

the shrieks and cries wdiich JOU hear tell th

of the others. A a it is still more difficult

to look upon victory than upon battle."
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THE LIGHTHOUSE.

[Henry WAdsworth Longfellow. See Page 14]

The rocky ledge

runs far into

the sea,

And on its outer

point, some
miles away,

The lighthouse lifts

its massive ma-
sonry,

A pillar of fire by

night, of cloud

by day.

And as the evening

darkens, lo

!

how bright,

Through the deep

purple of the

twilight air,

Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light,

With strange, unearthly splendour in its glare.

Not one alone ; from each projecting cape,

And perilous reef along the ocean's verge,

Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape,

Holding its lantern o'er the restless surge.

Like the great giant Christopher, it stands

Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave,

Wading far out among the rocks and sands,

The night-o'ertaken mariner to save.

And the great ships sail outward and return,

Bending and bowing o'er the billowy swells,

And ever joyful, as they see it burn,

They wave their silent welcomes and farewells,

They come forth from the darkness, and their sails

Gleam for a moment only in the blaze,

And eager faces, as the light unveils,

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze.

The mariner remembers when a child,

On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink

;

And, when returning from adventures wild,

He saw it rise again o'er ocean's brink.

Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same

Year after year, through all the silent night

Burns on for evermore that quenchless flame-

Shines on that inextinguishable light

!

It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp

The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of peace

;

It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp,

And hold it up, and shake it like a fleece.

The startled waves leap over it ; the storm

Smites it with all the scourges of the rain

;

And steadily against its solid form

Press the great shoulders of the hurricane.

The sea-bird wheeling round it, with the din

Of wings, and winds, and solitary cries,

Blinded and maddened by the light within,

Dashes himself against the glare, and dies.

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock,

Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove,

It does not hear the cry, nor heed the shock,

But hails the mariner with words of love.

" Sail on!" it says, " sail on, ye stately ships !

And with your floating bridge the ocean span

;

Be mine to guard this light from all eclipse,

Be yours to bring man nearer unto man."

THE MUSIC GRINDERS,
[O. W. Holmes

There are three ways in which men take

One's money from his purse,

And very hard it is to tell

Which of the three is worse;

But all of them are bad enough
To make a body curse.

You're riding out some pleasant day,

And counting up your gains

;

A fellow jumps out from a bush,
And takes your horse's reins,

Another hints some words about
A bullet in your brains.

It's hard to meet such pressing friends

In such a lonely spot

;

It's very hard to lose your cash,

See Page 30.]

But harder to be shot

;

And so you take your wallet out,

Though you would rather not.

Perhaps you're going out to dine-
Some filthy creature begs

;

You'll hear about the cannon ball

That carried off his pegs,

And say it is a dreadful thing

For men to lose their legs.

He tells you of his starving wife,

His children to be fed,

Poor little lovely innocents,

All clamorous for bread

—

And so you kindly help to put

A bachelor to bed.
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(Drawn by A. W. bulks.;

You're sitting on your window-scat

Beneath a cloudless moon :

You hear a sound, that seems to wear
Tho semblanco of a tune

;

As if a brokon fifo should strive

To drown a cracked bassoon.

And nearer, noarer still, the tide

Of music seems to come ;

Them's something like a human voice,

And something like a drum :

You sit in speechless agony,

Until your ear is numb.

Poor Homo, sweet home," should seem to be
A very dismal place

:

Your " Auld acquaintance," all at once,

Is altorod in tho faco

;

Their discords sting through Burns and Moore,
Like hedgehogs dressed in lace.

lint hark ! tho air again is still,

The music all is ground,

And silonco, like a poultice, comes,

To heal the blows of sound ;

It cannot bo— it is— it is

—

' A hat is going round

!

No ! Pay the dentist whon ho leaves

A fracture in your jaw ;

And pay tho owner of the bear

That stunned you with his paw ;

And buy tho lobster that has had

Your knuckles in his claw :

But if you are a portly man,

Put on your fiorcest frown,

And talk about a constable

To turn them out of town
;

Then close your sentence in a rage,

And shut tho window down.

And iCyou are a slender man,

Not big enough for that,

Or if you cannot make a spc

Because you are a flat,

Go very quietly and drop

A button in the 1
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TO C
[Bek Jonson, born 1574, made Poet Laureate in

Drink to me only with thine eyes,

And I will pledge with mine

;

Or leave a kiss but in the cup,

And I'll not look for wine.

The thirst that from the soul doth rise,

Doth ask a drink divine

;

But might I of Jove's nectar sup,

I would not change for thine.

ELIA.
1619. Chiefly known as a dramatist. Died 1637.]

I sent thee late a rosy wreath,

Not so much honouring thee,

As giving it a hope that there

It could not withered be ;

But thou thereon didst only breathe,

And sent'st it back to me;
Since when it grows, and smells, I swe*,

Not of itself, but thee!

JOHN STR
[Anonymous. Originally published in Hood's Magazine,

Though the night was cold, though the church

clock had added another sixth hour to the eternity

of the dead, and another unit for record on each

mouldering stone, the sexton still stood with the

key in the churchyard gate, and kept his eye upon
the collar of the clerk's superfine black coat.

" Lastly," said the clerk, " let the Swigglea' pew
VOL. I.

ONG'S BOX.
the Editor of which was unable to discover the author.]

be nicely cleaned by Sunday, for they are un-

common nice people ; and give an excellent cup of

tea, and exceedingly well-buttered toast."

The clerk, as he said this, looked down at the

sleeve of his coat, and had stepped two paces for-

ward, when a fat little woman, gay in a light-

coloured bonnet, touched the coat of orthodoxy.

16
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" Pray, sir, can you tell mc at what number in

the next street Mr. Swiggle, the chandler, li

The clerk coughed as he would have done befonj

lecturing an unruly parish-boy, and then looked

down at the inquirer.

" Do you know thi 168 ? do you take tea

in the bosom of that brotherly family P
"

The fat little woman had a weak voice, so sho

faintly said, " No."
" I'm going there to tea. I can show you tho

way. Come on.''

The little woman obeyed, but she had not stopped

twelve littlo steps to the clerk's six eloi

strides, before he stopped abruptly and looked

as if, like St. Peter, he was about to bind and fasten.

" What arc you ?
"

" I'm Martha Dipple, sir. Zcchariah, sir—

my husband—is in the samo trade as tl.

—the tallow and mould line, sir."

Tin- not a shining light in the

neighbourhood, for tho proprietor burnt dips in-

looked thriving and comfortable ; and by the bright*

or in the carpet-roils, the . mined

his ch

woman went; i

vant maid i two red i

round ha 1

profound bow. i

the third cup was
forth, and on its w

rJm> v laps 1)

I all the i.

from ;! a little some-
thing genuine into her anticipated fourth eup by

the pOOT relation, in

Bright, help to the plum-cake.

The clerk sat down ; 1 1

1

I toast were between the ceiling

and the tloor, nipped in thirty-two thumbs and

Otto, just sipping the

hot cup of tea set before her, wiped her forehead,

for she was nervous in company, and said

—

" I'm 00 !i- about John Strong's cha-

. I my Selina, and Dipple my hus-

band iw he inn ri be ic."

worthy man,"

replied Swiggle, putting another lump of sugar

"John is orderly, clean and piou^," rem;

" l'>>i! ,.\
i the parson in all I

." said

the clerk.

"Don*( drink only half-and-half," chimed in the

landlord of the " Sun," two doors off.

" A ei\il when he answers the door,"

"But he has" said Swiggle.

" Yes, he has," interrupted Mrs. Swiggle.
"A sweetheart ?" laughed the merry landlord.

"A fortune?" inquired the poor relation.

" John has got a box," roared Swiggle, putting

a little of the genuine into his own tea.

"'Tis certainly a money-box," thought

Numble.
" It may bo a deed box, fire-proof," remarked a

lawyer's clerk.

" Or the register of an improper marriage, or the

evidence of a fello-de-soe," mumbled tho clerk.

"Is it la

"Is it round? " said anotl.

'• is it dark or light ? " inquired a third.

"I might judge by its outward si

the clerk, swallowing a

prawn as large

"No, no!" said Swiggle; "John is a worthy,

his only oddity, and no man
right to

I without holding a sin within it."

, the

middle of a sh lit of the

curl, and tied 1

"That as John was to be one of the Dip]

,
eating and drinking.

one would not

and Z ehariah, when out of his li:

| a in the chim: By which

Dipplo m lariah had a hobby on
which he

•• T. I the

good-natui

iutionally

Ming with the church first. " I'm only sorry

going to part; money, Mrs. Dipple, i

sole cause, for John wants mo:

do to

bring up in tho way it should go."

Mrs. Dipple was satisfied ; as sho stepped down
tho 8t: looked into f the

brass candlestick, and resolved that Jol

and 1. >uld find a home in Roth
urglc, opening the door of his oili.

introduced tho new e now scr

John was a north-countryman of burl;,

light hair. > ifted with the virtuo

A virtue of an expectant kind, for

1 truth dwells with

nplation. II<
" and " a

in, and the little t

the handle of the door, oonolud tiation

That day Wl atful one, in tho second
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floor bedroom and comfortable kitchen of Zecha-

riali Dipple's home. It was a day of doubt and
anticipative mystery, a day when " Box " was the

word.
" Here it will perhaps stand," said the fat little

woman, as she dusted the chest of drawers in

John's bedroom, and turned round to Selina, who
was daintily tacking up the fresh, crisp window
blinds ;

" or here, or perhaps under the bed, or, if

it's not very large, beside his pillow, perhaps.

Dr. Badger thought, when ho was here this morn-
ing, that it might stand on the drawers themselves."

" Mother," remonstrated Selina, stepping back
to see if her work was neatly done, and who, in

spite of her high-bred name, was the most humble
and unsuspicious-hearted little -creature in the

world ;
" don't be curious ; if he be honest and

faithful to my father, let him have as many boxes

as a voyager that has to sail round the world.

What matters it to us ?
"

The little woman shook her head : it was clear

from this that the Doctor was an important per-

sonage.

A bleak March wind blew southward from the

sea, and the oozy wave3 of the Thames rolled

hoarsely against the chandler's little wharf, when a

gentle hand touched the old man's arm. The little

red spark in the bowl of the pipe had flickered up
and died, so he dismounted, and took his child's

hand, when she whispered the word " Supper."

Across the old wharf they went together, gently,

carefully, for the night was dark, and strange

anchors, tubs, and piles of timber were strewn

about. He pushed the back-door open : there was
the kitchen, with its jolly rosy light, its fire, its

cheerful supper. There, too, was the Doctor; there,

too, was the little woman, evidently with her ear

open, for Dr. Badger had just dropped the word
u anatomy" from his tongue.

The supper was commenced, but it was a curious

one ; not in the viands, for they were excellent

;

but for the attendant interlude, like a little by-

play to a coming farce.

" Any more turnover, Doctor ? Excuse me, sir,

there he is."

"Now you'll know," remarked the Doctor,

dropping his knife and fork.

" KnoAT what ? " asked Zcchariah, testily
;

"eat your pudding, woman, and hold your
tongue. Wasn't I telling you how the wind
whistled and "

" There he is, and there's the box," interrupted

the fat little woman, jumping up, neither hearing

the continuation of her husband's story, nor
Selina's remonstrative "mother." Her curiosity

was at the last extremity ; she jumped up, took the
candle, and hastened to the front door. There,

sure enough, was John, and the box firm and fast

in his right hand. The little woman's eyes fell

upon it : she walked as in a dream. Her wonder
grew apace from the front door to the kitchen

; by
the kitchen table it was at a climax ; like the frog

in La Fontaine, it could be puffed up no more
without explosion. There were other boxes at the

door, but they were forgotten; tliey needed not

the prefix of a definite article.

John bowed to Selina and the doctor, and shook
his honest master by the hand heartily, for a re-

served and silent man, and his eye looked bright

and glad as it glanced around the happy, smiling

hearth. The hand of faith and the hand of honest

purpose seemed heartily held forth, as much as if

hand could say, Here, master, this shall honestly

serve you ; here, servant, this is yours in faith and
belief. Old Zcchariah, in despite of the doctor's

desire to keep it to himself, took up a bottle of

enticing Jamaica, filled a little gold-eyed glass, and
held it to his own lips whilst he said, veritably

smacking his lips at its prodigious flavour, " John,

my man, here's a welcome to you." And John, in

his turn, filled another little gold-eyed glass, and
answered, " Thank ye."

"Let me take your box," said the little woman,
moving her glassy eyes.

" 'Tis heavy with " remarked the doctor.

"He—m! Books!—Do you study, eh! What?

—

divinity—mechanics—'geometry "

" Men—a little," answered John, drily, as he took

the candlestick, looked at the doctor, and asked

the way to his chamber. John's heavy tramp
was heard upon the staircase, his foot across the

chamber floor, then all was still.

" Oh ! dear," exclaimed the little woman, break-

ing the silence ; "there it is—there—it's going down
by the drawers—there—there—he's opening it

—

and "

" Hush, mother," whispered Selina.

"A secret crime," outspoke the doctor, "and "

" Charity, charity, faith in God and man," inter-

rupted Zechariah, lighting his pipe, and, it might
be, thinking of those men who sailed to the un-

known seas with faith in God alone, and His stars

to mark their path. " Charity in my house, Dr.

Badger ; charity for John Strong."

Badger buttoned up his coat, and bowed himself

from the kitchen, with a stiff " Good night."

" My dear," said Zcchariah, when tho street-

door was closed, " never let that Badger come
here again."

" Why, Zcchariah, his pills have cured you.

"Then let him take them, and cure his own
spleen first before he comes hero again. A littlo

charity, Mrs. Dipplc, or why do we hear godly

sermons ?
"

John Strong's foot was heard upon the stairs,

so the little woman made no answer to the old

man's kindly remonstrance, but when the supper

was over crept up-stairs, in a very Eveish manner,
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to poep and to wonder at the poor humble oaken

box.

\Y< eks went by. John Strong proved himself a

peerless servant, trusty, honest, faithful. More

ships outward bound stayed at the little wharf;

more golden coin foil into the little parlour till;

more good was cverywh'

Yet tin' little meek-voiced woman, in her secret

heart, was ill at ease; the myatery was unsolved,

and she had nob Badger to consult. "When she

made John's bed, she shook the box; when she

1 his room, she turned it upside down; when

the day was clear, she peeped within the four

little gimlot-holes of the top, and saw nothing but

darkness. The box was with Mrs. Dipplo at

home and abroad.

Selina. kind, gentle as sho was, guessed that

the box held tin; memory of a sorrow. She saw

wisely within the heart of a man. She '

touched the box, never tamed it, never was

unjustly curious; yet as sho tucked up fresh

crisp blinds, or laid a little book upon the table,

or a note, or a few flowers, or a plant in the win-

dows, sho wondered, but not. ignobly. Sho was

only i tier and kinder by this observed

touch of sorrow ; she would not add to it—not

she.

John never talked of his history, Ins friends, or

whom ho knew, or wlc 06; and, moro-

ovor, you could not ask him <|

m

One thing

more than all. now sum , a hil

; forth every Sunday and holiday at noon

with hi I aing with it till lato

in the evening; then the little wondering heart

Saw thai he \v:

One August Bond ffl some littlo matter

of business took the old man from his hoin

as ho wanted company, he bid his pretty dan

put on her b •-' bib and tucker, and come uway
with him to the fields. So she did. Toward.;

evening they little secluded village

amid the Surrey hills, with a quaint primitive

church, ivy-clad, and topped by a golden spire,

on which glittered the la-t smile of the setting

sun.

The old mail' < lay with the landlord

of the little village inn, so the girl stepped out

into the garden, from thence, by a primitivo green
lane, into the lonely 'lnuvhyard —a quiet, quaint,

hidden place, where i ran tho flowers alept, and

the tall grass I uly. Sho found a little

wayward pili amid • the tiny graves | she passed
i :'h tho angel-gloried window, and there before

vitli hi- baok towards her,

1 on tin- grass, with his head bent forward

and hii hand clasped, with the box by his side

and the ii,i open, aat John Strong—veritable, silent,

and. to all human ken, unpootical John Strong.

She looked, she could scarcoly believe, \

looking she felt herself guilty, guilty beyond all

self-pardon. Yet, might not some redeeming
pardon lie in silence, imitative, virtuous silence ?

Oh ! little heart, why was it so trusty 9 She crept

back again, scarcely breathing, never looking back,

on, on, into the green and overshadowed lane, and
there sho stopped and thought. "Why was she

pale and silent that night ? Zcchariah asked why.
homo Mrs. Dipplo took tea alone; one cup

was all, though four were her quantity

;

the toast, it dried upon tho hob, and hissed and
frizzled till the butter was no more. Her thoughts

were with John's box. Sho thought and thought

till tho bells tolled for church ; then she dressed,

took up hor prayer-book, laid it down again, then

took forth from tho closet a phial, locked up the

house, put the key in her pocket, and took her

way to Dr. Badger's, forbidden Dr. Badger's.
" Come in," cried Badger.

The meek-voiced little woman entered trem-

blingly, and produced the little bottle.

"Three pen'ortk of laudanum, doctor; I've

got
"

••
( !•>• t&e pills over tho way at Shake

" Zeehariah would have 'cm there since
"

"Yes, yes, I know, aCra. Hippie, since that

fellow with his box . Oh, yes, I perfectly

understand. Let Shuker make the pills and have

a family practice, because I saw what was in a

vagabond's box; yes, yes, I understand. Get your
laudanum elsewhere, ma'am."

Tho little meek-voiced woman set down iier

bottle nevertheless. She was not ill-natun

sho longed to hear Badger's particular opinions

respecting John Strong. So she talked bo placidly,

so enticingly, so tickled iat he

should supplant Shuker, that he forthwith left tho

bitter ingredients alone, drew a little bottle from a

three-cornered cupboard, the of which

proved cordial and medicinal, put his chair close

to the littlo woman, and pounded his aloes and

his gentian in another fashion, and with his aspic

tongue.

By the time church was over, the littlo woman
went home in a very confidential humour, perfectly

convinced Badger was a much abused man, and

quite full of anticipativo examination of John

g's box, and a t cup of tea that the

doctor promised to tako with her on tho following

Wednesday afternoon, when Zeehariah and John
were to go down tho river, and Selina to see a

friend on Tower Hill.

Wednesday came; tho doctor was in his best

black coat, the souchong was strong, the muffins

unexceptionable, the cream thick.

Tho doctor having finished his six well-sweetened

cups of tea, the littlo woman carefully locked tbo

front and back doors, and led the way to John's

room, stopping at every two stairs, under pretext
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(Drawn by C. Green.)

of fetching her breath, but in reality to still a

little conscious fluttering about the heart, that

increased to a wild, hesitating throb, as she

turned the handle of the door. There was the

box. No candle was wanted, for the setting sun
fell warmly within the little chamber, and the

doctor's eyes were like the magnifying telescope.

Veritably, like the boy with the apple-pie, the

doctor peeped into it, and touched it, and eyed
it, and longed for it, and mourned for it, and
nodded for it, and questioned it, and rubbed it,

and stared at it, and viewed it, and watched it,

and would if he could have cut it, and divided it,

and fought for it, and got it, and kept it, and
finally would have opened it.

" And what does it hold ? " asked the little

woman, exploding with curiosity, and interrupting

the Doctor's turnings, and twistings, and shakings.

Badger was on his knees ; he turned round, placed

his two hands in the form of a trumpet to his

mouth, and hissed up into the little woman's face,

in a ghastly manner, " Something alive
!

"

The little woman's heart throbbed ten times

more, her face was very pale, her voice sunk to

a hoarse whisper.

"Alive, alive, alive
!

" she said, " alive, living with-

out food, and with a very little air—alive ! What
can it be ? Is it a snake ? is it a crab ? is it a bird P

"

" Whew," whistled Badger, rattling the box up
and down, " whew—a secret !—he—m."
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Matters were at this climax, when a grappling-

iron was thrown upon the little wharf, a flapping

sail eddied and settled towards the breeze, darken-

ing the window-panes with its momentary shadow,

and a lusty voice called out for Zechariah. The

little woman had been left to deliver the necessary

reply to this expected summons, so she unwillingly,

reluctantly, witnessed one more shake and one more

rattle, and crept from the room, and bid 15;

follow her for fear of accidents. The doctor ol

with a wink and a nod. Once more in the kitchen,

he sobered himself with three lumps of sugar and

a little wine, whilst the good woman stepped down
to the wharf. As he thus stood, the boiling kettle

steaming on the fire caught his eye; he he.-M

a moment, then stepped to the window, stepped

back again, took up the kettle, slipped offhis shoes,

crept to John's room, poured the boiling water

through one of the tiny holes in the box, crept down

again, filled the kettle from the neighbouring *

tap, put it on the fire, took another lump of sugar,

and laughed.

He was just anticipating a soothing sip of Zecha-

riah*! incomparable Jamaica, when the little woman
crossed the wharf, and coming in, whispered that

Zechariah was sculling himself up the

was in sight of the wharf; then she asked in an

agitated under-breath what i - was; but

r only smiled, "whew'd" again, put on his

nd crept forth from the front door, which the

woman held open for him.

Mbincss in the lading of an outbound vessel kept

trusty John Strong from QOJ

that week, till late on the Sat m-«l:iy afternoon. Then

there was the business of doting the wharf for the

night, and paying off the workmen ; and when John

did come in, and shook the old man, who was in the

chimney-corner smoking his pipe, and Selinaby the

hand, he went up-st.

bit tie, bu-y. wond. Titer, dreamim: heart, why did

it think John Strong so long away up-

I him down, ai DOt twenty

times, and had the bread and butter all cut, and the

tea all steaming to bo poured out; and why did she

go to the foot of the stairs, and then come back

again irresolutely

P

Some errand called tho low-voiced little woman
tothodoor; so then Selina. leaving tin- dreaming

old man, went up stairs—only for her thimble or the

scissors. Then when she had ; aoretimes

than she in. ant in peek words, she stopped before

tho door, and softly said, "Mr. Strong, the :

ready." As she said this a heavy sigh, a sob, a

convulsive choking by a resisting, self-strug

;ghthcrear. She tapped at the door

—

again was tho sob; she spoko again, there came no

answer. "Mr. Strong—sir, good sir. John, John,

what is the matter?" Then the little heart

BO and grow so fearful—so very fearful, le.

Strong, sir, John, should bo ill, that all hesitation

passed away ; she stopped to think no longer, but
opened the door and went in, gently, fearfully, and
wonderingly. There, too, was a pitiable sight, to one
so pitying: the strange, silent, unsubdu
timental man sobbs tush like a fin

child, sob' ly, pitiably, as

strong men do with angi.

stepped back, then v r, then hu

g child, ; :t if ho
ill, and—:

The in looked up, and saw the an

pity bj . as pure from earthly c

the brightest v.

earth ; so then 1.

hand, and aobb B little

ed hand tivimV ad up again, dried

his to;:

a pity, when a little darkling, oding life,

was all earth had left—pi

—oh ! John, w :

secre

Be silent ti. child

in heai good, kind girl. Tell no

one, and to-morrow-

warm sun':: | will

then judge how pitiably, how wickedly the cruelty

>ne."

The littlo beating, now hope

q she had dri hetio

•. l>y-

and-by. not a weak, sobbing child, but a man.

and sorrowful, v : hat wliis-

liow the h

The morrow MM :

bright in ti. I the

ammer d

and Bower 1 that boj i

Then, after dintu • old man
that he would take 1

I the old men
with hearty voice he might, and kissing his child,

fell from thence into ono of and

voyaging i

John manfully brought tho box

the little woman saw it with wonderment, though

sho dare not sa . With this in his i

hand, and the little tiny hand upoi

t forth.

The sun was waning when they reached, tin

tho oi '. quaint

burial-ground, with

tho heaped turf of a DM irhioh

wild flowers grew. Down they -at, nor

drooping flowers moro sih ii last

John |]

"Here below, beneath this grass, on which tho
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winter's wind and rain falls unpityingly, lies one,

who knew no winter of the heart—a pom* Italian

girl. A shadow never fell upon her spirit—life

was one long summer day to her, with flowers,

and a sun that never set—that sun was her own

heart. Tears ago—some fourteen or so—I stood

one night in Bethnal Green, homeless, shoeless,

foodless, my last penny gone, my home far away

amidst the Border hills. A little hand touched

mine ; a little softened, almost whispering voice,

spoke one word ' Bread, bread;' a little tiptoe

figure peered up into my face with eyes, that, in

the darkened street, looked liked stars in the dull

wintry sky. ' Bread, bread,' she said again in

broken English, and then setting down this very

box, she stepped lightly away, coming back pre-

sently, to whisper ' bread ' again, and place a loaf

within my hand, then, whilst I ate, she drew a little

tambourine from beneath her ragged handker-

chief, and twirling it round, danced lightly before

me. As she danced thus, a heavy foot came along

the broken pavement, and a man clutched her arm
roughly. ' Dancing for pastime, eh P ' he asked.

' Go on.' He pushed her rudely against me. I was
about to speak, when she whispered ' hush,' in the

same silvery voice, dropped a few pence into my
outstretched hand, and followed, like a beaten

dog, the coarse, harsh taskmaster, who had a

barrel-organ swung across his shoulders. I

neither starved, nor was houseless that night.

The day after I got work, honest work ; want
never came again. Months after, I read by acci-

dent, that an Italian had been committed to New-
gate for a brutal attack upon a poor itinerant

dancing girl. My heart told me it was she who
had looked pitifully upon me. I sought her. In
a cellar in Saffron Hill, crowded with pauperism
and misery, debauch and riot, coarse crime and
low despair, this girl lay, bedless, but for the cast-

off rags of one who groaned cant by day, and

rioted in blasphemy by night. I raised her fevered

head. I whispered ' Bread, bread,' and when she
raised her eyes, they were those that had looked
towards God in pity. ' Have you no friends ? ' I

said. She shook her head, but whispered ' Here,

here,' and then I placed my hand beside her;

there was the little darkling life, brooding, silent,

wonderful. She said again, ' Here, here.' Pitiful,

oh, pitiful ! That night I took her away to a more
comfortable home. But she was nearer to heaven
than earth—happy, happy, for Earth had reared her

with its bitter tears, though she had shed none.

She was alone, save for the little darkling life.

She lingered months—she wished to die amidst

the flowers and fields, to hear the summer wind
and thrush's note, to smell the upturned earth and

feel the sun. Here she came, and week by week
I visited her, till pity and sorrow for Earth's child

became love, though the minutes of it were num-
bered, shorter, shorter, each day upon the sun-

dial. In the summer air she died, in the little

cottage garden, with the blue heavens above, and
the violets at her feet ; and she wished to be buried

in a sunny spot. I was alone, alone with the

tortoise, that little darkling life, that had been the

only thing of csmfort to her, and nestled to her,

when the world was rough with its giant terrors."

Thus, as he spoke, he looked aside, and there

another angel of pity wept redeeming tears ; they

were the first shed in sympathy with him. Nature
taught him to take that little hand, and draw it

within his own, and then the little head fell droop-

ingly upon his shoulder. It was all pity, pity.

Why ask if it were so ? There was no necessity

to speak, the heart was soluble. John Strong
knew full well why the little hand so trembled

:

he learnt that angels of pity were not extinct upon
the earth, and he drew that little hand upwards
towards the sun, and towards his lips, and
whispered " mine !"

A SEA-DIRGE.
[William Shakespeare. Sec rage 33.]

ULL fathom five thy father lies

;

Of his bones are coral made

;

Those are pearls that were his eyes :

Nothing of him that doth fade,

But doth suffer a sea-chango

Into something rich and strange.

Sea-njnmphs hourly ring his knell

:

Ding-dong.

Hark ! now I hear them—
Ding-dong, bell.

Hark ! now I hear them—

Ding-dong, bell.
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.

THE COMET.

[Oliver Wendell Holmes. Sm Page 30.]

The Comet ! lie is on his -

And singing as he I

The whining planets shrink heforo

The spectre of t li<- ski-

Ah! well may regal orbs burn blue,

And satellites turn pale;

Ten million cubie miles of head,

D billion leagues of tail

!

On. on by whistling spin rM of light,

lb i £ '.: - and he rami
> the left nor right,

He askfl them not their nan
rorn from

Away, away they fly,

Where darkness might be bottled up,
And sold for "Tyrian d

And what would hap; land,

And how would look thi

If in thf bearded monster's path
( )ur earth should chan

Full hot and high the tea iron] I

Kull red the I in ;

liethoughl I saw and heard it all

dyspeptic dream !

iiis tube
comet's 01

J beard a scream,— ti drays
Had ie tutor's, i

Ldiers all

mod with ;

d the guns ! whizz Hew the balls 1

Dg went the magasii

'

I saw a cripple -con h his hand,

ingnishing bis

And tng fell,

Writhe in the 1

The 1,

Bob throi

And thou y soul—
I had been la.-h at mine.

(hi dream 1

(ill,

The Bteaming Boa, the <:

That u i. : hill.

Leal,

And
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Ui'UiCH 6y W. ±i. i'lSK.;

BATTLE OF CHALGROVE.*
[Thomas Babington, afterwards Lord, Macaulay. Born at Bothley Temple, Leicester, October 25th, 1800; died 1' 59.]

In the evening of the 17th of June, Rupert darted

out of Oxford with his cavalry on a predatory

expedition. At three in the morning of the

following day, he attacked and dispersed a few

Parliamentary soldiers who lay at Postcombe. He
then flew to Chinnor, burned the village, killed or

took all the troops who were quartered there, and
prepared to hurry back with his booty and his

prisoners to Oxford.

Hampden had, on the preceding day, strongly

represented to Essex the danger to which this part

of the line was exposed. As soon as he received

intelligence of Rupert's incursion, he sent off a
horseman with a message to the General. The
Cavaliers, he said, could return only by Chisel-

hampton Bridge. A force ought to be instantly

dispatched in that direction for the purpose of

intercepting them. In the mean time, he resolved

to set out with all the cavalry that he could muster,

for the purpose of impeding the march of the

enemy till Essex could take measures for cutting

off their retreat. A considerable body of horse

and dragoons volunteered to follow him. He was
not their commander. He did not even belong to

their branch of the service. But "he was," says

Lord Clarendon, " second to none but the General

himself in the observance and application of all

men." On the field of Chalgrove he came up
with Rupert. A fierce skirmish ensued. In the

first charge, Hampden was struck in the shoulder

by two bullets, which broke the bone, and lodged

in his body. The troops of the Parliament lost

heart and gave way. Rupert, after pursuing them
for a short time, hastened to cross the bridge, and
m;ide his retreat unmolested to Oxford.

Hampden, with his head drooping, anJ jis hands

By kiml permission of Messrs. Longman and Co.
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leaning on his horse's neck, moved feebly out of

the battle. The mansion which had been in ha

by his father-in-law, and from which in his youth

he had carried home his bride Elizabeth, was in

sight. There still remains an affecting tradition

that he looked for a moment towards that beloved

house, and made an effort to go thither I

But the enemy lay in that direction. lie turned

his hone towards Tliame, where he arrived almost

fainting with agony. The surgeons dressed his

wounds. But there was no hope. The pain which

he suffered was most excruciating. Hut he endured

it with admirable firmness and resignation. Hi-

fi rst care was for his country. He wrote from

his bed several letters to London concerning

public affairs, and sent a last pressing i

the head-quarters, recommending that tie

persed forces should be concentrated. When his

public duties were performed, he calmly prepared

himself to die.

A short time before Hampden's death the

sacrament was administered to him. His in;

remained uneloitded. When all was Dearly

he lay murmuring faint prayers for himself, and

for the eau<e in whieh he died. " Lord JcsUS," he

exclaimed, in the moment of the
I

my soul. O Lord, sa\ intry. <>

Lord, be merciful to - -." In that broken ejacula-

tion passed away his noble and fearless spirit.

lie was buried in the parish church ofHampden.
His soldiers, bareheaded, with reversed aims and

muffled drums and colours, escorted his body to

the grave. Ringing as they marched that lofty and

melancholy psalm in which the fragility of human
life is contrasted with the immutability of Him to

whom a thousand years are R iy when it

is passed, and as a watch in the night.

The news of Hampden's death, produced as greed

a consternation in his party, according to Claren-

don, M if their whole army had been cut off. The
journals of the time amply prove that the Parlia-

ment and all its friends were filled with grief ami

dismay. Lord has. quoted a remarkable

passage from the next Weekly InftULy

•'fin; loss of Colonel Hampden goeth near the

heart of every man that loves the good of his king

and country, and makes some conceive littl.

tent to be at the army now that b The
memory of this deceased colonel is such, that in

Hue but it will more ami more be had

in honour and esteem; a man so religious, and of

that prudence, judgment, temper, valour,

integrity, that he hath left few his like behind.

"

lie had indeed left none his like behind him.

There still remained, indeed, in his party, many
acute intellect-', many eloquent tongues, many

and horn | ill remai'

I and clownish soldier, half fanatic, half buf-

foon, whose tali lly by one

penetrating eye, were equal toallthehigfaesl duties

of the soldier and the pi | in Hampden,
and in Hampden alone, were united all the qualities

which, at such Q e the
:' Cromwell, tb

comment and eloquence of Vane, the bum
and moderation of Manchester, the .-tern in:.

of Hale, the ardent public spirit of Sydney. < tthers

might • he quaJitii

popular party in the ci

ne had both the power and the inclination to

in the hour of triumph.

( tthers could conquer ; h ncile.

A heart as bold as his brought Up the .

who turned the tide of battle on Mar-tun

As skilful an eyeaS his watched the Bcotch army

.ling from the heights over Dunbar. But it

hen to the sullen tyranny of Laud and Ch
i

ambit: endancy and burning for revi

it was when the vices and ignorai b the

old tyranny had general UOd the new

no with destruction Inglaiul ra

the sobrictv. the self-command, the perfect sound-
' judgment . the perfect re. t it ude of intent ion.

to which the history of revolutions furnish

parallel, or furnishes a parallel in Washington B

TO DA I' I'tlDILS.

[Robbrt Hkurioc. Born in Cheapsido in 1591. Took holjr order*, and became riotrof Dean Prior. The time of his .1

uncertain.]

Fun Daffodils, wo weep to see

Voil baite away SO

mi

ed his noon.

iy. stay,

Until the hast ning day

Has run

"But to the even-song

;

And, having pray d together, WO
Will go with you a!

We have short timo to stay, hi

We have as short a BpTU

W a dio

As your hours do, and dry

l.iko to tho summer's rain;

rnorning dew
:• to bo found again.
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THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW.
[Washington Ieving. See Page 1.]

In the bosom of one of the spacious coves which

indent the eastern shore of the Hudson, at that

broad expansion of the river denominated by the

ancient Dutch navigators the Tappaan Zee, and

where they always prudently shortened sail, and

implored the protection of St. Nicholas when they

crossed, there lies a small market-town or rural

port, which by some is called Greensburgh. Not
far from this village, perhaps about three miles,

there is a little valley, or rather lap of land, among
high hills, which is one of the quietest places in

the whole world.

From the listless repose of the place, and the

peculiar character of its inhabitants, who are de-

scendants from the original Dutch settlers, this

sequestered glen has long been known by the

name of Sleepy Hollow, and its rustic lads are

called the Sleepy Hollow Boys throughout all the

neighbouring country. A drowsy, dreamy influ-

ence seems to hang over the land, and to pervade

the very atmosphere. The whole neighbourhood

abounds with local tales, haunted spots, and twilight

superstitions; stars shoot and meteors glare oftener

across the valley than in any other part of the

country ; and the nightmare, with her whole nine-

fold brood, seems to make it the favourite scene

of her gambols.

The dominant spirit, however, that haunts this

enchanted region, and seems to be commander-in-
chief of all the powers of the air, is the apparition

of a figure on horseback without a head. It is

said by some to be the ghost of a Hessian trooper,

whose head had been carried away by a cannon-

ball, in some nameless battle during the revolu-

tionary war ; and who is ever and anon seen by the

country folk, hurrying along in the gloom of night,

as if on the wings of the wind. His haunts are

not confined to the valley, but extend at times to

the adjacent roads, aiid especially to the vicinity of

a church that is at no great distance. Indeed,

certain of the most authentic historians of those

parts, who have been careful in collecting and
collating the floating facts concerning this spectre,

allege that the body of the trooper having been
buried in the churchyard, the ghost rides forth to

the scene of battle in nightly quest of his head

;

and that the rushing speed with which he some-
times passes along the Hollow, like a midnight
blast, is owing to his being belated, and in a

hurry to get back to the churchyard before day-
break.

Such is the general purport of this legendary
superstition, which has furnished materials for

many a wild story in that region of shadows ; and
the spectre is known, at all the country firesides,

by the name of the Headless Horseman of Sleepy

Hollow.

In this by-place of nature there abode, in a

remote period of American history—that is to say,

some thirty years since—a worthy wight of the

name of Ichabod Crane ; who sojourned, or, as

he expressed it, " tarried," in Sleepy Hollow, for

the purpose of instructing the children of the

vicinity. He was a native of Connecticut ; a state

which supplies the Union with pioneers for the

mind as well as for the forest, and sends forth

yearly its legions of frontier woodmen and country

schoolmasters. The cognomen of Crane was not

inapplicable to his person. He was tall, but ex-

ceedingly lank, with narrow shoulders, long arms
and legs, hands that dangled a mile out of his

sleeves, feet that might have served for shovels,

and his whole frame most loosely hung together.

His head was small, and flat at top, with huge
ears, large green glassy eyes, and a long snipe

nose, so that it looked like a weathercock, perched

upon his spindle neck, to tell which way the wind
blew. To see him striding along the profile of a

hill on a windy day, with his clothes bagging and
fluttering about him, one might have mistaken

him for the genius of Famine descending upon
the earth, or some scarecrow eloped from a corn-

field.

In addition to his other vocations, he was the

singing-master of the neighbourhood, and picked

up many bright shillings by instructing the young
folks in psalmody. Thus, by divers little make-
shifts, in that ingenious way which is com-
monly denominated " by hook and by crook," the

worthy pedagogue got on tolerably enough, and
was thought, by all who understood nothing of the

labour of headwork, to have a wonderful easy life

of it.

He was, moreover, esteemed by the women as a

man of great erudition, for he had read several

books quite through, and was a perfect master of

Cotton Mather's " History of New-England Witch-

craft," in which, by the way, he most firmly and
potently believed.

He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small shrewd-

ness and simple credulity. His appetite for the

marvellous, and his powers of digesting it, were

equally extraordinary; and both had been in-

creased by his residence in this spell-bound region.

No tale was too gross or monstrous for his capa-

cious swallow.

What fearful shapes and shadows beset his path

amidst the dim and ghastly glare of a snowy
night ! How often did he shrink with curdling

awe at the sound of his own stops on the frosty
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crust beneath his feet; end dread to look over

his shoulder, lest he should behold, some uncouth
I) ting tramping close behind him ! -and how
was he thrown into complete dismay by some
rushing blast, howling among the trees, in the

idea that it was the Galloping Ressian on one of

his nightly scouring*!

All these, however, w terrors of the

night, phantoms of the mind that walk in dark-

and though he liil seen mmy spaetrea in

his tin]!, and been more th m
in dit 13, in his lonely p irambul

diylight put aa end to all th-;; evils; and he

w > al I h i

.

life of it. in il

of the D'vil and all his works, if his path ha I

l I) ling that oaasea m ire

plrxity to mortal man than gh ists, goblins, and the

whole race of witches put togeth or, an 1 thai »

a woman.

Among the musical disciples who assembled.

one evening in each week, to receive his instruc-

tions in psalmody, was Katrina Van Tassel, th.>

daughter and only child of a substantial D

farmer. She was a blooming lass of fresh eighteen

;

plump as s partridge, ripe and melting and
cheeked as one of her father's pnaohos. and univer-

sally famed, not merely for her beauty, hut her

ma. 8h • was withal a little of a

coquette, ;n might l>
i p »ro lived even in her dress,

which was a mixture of ancient and m
faihions, as m let oil' her oharnu.

wore the ornrn ml I of pwe yellow gold

which her andmother had brought
over Grow Saardam; the tempting stomaoher of

the old 'it time; and withal a provokingly short

petti- play the prettiest foot and ankle in

t he country round.

[ohabodOrana had a soft and (oolish hen
ward the sex; and it is not to be wondered al

io tempting a morsel soon found favour in

• as had visited her

in her paternal mansion.

Prom the moment [ohabod laid his eyes upon

regions of delight, the pea re of his mind was
;it ;iu and, and his only . t inly was how to gain th •

us of t li" peerless of Van T.

In this enterprise, however, h • had more
difficulties than generally fell to the lot of a knight-

errant of jore, who seldom had anything hut

giants, en fiery dragons, and such like

easily ies, tO contend with ; and
had to m i if iron

ami I
1 walls of B 1 i nant, t | the i

keep, where the lady of his heart was oonfined;

all which he aohiei ly as a man would

bhe centre of a Christinas pie,

and then the 1
I

nn her han 1 I

of course. Iehahod. OH the contrary, had to win

heset

with a labyrinth of whims and caprices, whi-h
were for ever presenting new difficulties and im-

pediments; and he had to encounter a h

fearful adversaries of real flesh and blood, the

numerous rustic admirers, who heset every portal

to her heart—keeping a watchful and angr|

upon each Other, but ready to fly out in the com-
mon i ost any new competitor.

Among these the most formidable was a burly,

roaring, eg blade, of the name ofAbraham
ir, according to the hatch abbreviation, Bn

Van Brunt, the hero intry round, which

with his I gth and hardihood.

ed-shouldered and double-jointed, with

short curly black hair, and a bluff, but not nn-

. having a min if fun

and arrogai »m his Herculean frame and
•' limb, he had received the niek-

of Brom Hones, by which he was universally

known. He was famed | knowledge and

skill in horsemanship, being as dexterous on h

back as a Tartar.

On a line autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, in

on the I

whence- he usually watchetl all the of hi j

little literary realm. The stillne- Idwnly

interrupted by the appearance of a negro in tow-

cloth jacket and trousers, a round crowned
in. 'tit of a hat, like the cap of Mercury, and

mounted on the back of a ragged, wild, half-broken

colt, which he managed with a rope by wi

halter. 11 a • school-door

with an invitation to [ohabod to attend a merry-

makii [uilting frolic." to be held that

evening at tlynbeer Van T. ad having

delivered his message with that air of import

and effort at fine language, which a negro is apt to

display on petty em: the kind, ho <1

over the brook, and Hampering away up

the Hollow, full of the im] uodhurryof his

on.

All was now hustle and hubbub in the late quiet

school-room. The sohols urricd throne/],

their lessons, without Stopping at trifles; those

who were nimble skipped Over half with impunity;

and those who were tardy bail a smart applica-

tion now and then in the rear, tO
(
quicken their

1 or help them '1 word.

gallant [chabod spent at least an i

half hour at his toilet, brushing and furbishing

up hi 1 indeed only, suit of rusty black.

and arranging his looks by a bit of broken looking-

that hung up in the school-house. That, he

might make
tho truo style of a cavalier, he borrowed a I

the farmer with whom lie was domiciliated, a

choleric old Dutchman, of the name of Earn Van

Ripper, and, thus gallantly m nod forth,

u «piest of adventures, Bnt
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^ia«.» Uj int. Jii. iauWAKUS.j

TO DAFFODILS.
(See Page 130.)

it is meet I should, in the true spirit of romantic

story, give some account of the looks and equip-

ments of my hero and hi3 steed. The animal he

bestrode was a broken-down plough horse, that

had outlived almost everything but his vicious-

ness. II j was gaunt and shagged, with a owe
neck and a head like a hammer; his rusty mane
and tail were tangled and knotted with burs ; one

eye had lost its pupil, and was glaring and spec-

tral, but the other had the gleam of a genuine
devil in it. Still he must have had fire and mettle

in his day, if we may judge from his name, which
was Gunpowder.

Ichabod was a suitable figure for such a steed.

He rode with short stirrups, which brought his

knees nearly up to the pommel of the saddle; his

sharp elbows stuck out like grasshoppers' ; ho

carried his whip perpendicularly in his hand, like

a sceptre ; and, as the horse jogged on, tho motion

of his arms was not unlike the flapping of a pair

of wings. A small wool hat rested on the top of

his nose, for so his scanty strip of forehead might

be called; and the skirts of his black coat fluttered

almost out to the horse's tail. Such .was the

appearance ef Ichabod and his steed, as they

shambled out of the gate of Hans Van Rippor
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Blld it- was altogether such an apparition

seldom to be met with in broad daylight.

It was toward evening that Ichabod arrived at

the castle of the Elerr Van Tassel, which he found

thtonged with the pride and flower of the adjacent

country.

And now the sound of the music from the com-
mon room, or hall, summoned to the dance. The
musician was an old grey-headed uegrO, who had

been the itinerant orchestra of the neighbourhood

for more than half a century. His instrument

. old and battered as himself. The g
pari of the time he Bcraped away on two or three

Btrings, accompanying every movement of the

how with a motion of the head, bowing almost to

the ground, and stamping with his foot whenever
a fresh Couple were to start.

When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was

attracted to a knot of the Sager folks, who, with

old Van Tassel, sat smoking at one end of the

piazza, gossiping over former times, and drawing
out long stories about- the war.

But all these were nothing to the tales of -

and apparitions that succeeded. The neighbour*

hood is rich in legendary treasures of the kind.

Local tales and superstitions thrive best in these

sheltered, long-settled retreats; but are trampled

under foot by the shifting throng that forms the

population of most of our country plat

The chief part of the stories turned upon the

favourite B] t re < »f Sleepy Hollow, the headless

horseman, who had been heard several tie

patrolling the country; and. ii

tethered his horse nightly among the gran

the churchyard.

The tale was told of old Brouwer, a most

heretical disbeliever ill ghosts, how he met the

horseman returning from his foray into Bleepy

Hollow, and was obliged to get up behind him
how they galloped over bush and brake, over hill

and swamp, until they reached the bridge, when

the horseman suddenly turned into a skeleton,

threw old Brouwer into the brook, and sprang

away over the tree tops with a clap of thunder.

This story was immediately matched by a thrice

marvellous adventure of BrOU Hones, who made
light of the Galloping Hessian as an arrant jockey.

Reaffirmed thai on returning one night from the

neighbouring village of Sing-Sing, he had been

overtaken by this midnight trooper; that he had

offered to race with him for I b >wl of punch, and

should have won it too, for Daredevil beat the

goblin horse all hollow, but just as they oatM to

the Church bridge, the 1 1 •— ian bolfc d. and vanished

in a flash Of tire.

All these tales, told in that drowsy under-tons

with which men talk in the dark, the countee

of the listeners only now and then receiving a

I gleam from t he glare < J' a pipe, sunk deep

in the mind of Ichabod. He repaid them in kind

with large from his invaluable author,

Cotton Mather, and added many marvellous events

that had taken place in hi mec-

tieut, ami fearful sights which he liad seen in hi:'

nightly walks ab . Hollow.

It v cry witching time of night that

Ichabod. heavy-hearted and crest-fallen, pui
* the lofty

hills which rise above Tarry Town, and which he

had traversed so cheerily in the afternoon. The
hour was as dismal as himself. Far below him.

the Tappaan Zee spread its dusky and indi-

. with hen; and then' the tall mast
of a sloop, riding quietly at anchor under the

land. In the dead hush of midnight, he

even hear the barking of the watch-dog from the

opposite shore of the Hudson; butitws
and faint as only to give an idea of his disl

from this faithful companion of man.

All the and goblins that he

had heard in the afternoon now came cm
upon his re The night grew darker and

darker; t! 1 to sink deeper in the

sky. and driving cloud- ally hid them
from his sight. He had never fell so lon< J

dismal. He ws pproaching thi

place where many of the scenes of the Lr l:

had been laid. In tl d an

enormous tulip tree, which towered like a giant

above all the other bourhood
and formed a kind of land-mark.

Aboul two hundred yards from the tree a small

brook the road, and ran into a ma
and thickly wooded glen, known by the name of

amp. A few rough logs, laid side by
side, served for a bridge 0V6T this Stream. This

has ever since
I idered a haunt'

and f arful are the feelings of the who
it alone after dark.

he approached the stream, his 1m

to thump; he summoned up, however, all his

resolution, gave his horse half a score of kicks in

the ribs, and attempted to dash briskly .

bridge, but. ii: kiting forward, the

old animal made a lateral movei

ran broadside against the fence. Tl

r now bestowed both whip and heel upon

the starveling ribs of old Gunpowder, who d

forward, snuffling and snorting, but (

stand just by the bridge with a suddei

had nearly sent his rider sprawling over his head.

.lust at this moment a plashy tramp by tie

of the bridge oaught the sensitive car of [chabod.

En the dark shad.iw of tin 1 grove, on the m..

ok, he beheld something huge, mis-

shapen, black, and towering. It stirred not. but

seemedgathered up in the gloom, like some gigantic

monster ready to spring upon the traveller.
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The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose upon
his head with terror. What was to be done ? To
turn and fly was now too late ; and besides, what
chance was there of escaping ghost or goblin, if

such it was, which could ride upon the wings of

the wind? Summoning up, therefore, a show of

courage, he demanded in stammering accents

—

" Who are you ? " He received no reply. He
repeated his demand in a still more agitated voice.

Still there was no answer. Once more he cud-

gelled the sides of the inflexible Gunpowder, and

shutting his eyes, broke forth with involuntary

fervour into a psalm tune. Just then the sha-

dowy object of alarm put itself in motion, and

with a scramble and a bound, stood at once in the

middle of the road. Though the night was dark

and dismal, yet the form of the unknown might

now in some degree be ascertained. He appeared

to be a horseman of large dimensions, and mounted
on a black horse of powerful frame. He made no

offer of molestation or sociability, but kept aloof

on one side of the road, jogging along on the blind

side of old Gunpowder, who had now got over his

fright and waywardness.

Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange

midnight companion, and bethought himself of

the adventure of Brom Bones with the Galloping

Hessian, now quickened his steed, in hopes of

leaving him behind. The stranger, however,

quickened his horse to an equal pace. Ichabod
pulled up, and fell into a walk, thinking to lag be-

hind—the other did the same. His heart began to

sink within him; he endeavoured to resume his

psalm tune, but his parched tongue clove to the

roof of his mouth, and he could not utter a stave.

There was something in the moody and dogged
silence of this pertinacious companion that was
mysterious and appalling. It was soon fearfully

accounted for. On mounting a rising ground,

which brought the figure of his fellow traveller

in relief against the sky, gigantic in height, «and

muffled in a cloak, Ichabod was horror-struck, on
perceiving that he was headless !—but his horror
was still more increased on observing that the

head, which should have rested on his shoulders,

was carried before him on the pommel of the

saddle! His terror rose to desperation: he rained

a shower of kicks and blows upon Gunpowder,
hoping, by a sudden movement, to give his com-
panion the slip—but the spectre started full jump
with him. Away then they dashed, through thick

and thin, stones flying and sparks flashing at

every bound. Ichabod' s flimsy garments fluttered

in the air, as ho stretched his long lank body
away over his horse's head, in the eagerness of

his flight.

They had now reached the road which turns off

to Sleepy Hollow ; but Gunpowder, who seemed
possessed with a demon, instead of keeping up it,

made an opposite turn, and plunged headlong;

down hill to the left. This road leads through a
sandy hollow, shaded by trees for about a quarter

of a mile, where it crosses the bridge famous
in goblin story, and just beyond swells the green

knoll on which stands the whitewashed church.

As yet the panic of the steed had given his un-

skilful rider an apparent advantage in the chase

;

but just as he had got half way through the

hollow, the girths of the saddle gave way, and he
felt it slipping from under him. He seized it by
the pommel, and endeavoured to hold it firm, but
in vain ; and had just time to save himself by
clasping old Gunpowder round the neck, when
the saddle fell to the earth, and he heard it tram-

pled under foot by his pursuer. For a moment
the terror of Hans Van Ripper's wrath passed

across his mind—for it was his Sunday saddle;

but this was no time for petty fears ; the goblin was
hard on his haunches, and (unskilful rider that

he was !) he had much ado to maintain his seat

;

sometimes slipping on one side, sometimes on
another, and sometimes jolted on the high ridge

of his horse's back-bone, with a violence that he

verily feared would cleave him asunder.

An opening in the trees now cheered him with

the hopes that the church bridge was at hand.

The wavering reflection of a silver star in the

bosom of the brook told him that he was not

mistaken. He saw the walls of the church dimly
gleaming under the trees beyond. He recollected

the place where Brom Bones' ghostly competitor

had disappeared. "If I can but reach that

bridge," thought Ichabod, "I am safe." Just

then he heard the black steed panting and blowing

close behind him ; he even fancied that he felt his

hot breath. Another convulsive kick in the ribs,

and old Gunpowder sprung upon the bridge; he

thundered over the resounding planks, he gained

the opposite side, and now Ichabod cast a look

behind to see if his pursuer .should vanish, ac-

cording to rule, in a flash of fire and brimstone.

Just then he saw the goblin rising in his stirrups,

and in the very act of hurling his head at him.

Ichabod endeavoured to dodge the horrible mis-

sile, but too late. It encountered his cranium
with a tremendous crash—he was tumbled head-

long into the dust, and Gunpowder and the

goblin rider passed by like a whirlwind.

The next morning the old horse was found witk

out his saddle, and with the bridle under his feet,

soberly cropping the grass at his master's gate.

Ichabod did not make his appearance at breakfast

—dinner-hour came, but no Ichabod. The boys

assembled at the school-house, and strolled idly

about the banks of* the brook; but no school-

master. Hans Van Ripper now began to feel some
uneasiness about the fate of poor Ichabod and his

saddle. An inquiry was set on foot, and after
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diligent investigation they came upon his traces.

In one part of the road leading to the church was

found the Saddle trampled in the dirt, the tracks

of horses' hoofs, deeply dented in the road, and

evidently at furious speed, were traced to the

bridge, beyond which, on the bank of a broad part

of the brook, where the water ran deep and black,

was found the hat, of the unfortunate Iehabod.

and close beside it a shattered pumpkin.
The brook was searched, but the body of the

schoolmaster was not to b red. Bans Van
Ripper, ai executor of his < mined the

bundle which Contained all his worldly effects.

They consisted of two shirts and a half, two stocks

for the tieok, a pair or two of wor kings,

an old pair of corduroy small-dot hes, ;i rusty

. a book of psalm tunes full of dog's

and a broken pitch-pipe;. As to the

furniture of the schoolhouse, they belonged to the

community, excepting Cotton Mather's ••
11

of Witchcraft," a N d Almanack, and a

book of dreams and fort une-tdli)

The mysterious event caused much speculation

at the church on the following Sunday. Ki,

dpi were collected in tin- church*
yard, at the bridge, and a! the ipol where the hat

and pumpkin had been found. The stories of

Brouwer, of Hones, and a whole bu hers.

were Called to mind, and when they had diligently

considered them all. and compared them with the

symptoms of the pi book their

heads, and came to the conclusion thai

had been carried off by tin- Galloping Hessian.

I; is true, an old farmer who had been down to

Vork on a visU several years after, and from

whom this account of th>

received, brought home the intelligence that Icha-

bod Crane was still alive, that he had left the

neighbourhood partly through fear of the goblin

and Hans Van Kipper, and partly in mortification

at having been suddenly dismissed by tl

that he had changed his quarters to a d

of th • had kept school a' i law

at the same time, had been admitted to the bar,

turned politician, el a for the

newspapers, and finally hail been made a ju

of the Ten Pound Court. Brom 1 who.

shortly after his rival's disap:

the bl - ttrina in triumph to the altar, was
obsen ngly knowing win a

• ry of Ich . lated, and always bnrst

into a hearty laugh at the mention of the pumpkin,

which led I I hat he knew more ubout

the mutter than he chose to tell.
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THE HAUNTED PALACE
[Edgar Allan Poe. See Page 8.)

In the greenest of our valleys,

By good angels tenanted,

Once a fair and stately palace

—

Radiant palace—reared its

head.

In the monarch Thought's do-

minion,

It stood there

!

Never seraph spread a pinion

Over fabric half so fair.

Banners yellow, glorious, golden,

On its roof did float and flow

(This—all this—was in the olden

Time, long ago)

;

And every gentle air that dallied,

In that sweet day,

•Along the ramparts plumed and

pallid,

A winged odour went away.

Wanderers in that happy valley,

Through two luminous win-

dows, saw

Spirits moving musically,

To a lute's well-tuned law,

Round about a throne jyhere, sit-

ting

(Porphyrogene
!)

In state, his glory well befitting,

The ruler of the realm was

And all with pearl and ruby
glowing

Was the fair palace door,

Through which came flowing,

flowing, flowing,

And sparkling evermore,

A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty
Was but to sing,

In voices of surpassing beauty,

The wit and wisdom of their king.

But evil things, in robes of sorrow,

Assailed the monarch's high estate.

(Ah ! let us mourn—for never morrow
Shall dawn upon him desolate !)

And round about his home the glory

That blushed and bloomed,

(Drawn by E. Hull.)

Is but a dim, remembered story

Of the old time entombed.

And travellers, now, within that valley,

Through the red-litten windows see

Vast forms, that move fantastically,

To a discordant melody

;

While, like a ghastly rapid river,

Through the pale door,

A hideous throng rush out for ever,

And laugh—but smile no more.

vol. I. 18
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COMIC MISERIES.
[Dr. Oliver Wendell

dear young friend, whose
shining wit

Sets the whole room a-

blaze,

Don't think yourself a
" happy dog,"

For all your merry

ways

;

But learn to wear a sober

phis,

Be stupid if you can :

It's such a very serious

thing

To bo a funny man

!

You'ro at an evening

party, with

A group of pleasant

folks,

You venturo quietly to crack

Tho least of little jokes.

A lady doesn't catch the point,

And bogs you to explain

:

Alas! for one that drops a jest

And takes it up again.

You're talking deep philosophy

With very special force,

To edify a clergyman

With suitable discourse;

You think you've got him, when he tells

A friend across tho way,

And begB you'll say that funny tiling

You said the other day.

You drop a protty " jou-do-mot"

Into a neighbour's ears,

Who likes tO give you credit for

The clovor things lie hears ;

Holmes. S*4 Page 30.]

And so he hawks your jest about,

The old authentic one,

Just breaking oil" the point of it,

And leaving out the pun.

By sudden change in polities,

Or sudden change in Polly,

Yon Ion your love or lovers, and fall

A prey to melancholy;

While everybody niai vels why
Your mirth is under ban.

They think your very grief a joke ;

You're such a funny man.

You follow up a stylish card,

That bids you come and dine,

And bring along your freshest wit

(To pay for musty wine).

You'ro looking very dismal, when
My lady bounces in,

And wonders what you'ro thinking of,

And why you don't begin !

You're tolling to a knot of friends

A fancy tale of woes

That cloud your matrimonial sky,

And banish all repose.

A solemn lady orerhfl

The story of your si

And tells the town the pleasant t

You quarrel with your wile !

Iffy dear young friend, whoso shining wit

Sots all tho room a-blaze,

Don't think yourself a " happy d
For all your merry wa\

But lean to wear a sober phi/.,

Be stupid if you can i

It's such a very serious thing

To bo a funny man !

WHAT A BABY'S HAND UNLOCKED*
|
Mr. Thomas Arc-tier U tho author of "Madame Prudence," " Wayfe Summers," and other noTols and gtorica. Ho has alio

written a remtirkable book on poverty and crime: *' Tho Pauper, the Thief, and tho Conrict.'J

l'i oii.k who know the City, and like to wander up
and down the (plaint old streets, soon learn to

tho broad and more modern thoroughfares,

and to plunge into tho silenco and seolnsion of the

queer by-ways which lio away from the great roar-

ing sea of traffic, like the caves and shallows that

skirt some trreat ocean bay.

Amongst tnoso retired spots none are moro
suggestive than tho old churchyards, all blurred

and dim with London smoke, but yet in which a

few trees yearly put forth green leaves of little

promise, and a choir of sooty sparrows chirp

around the queer old steeples, or perch impnd
upon the leaden ornament! which adorn

I

ponh. Of the dozen or so of such plans none
• arc more :- than the church and yard of

St. Simon Swynherde, which, lying in tho <ir-

cumbendibus of a lane named after the same
forms as it were a sort of outlying island, cpon

a quid ihorea the incautious wayfarer,

sometimes lo~t or I r the hum-
mine; ie they boom in tho

* Br kind permission of the Author.



WHAT A BABY'S HAND UNLOCKED. 139

thoroughfares beyond. There is no alteration in

this place from year to year, except such differences

as are brought about by the change of seasons :

no civic improvement troubles its sedate gloom

—

no adventurous speculator regards it as a promis-

ing site for building blocks of offices—no railway

company casts an evil eye upon its seclusion.

To get away from the place, however, and come

to our story (it shows what a queer, dreamy, out-

of-the-way, lost, forlorn, silent, incompetent, old

neighbourhood it is when only to begin to talk

about it involves utter forgetfulness of the business

that took you there)—to get away from the place

to the people—the dimmest, darkest, and dirtiest

of all the houses round the yard was that of Richard

Dryce and Co., factors and general merchants.

It was never known who was the Co., for Richard

Dryce managed his own business, and lived in the

house, in one of the back rooms of which, overlook-

ing a square, paved courtyard, he had been born

;

for the business belonged to his father before him,

and he himself had married into the business of

another factor and general merchant. His wife

had died some twenty years before the period of

this story—died in giving birth to a boy, who was

sometimes mistaken for the Co., but who at present

occupied no better position than that of a superior

clerk, with the questionable advantage of living

with his father in the dull old house, where he had

to go through the warehouse, amidst innumerable

bales and crates and packages, to reach the stair-

case which conducted him to the gloomy rooms,

the old-fashioned furniture of which suited his

father, but was sorely against his own taste.

How he should have come to have any opinion

of his own is perhaps a mystery, for he resembled

his mother, who was a simple creature, easily

influenced, and with all her tastes apparently

moulded on the pattern set before her by her

husband. Still, however it may have been, though

he was born in the gloomy house, and was subject

to the same influences, the younger Dryce—whose
name was Robert—never took kindly to the dull

routine to which his father's habits doomed him.

lie was too dutiful and too mild in disposition—in

fact, too unlike his own father—to offer any direct

opposition to it, or to complain very often of

its exactions ; but he felt that at twenty ho was
kept with too tight a hand, and that there were
worlds beyond St. Simon Swynherde which might
be harmlessly explored.

Richard Dryce was not a bad man; but ho
had been himself devoted from early life to one
condition of things, which were in some strange

way in accordance with his natural constitution,

or with which he had become identified till they

grew into a necessary part of his existence. He
was a self-contained man—an undemonstrative

man, whose mind was attuned to respectable
J

solitude, and who, without being a misanthrope,

regarded his fellow-creatures through a ground-
glass medium, which made them seem shadowy
and unapproachable. A few business acquaint-

ances he had, with whom he would sometimes take

his chop and glass of old port at a City tavern of

an evening ; he would even, on rare occasions, go
the length of smoking a cigar in company with

one or two of his less distant companions ; but
his laugh was like the harsh echo of a disused

violin, and he seldom or never invited anybody to

see him at home. One of the people whom ho

disliked most said that he was "a button-up

man," and Richard Dryce could never forgive

him—the description was so true.

One of his most intimate friends, an alderman,

of congenial temperament, who had greatly dis-

tinguished himself by quarrelling and exchanging

vituperative epithets with another alderman on
the magisterial bench, seriously advised him to be-

come a candidate for civic honours ; but he strenu-

ously refused, although he ultimately permitted

his son Robert to achieve something like inde-

pendence by becoming a liveryman of the Worship-
ful Company of Twidlers, whose hall stood within

the precincts of St. Simon Swynherde. It was
only on the occasion of one of their dinners that

Robert was allowed to be out after ten o'clock

;

but that restriction did not prevent his spending

the larger number of his evenings between eight

o'clock and ten at the Twidlers' Hall, which mouldy
old structure, with its great, cold, lonely ban-

queting hall and awkward polygonal ante-rooms
decorated with portraits of deceased dignitaries,

held an attraction, not to be found elsewhere, in

the person of pretty Agnes Raincliffe, the only

daughter of the company's beadle.

For six months they had been under the sweet

illusion that disinterested affection must eventually

win for itself a way to union ; but old Mr. Raincliffe

had spoken seriously to them, and altogether for-

bade their further meeting until Robert had spoken
to his father. He went home that very night, and,

nerved to a sort of desperation, did speak to his

father, ending with too usual declarations that

his choice was tmalterable. Perhaps it was ; but,

whether or not, Richard Dryce went the very way
to make it so when he laughed that discordant

laugh, and, with a taunt against his son's weakness
of purpose and his dependent position, told him to

dismiss such a scheming little hussey from his

thoughts, for he was to marry when he had
permission, which would never be granted to such

a match as the beadle wanted to bring about.

Robert left his father's presence without a word

;

but in a week from that date he had followed Agnes
down into the country, whither she had been sent

out of the way. When he returned he wrote a

letter to his father, to say that they were married.
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It is easy to guess what followed. When he called

for an answer to his communication, he received a

brief note, saying that he was discarded from that

hour, need never trouble himself to enter the

doors of the old house again, and that henceforth

he must look to his own exertions for the means

of living. This letter was sent by the hand of a

sort of managing clerk, one Jaggers, who was at

the same time commissioned to tell Robert that

he could, if he chose, obtain a situation in a house

at Liverpool, where his father's interest was
sufficient to secure him a clerkship at a very

moderate salary. Now it so happened that Jaggers

had always appeared to be the l>est friend young
Robert ever had: ho had sympathised with him

on the subject of his father's harshness ; had

apolauded his noble sentiments when ho had im-

parted the secret of his engagement to Agnes;

had wished that h» was master of the establish-

ment in St. Simon's Yard, that justice might l>e

done to disinterested virtue; and had generally

assumed tin; part of guide, philosopher, and friend,

tempered by humble deference, to tho young man.

It, was arrangedbetween them, therefore, thai

a time, during which Robert should accept tho

ion at Liverpool, a more successful appeal

might be made to Dryoe, Senior, and that a

addressed to him should be sent under cover to

Jaggers, who would lay it on his table. Then

Robert and his young wife went away, leaving

this good-natured fellow to watch their into

A year passed, and tho lottcr had been written,

but remained unanswered I
indeed, according to

Jaggers's showing, Richard Dryco was moro in-

veterate than ever, and was unapproachable on the

subject of his undutil'ul son, in pleading whoso

cause ho (Jaggers) had nearly obtained his own

dismissal. Tho houso in which Robert was a clerk

went to pieces in tho commercial crisis, and he was

thrown Out Of employment. Again ho wrote to

his father, saying that he had an appointment

offered him in Australia, and only wanted the

money to pay his pataigo. Be raeetTsd no reply,

but some people who knew him in Liverpool made
no the sum. and his wife came to London to livo

with her la! her (who was superannuated in favour

of a new beadle), and to wait for his return, or 'for

tho remit' I
come by tho first mail,

that sho might join him there.

Their first child, a :,'irl, had been a poor sickly

little creature, and was dead} but Agnes was likely

again to become .and waited anxiously for

the money which would enable her to prepare for

such an event. waited, it never

. and Jaggers, to whom it was to have been

directed, advanced her a sovereign, as he said,

Of his small means." and then lost sight of

her. for she and her father had moved into fresh

nrhere the managing clerk could scarcely

trouble himself to go, unless he had good news to

take with him. Indeed, he had so much to occupy

his attention, that some months had elapsed

he had seen Agnes ; once only ho had written a

short reply to a note imploring him to say whether

any remittance hod arrived ; but how could ho

spare time to attend to such matters when Mr.

Dryce was every week taking a less active part in

the business, and the Christmas quarter was steal-

ing on, with the balance-sheet not even thought of

in the press of country orders P Mr. Richard Dryce

was still hale and active; but those who knew him

best thought that he was breaking. His voice

was less harsh, his hair had turned from iron

to white. Once or twice old acquaintances vei

to ask after his son, but he shook his head, and

said he knew nothing of him; he had written to

his last address, but had received no reply.

So Christmas came Christinas Eve, that is;

and the old man looked so solitary, that one or

two tried to rally him, and even asked him to

spend the next day with them, to which fa

sponded by his old harsh laugh, and puttin

his worsted gloves trudged home through the

snow.

On Christmas morning he awoke early—almost

before tho daylight had penetrated the dull i

where he lived—and had a sudden fancy to walk

into tin; church. It was already daylight in the

streets, but the interior of St. Simon Swynherdfl

was dim with mist and with the obscurity of the

windows. Some attempt had been made

tion even here, however, and branches of holly

and evergreens woro placed about the pillars and

it the organ, where his own name had

painted in gilt letters since the time that hfl

hnrohwardanand helped to restore it.

as ho looked up at it, the notes of the I

hymn came trembling into the chill mornin

for the organist had come there to play before the

early To most pcoplo there might have

been nothing in the place or its associations to

evoke much gentle feeling; but as the ton

the organ swelled and the music grew louder, old

Richard Dryce sat down in tho corner of his own

pew, and leaned his head upon the book-board, with

his hands clasped before his face. Not till the

tears had trickled from between his fil

diil he raise his head, and then it was to look rom d

him to the cushion at the other end of the pew,

for from some place near him he thought he had

heard a sound that was outof all harmony with tho

organ, but not altogether apart, from t!

tions of the Christmas hymn -the wailing of

child. Another moment hfl was bending 01

bundle seemingly ODD fS coarse blue cloak,

but from which there presently came out a baby

hand, and—tho covering OttOfl pulled aside—a little

round ro.-y face, in which a pair of large blu<
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{Drawn by W. Small.)

<vcro wide awake in utter astonishment. Who
can tell what had been the thoughts busy in old

Dryce's mind? Was it prayer? Was it that

yearning which finds no words of entreaty, but yet

ardently and dumbly implores—all vaguely—that

the crooked paths of former error may be made
straight at last—that the rough places of a mis-

taken course may become divinely plain? Ho
could not tell ; and yet in some way he accepted

this child as a visible answer to a petition that he
had meant to frame. When the organist and the

sextoness came down presently, and with indignant

virtue advised the removal of the child ^o the

workhouse, he regarded their suggestion as littlo

less than impious, and expressed his determination

of taking the little one home with him.

His old housekeeper and the younger servants

were not a little surprised, perhaps they wero

even scandalised, to see the merchant come home
with such a Christmas offering ; but Mr. Dryce

was master in his own house, and the littlo guest

was fed. Then Dr. Banks was sent for, and ho

declared that it would bo necessary to provide a

nurse ; while, as luck would have it, he had that

very morning (Christmas morning) been sent for

to sec a casual applicant for relief at the Union
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—a woman who had just lost a child. Tempo-
rarily she might do well enough, and Dr.

Baakl wanted to get homo to dinner; so away
went the housekeeper in a cab with a latter from
the doctor, and in two hours came back, bringing

with her a pale, pretty young woman whose name
was Jane Harris, and who—her husband having
gone abroad and loft her with a child which she

had just lost—was reduced to apply at the work-
house. Sho was so timid, and had at first such a

scared look, that Mr. Dryco had much trouble to

induce her to stay ; but it was quite wonderful the

way in which the child took to her, and so a room
was got ready for them both, and she was com-
fortably settled, almost, as the housekeeper said,

" as if sho was a lady, though for the matter of

that, Dr. Banks knew more about her than he
said, and things looked very queer." At any rate,

Dr. Banks said the next day, after ho had had a

little conversation with the new nurse, that sho

was thoroughly trustworthy, and that ho himself

had known hor father, who once held a very re-

spectable position in the City, but was now dead.

So Mrs. Harris became an inmato at the dim old

house, and hor charge throve under her care.

When the boy at last grew able to crawl about,

end even to walk from chair to oheir, he seemed to

have so grown to the old man's heart that Dryco

became subject to a kind of transformation. His

laugh grew moro mellow, as though tho violin had
been laid near the fire, and played upon gently;

a dosen old and forgotten pioture-b >oks were dis-

interred from some box, and toys strewed tho floor

of tho dingy sitting-room. At about this tune
Mrs. Harris was, for a weok or moro, strangely

agitated by a letter which was brought to her one

morning, and eamo, as sho said, from herhusband,
who had boon for somo time in Australia. Upon
her reoorery, ICr. Dryce inquired a littlo into hor

husband's oiroumstanoes, and hearing that ho was
endeairouring to establish an agency in Sydnev.

wrote a lottor requesting him to make some in-

quiries about a house to which Dryco and Co. had

made large consignments, but whoso promised
remittance had not duly arrived. He soon had
enough to occupy him, however, for Christmas was
coming round again; and, with something like a
resumption of the old vigour in his but
h kbits, be bad called for tho books, for ho had had
H->mo serious losses

I
i began to think it

neccs i re somo personal attention to the

current accounts. Still, every day he had his littlo

pet in tho room to play about his knees, and,

indocd. refused to part with him oven when Nurse
Harris came to put him to bod, often making her

tnd tako some wine, or consulting her as to

somo future provision for hor littlo chargo.

It was on anothor Christmas Eve that he sat

talking to her in this way, but still with a r

absent manner, for his heavy ledgers and rash-

books lay besido him on the table. Sho would
have taken the child away, but Mr. Dryce told

hor to let him remain, and at tho same time asked
her to step down into the counting-house, and if

Mr. Jaggers had not left for the night, to ask him
to come up. Now Mr. Jaggers had so seldom
invited to come up-stairs, that, although ho of

course knew of tho adoption of the little foundling,

ho had never seen tho nurse; but that was scarcely

any reason for her stopping on her way down-
hcr hand to her side with a

sudden spasm of fear.

She got down at last, however, and opening the

two doors which led to the passage, at the end of

which was tin 1 private counting-house, stood there

in the shadow and looked in.

Mr. Jaggers was busy at his desk tearing up
papers, some of which already blazed upon the

hearth The desk itself was open, and by the light

of tho shaded lamp she could see that it con-

tained a heavily-bound box. in which hunga bunch
of keys. As sho delivered Mr. D: ^age,

still in tho shadow of tho door, he looked up
a scared face, and, dropping the lid of the

with a loud slam, pee re 1 into the darki:

Mrs. Harris repeated h i returned

swiftly up the stairs, nor stopped even to go in

for the child, but shut herself in her own room.

Somehow or other, Mr. Jaggers felt a cold per-

spiration break out all over him; and y
scarcely have been cold, for ho already had his

great-coat on, and there was a decent fire in the

grato burning behind a guard. Still, he shivered,

and after taking tho lamp, and once more looking

int> the entry, gave 'i of relief, and in a

balf'-;:bsent manner, locked both box and desk, and

Carefully placed the keys in a

Dg the lamp still burning, he went up--

and found Mr. Dryco alone, sitting at the table

with the books open before him. He looked op.

"Take a seat, Jaggers," '•
I thai]

you for an hour or more, for there are se

thine;-, here that require explanation."

Mr. Jaggers turned pale, but he took oft* his coat

and laid it, alone; with his hat, on tho gr

hair sofa at the other end of the room. Then

ho and his «mployor plunged into figures, till the

chimes of a distant clock sounded nine. " \\

must finish this the day after Christmas 1

1

ICr. Dryce j "I won't k •

-p you lon.r

Mr. Jaggers put on fail i hat, and

inloyor good night. Se bad no sooncs

the room than Mrs. Harris Came in to fetch tho

little one, for, as sho said, "it was ah

dtime." Richard Dryce fell into his (hair,

and was as n • ir having a fit as ever kS hs i

in bis lifo. "Good graciou- ! M

ilon't mean to say you haven't got the b
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not here ; run and see whether he has gone into

Betsy's room; she runs away with him sometimes."
" Mamma !" said a sleepy little voice under the

sofa, and Mr. Dryce and the nurse were both on

their knees in a moment.
"The precious ! why, if he hasn't been asleep all

the time," said Mr. Dryce, kissing the warm rosy

cheek. " Take him off to bed directly, and bring

him down to breakfast in the morning."

Mrs. Harris only just escaped meeting Jaggers

on the stairs, up which he was coming, followed by
Betty with a flaring tallow candle, and looking

carefully on every stair. " I beg your pardon,

sir," he said, with a scared look, as he opened

the room door, " but have you seen my keys

anywhere ? I must have dropped them somewhere
in the room, I think."

" No," replied Mr. Dryce, " I've seen nothing

—

most extraordinary!" he said to himself, thinking

of the child and forgetting Jaggers.
" It is, sir, very extraordinary," said the clerk,

groping on the floor. " I know I had them when
I came up here, and I can't open my desk, where I

keep my money."
" Oh, never mind, Jaggers," said Mr. Dryce,

sleepily. " Here are a couple of sovereigns. If we
find the keys, you can have them on Boxing Day.

Come, good night ! I'll come down and bolt the

office door after you."

Jaggers entreated his employer not to take so

much trouble, and delayed so long that the old

gentleman began to grow a little impatient. At
last he got rid of him by giving him permission

to come early next morning, when, if his keys

were not discovered, he might pick the lock.

Mr. Dryce was in a brown study, sitting looking

at the fire, and sipping a glass of hot negus, when
Mrs. Harris knocked at the door.

"Excuse me, sir, but have you missed your

keys ?
"

" Hang the keys !

" said Mr. Dryce, absently.

" I beg your pardon, Mrs. Harris ; sit down a

moment. I was thinking what I could buy our

little fellow for a Christmas present."
" But these keys, sir : I took them out of the

bosom of baby's frock when I undressed him.

How he got them I can't tell."

Mr. Dryce took the keys in his hand, and looked

at them mechanically; then started, and singling

out one particular key, held it nearer the light, at

the same time comparing it with one of a bunch
which he took from his own pocket. He had
turned stern and pale.

" I want you to come down-stairs with me, Mrs.
Harris," he said ;

" these are the keys, Mr. Jaggers

has lost, and I'm afraid I shall want a policeman."

First the door of the great iron safe lot into the

wall. Mr. Dryce knew that it was a cunningly-

made lock, and thought that no key but his would

open it. It opened easily with Jaggers's key, how-

ever; and from the lower drawer was missing

property, in those days often kept in such places

—bills, gold, and notes—to the value of £4,500.

"With feverish haste the old man unlocked the I

desk and the brass-bound box within it. The
latter contained all the missing property, evidently

placed there for immediate removal. In the desk

were found bills, letters, and correspondence, a

glance at which disclosed a long system of fraud

and peculation. Above all, amongst the loose

papers were the letters that Robert sent to his

father, and those which had been written by him-

self in repentance of the harsh parting which ho

had brought about with his lost son.

While they were both looking with mute astonish-

ment at these evidences of Jaggers's villany, there

came a low knocking at the door, and two men
entered, one of them a broad, brown-bearded man,

in a half seafaring dress ; the other a policeman.

" A clerk of yours, named Jaggers," said the

latter ;
" I want to know whether he has robbed

you, or if you have reason to suspect him ? This

party has given him in custody on another

charge."

There was a loud scream, and Mrs. Harris fell

into the arms of the stranger, who had taken her

aside to whisper to her.

" She is my wife," said he to Mr. Dryce. " I am
the person to whom you wrote, and I have brought

the remittance with me from Australia."

They all went up- stairs together, except the

policeman, whose question was answered by a

recital of the events of the night, and the present

of a sovereign.

" Bring down tho boy, and let me look at his

dear little face," said old Dryce, when they were

sitting round the fire.

The child was brought down still asleep.

"God bless him!" said the bearded stranger.

" He's not like either of us, Aggy."
" Like either of you ! " said Mr. Dryce. " How

should ho be like your husband, Mrs. Harris P
"

" Don't you know me, sir p " said the stranger,

taking Mr. Dryce's hand. " My name is Robert
Dryce, and this is my child, whose mother left it

to the mercy of Heaven, and found that it had
reached its natural home. Forgive us, sir, for our

child's sake."

Old Dryce was a shrewd man, but it took an

hour to make him understand it all : events had
come about so strangely.

" Well," said Robert, at last, " I'm glad you wero

in time to save the money."
" Hang the money ! " ejaculated the old man

;

" at least, too much of it," he added, correcting

himself. " This baby's hand has unlocked more
treasures for me than all the Bank of England
could count on a summer's day."
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VIRTUE.

I George Herbert. Born 1593. Educated at Cambridfre, and chosen University Orator. Was made fiitt prebend

of Layton Eccleeia, and afterwards rector of Bemerton, in Wiltshire. Died 1632.]

Sweet day! so cool, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of tho earth and sky;

The dews shall weep thy fall to-night;

For thou must die.

Sweet rose! whose hue, angry and brave,

Hids the rash gazer wipe his eye;

Thy root is ever in its grave;

And thou must die.

Sweet spring ! full of sweet days and rosos

;

A box where sweets compacted he;

Thy music Rhows ye have your closes;

And all must die.

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

Like season'd timber, never gives

;

But, though tho whole world turn to coal.

Then chiefly lives.
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(Drawn by A. W. Bates.)

SONG OF THE EMIGRANTS IN BERMUDA.

[Andrew Marvel, born 1620. Was a friend and assistant of Milton. M.P. for the city of Hull.

Died August 16, 1678.]

Where the remote Bermudas ride

In the ocean's bosom unespied,

From a small boat that row'd along

The listening winds received this song :

—

" What should we do but sing His praise,

That led us through the watery maze,

Where He the huge sea monsters wracks,

That lift the deep upon their backs.

Unto an isle so long unknown,
And yet far kinder than our own !

He lands us on a grassy stage,

Safe from the storms, and prelate's rage :

He gave us this eternal spring

Which here enamels everything,

And sends the fowls to us in care

On daily visits through the air.

He hangs in shades the orange bright

Like golden lamps in a green night,

And does in the pomegranates close

Jewels more rich than Ormus shows :

He makes the figs our mouths to meet,

And throws the melons at our feet

;

But apples, plants of such a price,

No tree could ever bear them twice.

With cedars chosen by his hand
From Lebanon he stores the land

;

And makes the hollow seas that roar

Proclaim the ambergris on shore.

He cast (of which we, rather, boast)

The Gospel's pearl upon our coast

;

And in these rocks for us did frame

A temple where to sound His name.

Oh, let our voice His praise exalt

Till it arrive at Heaven's vault,

Which then, perhaps, rebounding may
Echo beyond the Mexique bay !

"

Thus sung they in the English boat

A holy and a cheerful note

:

And all the way, to guide their chime,

With falling oars they kept the time.

vol. I. 19
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THE DEATH OF A MISER.
[Sir Waltek Scott. Set Pagt 116.]

, IS own reflections

promised to Nigel

little amusement,
and less applause.

He had considered

his own perilous

situation in every

light in which it

could be viewed, and
foresaw as little utility

as comfort in resuming

the survey. To divert

the current of his ideas,

books were, of course,

the readiest resource; and

although, like most of us,

Nigel had, in his timo,

sauntered through largo libraries, and

even spent a long time there without

greatly disturbing their learned contents, he was
now in a situation where the possession of a

volume, even of [very inferior merit) becomes

a real treasure. The old housewife returned

shortly afterwards with fagots, and some
|

of half-burnt wax candles, the perquisites, pro-

bably, real or usurped, of some experienced

groom of the chambers, two of which she placed

in large brass candlesticks, of different shapes

and patterns, and laid the others on the table,

that Nigel might renew them from timo to timo

as they burnt to the sockets. She heard with

interest Lord Glenvarloch's request to have a

book—any sort of book—to pass away the night

withal, and returned for answer, that sho knew of

no other books in the house than her young mis-

tress's (as she always denominated Mistress

Martha Trapbois) Bible, which tho owner would
not lend; and her master's Whetstone of Witte,

being the second part of .Arithmetic, by Robert

Record, with the Cossike Practice and Rule of

Equation; which promising volume Nigel decimal

to borrow. Sho olforod, however, to bring him some
books from Duko Hildebrod, " who sometimes,

good gentleman, gave a glanco at a book when tho

State affairs of Alsatia loft him as much leisure."

Nigel embraced the proposal, and his un-

wearied Iris scuttled away on this second em-
bassy. She returned in a short time with a

tattered quarto volumo under her arm, and a

pottle of gack in her hand ; fc» the Duko, judging

that more reading was dry work, had sent tho wine

by way of sauce to help it down, not forgetting to

:kM tho price to the morning's score, which he had
already run up against the stranger in the Sanc-

tuary.

Nigel seized on the book, and did not refuse the

wine, thinking that a glass or two, as it really

proved to be of good quality, would be no bad
interlude to his studies. He dismissed, with
thanks and assurance of reward, the poor old

drudge who had been so zealous in his servico;

trimmed his fire and candles, and placed the

easiest of the old arm-chairs in a convenient pos-

ture betwixt tho fire and the table at which he

had dined, and which now supported the measure
of sack and the lights ; and thus accompanying
his studies with such luxurious appliances as were
in his power, ho began to examine the only volume
with which the ducal library of Alsatia had

able to supply him.

The contents, though of a kind generally in-

teresting, were not well calculated to dispel the

gloom by which he was surrounded. Tho book

was entitled "God'i Revenge against Murther;"

not, as the bibliomanical reader may easily con-

re, tho work which Reynolds published under

that imposing name, but one of a much earlier

printed and sold by old Wolfe; and which,

could a copy now bo found, would sell for much
moro than its weight in gold.

1 had soon enough of tho doleful tales which

tho book contains, and attempted one or two other

modes of killing the evening. He looked out at

window, but the night was rainy, with gusts of

wind; ho tried to coax the fire, but the fagots

were green, and smoked without burning; and as

II naturally temperate, ho felt his blood

somewhat heated by the canary sack which he

had already drunk, and had BO farther inclination

to that pastime. He next attempted to oomp
memorial addressed to tho king, in which ho set

forth his case and his gi ledily

stung with the idea that his supplication would be

treated with scorn, he flung tho scroll in;

and, in a sort of desperation, resumed the book

which ho had laid aside.

Nigel became more interested in the volum

tho second than at the first attempt which he

made to peruso it. The narratives, Btrango and

shocking as they were to human feeling, pos-

sessed yet the interest of sorcery or of fas

tion which rivets tho attention by its awakening

horrors. Much was told of the strange and

horrible acts of blood by which men, letting

nature and humanity aliko at d -li:ine<\ had, far

tho thirst of revengo, the lust of gold, or tho

cravings of irregular ambition, broken into tho

tabernaclo of life. Yet moro surpn

mysterious tales wero recounted of tho mode in

which such deeds of blood had come to be dis-
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covered and revenged. Animals, irrational animals,

had told the secret, and birds of the air had carried

the matter. The elements had seemed to betray

the deed which had polluted them—earth had

ceased to support the murderer's steps, fire to

warm his frozen limbs, water to refresh his

parched lips, air to relieve his gasping lungs.

All, in short, bore evidence to the homicide's

guilt. In other circumstances, the criminal's own
awakened conscience pursued and brought him to

justice; and in some narratives the grave was

said to have yawned, that the ghost of the sufferer

might call for revenge.

It was now wearing late in the night, and the

book was still in Nigel's hands, when the tapestry

which hung behind him flapped against the wall,

and the wind produced by its motion waved the

flame of the candles by which he was reading.

Nigel started and turned round, in that excited

and irritated state of mind which arose from the

nature of his studies, especially at a period when
a certain degree of superstition was inculcated as

a point of religious faith. It was not without

emotion that he saw the bloodless countenance,

meagre form, and ghastly aspect of old Trapbois,

once more in the very act of extending his

withered hand towards the table which supported

his arms. Convinced by this untimely apparition

that something evil was meditated towards him,

Nigel sprang up, seized his sword, drew it, and,

placing it at the old man's breast, demanded of

him what he did in his apartment at so untimely

an hour. Trapbois showed neither fear nor sur-

prise, and only answered by some imperfect

expressions, intimating he would part with his

life rather than with his property; and Lord
Glenvarloch, strangely embarrassed, knew not

what to think of the intruder's motives, and still

less how to get rid of him. As he again tried the

means of intimidation, he was surprised by a

second apparition from behind the tapestry, in the

person of the daughter of Trapbois, bearing a

lamp in her hand. She also seemed to possess

her father's insensibility to danger, for, coming
close to Nigel, she pushed aside impetuously his

naked sword, and even attempted to take it out of

his hand.
" For shame ! " she said, " your sword on a man

of eighty years and more !—this the honour of a
Scottish gentleman !—give it to me to make a

spindle of!

"

" Stand back," said Nigel ;
" I mean your father

no injury, but I will know what has caused him
to prowl this whole day, and even at this late hour,

around my arms."
" Your arms ! " repeated she ;

" alas ! young
man, the whole arms in the Tower of London are
of little value to him, in comparison of this miser-
able piece of gold which I left this morning on

the table of a young spendthrift, too careless to

put what belonged to him into his own purse."

So saying, she showed the piece of gold, which,

still remaining on the table where she had left it,

had been the bait that attracted old Trapbois so

frequently to the spot ; and which, even in the

silence of the night, had so dwelt on his imagina-

tion, that he had made use of a private passage

long disused, to enter his guest's apartment, in

order to possess himself of the treasure during

his slumbers. He now exclaimed, at the highest

tones of his cracked and feeble voice

—

" It is mine !—it is mine !—he gave it to me for

a consideration—I will die ere I part with my pro-

perty !

"

"It is indeed his own, mistress," said Nigel,

" and I do entreat you will restore it to the person

on whom I have bestowed it, and let me have my
apartment in quiet."

" I will account with you for it, then," said the

maiden, reluctantly giving to her father the morsel

of Mammon, on which he darted as if his bony

fingers had been the talons of a hawk seizing its

prey ; and then, making a contented muttering and

mumbling, like an old dog after he has been fed,

and just when he is wheeling himself thrice round

for the purpose of lying down, he followed his

daughter behind the tapestry, through a little

sliding-door, which was perceived when the hang-

ings were drawn apart.

" This shall be properly fastened to-morrow,''

said the daughter to Nigel, speaking in such a
tone that her father, deaf, and engrossed by his

acquisition, could not hear her; "to-night I will

continue to watch him closely."

There was a slight fever in Nigel's blood, occa-

sioned by the various events of the evening, which
put him, as the phrase is, beside his rest. Per-

plexing and painful thoughts rolled on his mind
like a troubled stream, and the more he laboured

to lull himself to slumber, the farther he seemed
from attaining his object. He tried all the re-

sources common in such cases; kept counting

from one to a thousand, until his head was giddy

—he watched the embers of the wood-fire till his

eyes were dazzled—he listened to the dull moaning
of the wind, the swinging and creaking of signs

which projected from the houses, and the baying

of here and there a homeless dog, till his very ear

was weary.

Suddenly, however, amid this monotony, came
a sound which startled him at once. It was a

female shriek. He sat up in his bed to listen,

then remembered he was in Alsatia, where brawls

of every sort were current among the unruly in-

habitants. But another scream, and another, and
another, succeeded so close, that he was certain,

though the noise was remote, and sounded stifled,

it must be in the same house with himself.
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Nigel jumped up hastily, put on a part of his

clothes, seized his sword and pistols, and ran to

the door of his chamber. Here he plainly heard

the screams redoubled, and, as he thought, the

sounds came from the usurer's apartment. All

access to the gallery was effectually excluded by

the intermediate door, which the brave young lord

shook with eager, but vain impatience. But the

secret passage occurred suddenly to his recollection.

He hastened back to his room, and succeeded with

some difficulty in lighting a candle, powerfully

agitated by hearing the cries repeated, yet still

more afraid lest they should sink into silence.

He rushed along the narrow and winding en-

trance, guided by the noise, which now burst more
wildly on his ear ; and, while he descended a

narrow staircase which terminated the passage,

he hoard the stifled voices of men, encouraging,

as it seemed, each other—" Curse her, strike her

down—silence hor—beat her brains out!"—while

the voice of his hostess, though now almost

exhausted, was repeating the cry of " murder,"

and "help." At the bottom of the staircase

was a small door, which gave way before Nigel

as he precipitated himself upon the scene of

action,—a cocked pistol in one hand, a candle

in the other, and his naked sword under his arm.

Two ruffians had with great difficulty over-

powered, or, rather, were on the point of over-

powering, the daughter of Trapbois, whose r

ance appeared to have been most desperate, for

the floor was covered with fragments of her

clothes, and handfuls of her hair. It appeared
that her life was about to be the price of her

defence, for one villain had drawn a long clasp-

knife, when they wero surprised by the entrance

of Nigel, who, as they turned towards him, shot

the fellow with the knife dead on the spot, and
when the other advanced to him, hurled the can-

dlestick at his head, and then attacked him with

his sword. It was dark, save some pale moon-
light from the window; and the ruffian, after

firing a pistol without effect, and fighting a

traverse or two with his sword, lost heart, made
for the window, loaped over it, and i N igel

fired his remaining pistol after him at a venture,

and then called for light.

"There is light in the kitchen," answered Martha
Trapbois, with more presence of mind than could

have been expected. " Stay, you know not the

way ; I will fetch it myself. Oh ! my father—my
poor father!—I knew it would coino to this —and
all along of the accursed gold ! They have mur-

dered him !"

ADVICE TO YOUNG WOMEN;
OR, THE ROSE A>'D STRAWBERRY.

[Dr. Woloott. 34* Pag* 5.]

Young women ! don't be fond of killing.

Too well I know your hearts unwilling

To hide beneath the veil a charm ;

Too pleased a sparkling eye to roll,

And with a neck to thrill the soul

Of every swain with love's alarm :

Yet, yot, if prudence bo not near,

Its snow may melt into a tear.

The dimple smile, and pouting lip,

Where little Cupids nectar sip,

An- very pretty lures, I own :

Hut ah ! If prudence he not nigh,

Thoso lips where all the Cupids lio,

May givo a passago to a groan.

A Rose, in all tho pride of bloom.

Flinging around her rich perfumo;

Ear form to public notice pushing.

Amid tho summer's golden glow,

Peeped on a strawberry below,

Beneath a leaf in secret blushing.

" Miss Strawberry," exclaimed th'

'• What's beauty that no mortal knows P

What is a charm, if never seen P

You really are a pfi ire i

Then wherefore hide eaoh blooming feature!-'

Come up, and show your modest mien."

" Miss Rose," the Strawberry replied,

" I never did possess a pride

That wished to dash tho public eye

;

Indeed, I own that I'm afraid ;

I think tin r a the shade;

Ambition causes many a sigh."

"Go, simpio child," tho Rose rejoined
;

" Soo how I wanton in the wind

:

I foel no danger's dread alarms i

And then observe the god of day,

How amorous with his golden ray

To pay his visits to my charms !

"

No sooner said, but with a scream

She started from her favourito theme.

A clown had on her fixed his pat

!

In vain she screeched—Hob did but smiic;

Robbed with her leaves his noso awhile,

Then bluntly stuck her in his hat.
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[prawn by B. Bradley.)

TOM IS EXPECTED.*
[From the "Mill on the Floss," by George Eliot. See Page 89.]

It was a heavy disappointment to Maggie that she

was not allowed to go with her father in the gig

when he went to fetch Tom home from the

academy; but the morning was too wet, Mrs.

Tulliver said, for a little girl to go out in her best

bonnet. Maggie took the opposite view very

strongly, and it was a direct consequence of this

difference of opinion that when her mother was in

the act of brushing out the reluctant black crop,

Maggie suddenly rushed from under her hands,

* Extracted with the kiu<l

and dipped her head in a basin of water standing

near—in the vindictive determination that there

should be no more chance of curls that day.

" Maggie, Maggie !

" exclaimed Mrs. Tulliver, sit-

ting stout and helpless with the brushes on her

lap, "what is to become of you if you're so

naughty ? I'll tell your Aunt Glegg and your Aunt
Pullet when they come next week, and they'll

never love you any more. Oh dear! oh dear ! look

at your clean pinafore, wet from top to bottom.

permission of the Author.
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Folks 'ull think it's a judgment on me as I've got

such a child—they'll think I've done summat
wicked."

Before this remonstrance was finished, Maggie

was already out of hearing, making her way
towards the great attic that ran under the old

high-pitched roof, shaking the water from her

black locks as she ran, like a Skye terrier escaped

from his bath. This attic was Maggie's favourite

retreat on a wet day, when the weather was not

too cold ; here she fretted out all her ill-humours,

and talked aloud to the worm-eaten floors and the

worm-eaten shelves, and the dark rafters festooned

with cobwebs ; and hero she kept a Fetish winch

she punished for all her misfortunes. This was

the trunk of a large wooden doll, which once stared

with the roundest of eyes above the reddest of

cheeks ; but was now entirely defaced by a long

career of vicarious suffering. Three nails driven

into the head commemorated as many crises in

Maggie's nine years of earthly struggle; that

luxury of vengeance having been suggested to her

by the picture of Jael destroying Sisera in the old

Bible. The last nail had been driven in with

fiercer stroke than usual, for tho Fetish on that

occasion represented Aunt Glegg. But immediately

afterwards Maggie had reflected that if she drove

many nails in, she would not bo so well able to

fancy the head was hurt when she knocked it

against tho wall, nor to comfort it, and make be-

lieve to poultice it, when her fury was abated ; for

even Aunt Glegg would be pitiable when she had

been hurt very much, and thoroughly humiliated,

so as to beg her niece's pardon. Since then she

had driven no more nails in ; but had soothed her-

•etf by alternately grinding and beating tho

wooden head against the rough brick of the great

chimneys that made two square pillars supporting

the roof. That was what she did this morning on

reaching the attic, sobbing all the while with a

passion that expelled every other form of con-

sciousness—even the memory of tho grievance

that had caused it. As at last tho sobs were get-

ting quieter, and the grinding less fierce, a sudden

beam of sunshine, falling through tho wire lattice

across the worm-eaten shelves, made her throw

away the Fetish and run to tho window. The sun

really breaking out; tho sound of the mill

seined cheerful -again ; the granary doors were

open ; and there was Yap, tho queer white-and-

brown terrier, with ono ear turned back, trotting

about and sniffing vaguely, as if ho were in search

of a companion. It was irresistible. M.

tossed her hair back and ran down-stairs, seized

hor bonnet without putting it on, peeped, and then

dashed along tho passagolest she should encounter

her mother, and was quickly out in the yard,

whirling round like pythoness, and ringing as

she. whirled. " v ap, Yap, Tom's coming home!*
1

while Yap danced and barked round her, as much
as to say, if there was any noise wanted he was
the dog for it.

" Hegh, hegh, miss, you'll make yourself giddy,

an' tumble down i' tho dirt," said Luke, tho head
miller, a tall, broad-shouldered man of forty,

black-eyed and black-haired, subdued by a general

mealiness, like an auricula.

Maggie paused in her whirling, and said, stag-

gering a little, " Oh, no, it doesn't make me giddy,

Luke ; may I go into the mill with you ?
"

Maggie loved to linger in the greet spines of the

mill, and often came out with her black hair pow-
dered to a eoft whiteness that made her dark

flash out with new fire. The resolute din, the un-

resting motion of the great stones, giving her a

dim delicious awe as at the presence of an uncon-

trollable force—the meal for ever pouring, j>ouring

—tho fine white powder softening all surfaces, and
making the very spider-nets look like a fairy

work—tho sweet, pure scent of tho meal—all

helped to make Maggie feel that the mill was a

little world apart from her outside every-day life.

The spiders were especially a subject of speculation

with her. She wondered if they had any relations

outside the mill, for in that case there must be a

painful diHiculty in their family intercourse—a fat

and floury spider, accustomed to take his fly well

dusted with meal, must suffer a little

cousin's table where the fly was au natunl, and

the lady-spiders must be mutually shocked at each

other's appearance. But the perl of the mill she

liked best was the topmost storey—the corn-hutch,

great heaps of gran* which

she could sit on and slide down continually.

was in the habit of taking this recreation as she

OOnverBOd with Luke, to whom she was very com-

municative, wishing him to think well of her

understanding, as her father did.

lVrhaps she felt it necessary to recover her

position with him on the present occasion, for, as

she s:it sliding on the heap of grain near which he

was busying himself, she said, at that shrill pitch

which was requisite in mill society

—

"I think you never read any book but the

Bible, did you, Luke P
"

"Nay, miss—an' not much o' that," said Luke,

with great frankness. " I'm no resdi

arn't."

"But if I lent you one of my books, L
I've not got any very pretty books that would be

easy for you to read ; but there's ' Pug's Tour of

Europe '—that would teach you all about the dif-

- of people in the world; and if you

didn't understand the reeding, the pictures would

help you they show tho looks and ways of the

people, and what they do. There are the Dutch-

men, very fat, and smoking, you know—and one

sitting on a barrel."
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" Nay, miss, I'n no opinion o' Dutchmen. There

ben't much good i' knowin' about them."

" But they're our fellow-creatures, Luke—we

ought to know about our fellow-creatures."

" Not much o' fellow-creatures, I think, miss

;

all I know—my old master, as war a knowin' man,

used to say, says he, ' If e'er I sow my wheat

wi'out brinin', I'm a Dutchman,' says he ; an' that

war as much as to say a Dutchman war a fool, or

next door. Nay, nay, I arn't goin' to bother mysen

about Dutchmen. There's fools enoo—an' rogues

enoo—wi'out lookin' i' books for em."
" Oh, well," said Maggie, rather foiled by Luke's

unexpectedly decided views about Dutchmen,
" perhaps you would like ' Animated Nature

'

better—that's not Dutchmen, you know; but

elephants, and kangaroos, and the civet cat, and

the sun-fish, and a bird sitting on its tail—

I

forget its name. There are countries full of

those creatures, instead of horses and cows, you

know. Shouldn't you like to know about them,

Luke?"
"Nay, miss, I'n got to keep count o' the flour

an' corn—I can't do wi' knowin' so many things

besides my work. That's what brings folk to the

gallows— knowin' everything but what they'n

got to get their bread by. An' they're mostly

lies, I think, what's printed i' the books ; them
printed sheets are, anyhow, as the men cry i' the

streets."

" Why, you're like my brother Tom, Luke," said

Maggie, wishing to turn the conversation agree-

ably ;
" Tom's not fond of reading. I love Tom so

dearly, Luke,—better than anybody else in the

world. When he grows up, I shall keep his house,

and we shall always live together. I can tell him
everything he doesn't know. But I think Tom's
clever, for all he doesn't like books: he makes
beautiful whipcord and rabbit-pens."

" Ah," said Luke, " but he'll be fine an' vexed,

as the rabbits are all dead."
" Dead !

" screamed Maggie, jumping up from
her sliding seat on the corn. " Oh dear, Luke !

Wha: ! the lop-eared one, and the spotted doe that

Tom ipent all his money to buy ?
"

"As dead as moles," said Luke, fetching his

comparison from the unmistakable corpses nailed

to the stable-wall.

" Oh dear, Luke," said Maggie, in a piteous tone,

while the big tears rolled down her cheek ;
" Tom

told me to take care of 'em, and I forgot. What
shall I do?"

" Well, you see, miss, they were in that far tool-

house, an' it was nobody's business to see to 'em.

I reckon Master Tom told Harry to feed 'em, but
there's no countin' on Harry

—

he's a offal creatur

as iver come about the primises, he is. He re-

members nothing but his own inside—an' I wish

it 'ud gripe him."
" Luke ! Tom told me to be sure and remem-

ber the rabbits every day ; but how could I, when i

they did not come into my head, you know ? Oh!
he will be so angry with me, I know he will, and

so sorry about his rabbits—and so am I sorry.

Oh ! what shall I do?"
" Don't you fret, miss," said Luke, soothingly

;

"they're nash things, them lop-eared rabbits

—

they'd happen ha' died, if they'd been fed. Things

out o' natur niver thrive : God A'mighty doesn't

like 'em. He made the rabbits' ears to lie back,

an' its nothin' but contrairiness to make 'em

hing down like a mastiff dog's. Master Tom 'ull

know better nor buy such things another time.

Don't you fret, miss. Will you come along home
wi' me, and see my wife? I'm a-goin' this

minute."

The invitation offered an agreeable distraction

to Maggie's grief, and her tears gradually subsided

as she trotted along by Luke's side to his plea-

sant cottage, which stood with its apple and pear

trees, and with the added dignity of a lean-to

pig-sty, close by the brink of the Ripple. Mrs.

Moggs, Luke's wife, was a decidedly agreeable

acquaintance. She exhibited her hospitality in

bread and treacle, and possessed various works

of art. Maggie actually forgot that she had any

special cause of sadness this morning, as she

stood on a chair to look at a remarkable series of

pictures representing the Prodigal Son in the

costume of Sir Charles Grandison, except that, as

might have been expected from his defective

moral character, he had not, like that accomplished

hero, the taste and strength of mind to dispense

with a wig. But the indefinable weight the dead

rabbits had left on her mind caused her to feel

more than usual pity for the career of this weak
young man, particularly when she looked at the

picture where he leaned against a tree with a

flaccid appearance, his knee-breeches unbuttoned

and his wig awry, while the swine, apparently of

some foreign breed, seemed to insult him by their

good spirits over their feast of husks.

" I'm very glad his father took him back again

—aren't you, Luke ? " she said. " For he was

very sorry, you know, and wouldn't do wrong

again."

"Eh, miss," said Luke, "he'd be no great

shakes, I doubt, let 's feyther do what he would

for him."

That was a painful thought to Maggie, and she

wished much that the subsequent history of the

young man had not been left a blank.
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THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE.

[Christopher Marlowx, born about 1562. Educated at Cambridge. Ho was killed in a brawl at Deptford, 1503.]

Come live with me, and be my love,

And we will all tho pleasures prove

That hills and valloys, dale, and field,

And all tho craggy mountains yield.

There will wo sit upon tho rocks,

And see the shephords feed their flocks,

By shallow rivers, to whoso falls

Melodious birds sing madrigals.

There will I make thee beds of roses,

And a thousand fragranf

A cap of flowors, and a kirtlo

Embroidcr'd all with leaves of myrtle

A gown mado of tho finest wool,

Which from our pretty Iambi wo pull;

Fair-lined slippors for the cold,

With buckles of tho purest gold.

A bolt of straw and ivy buds,

With coral clasps and amber studs

;

And if these pleasures may thoo movo,

Como live with me, and bo my love.

Thy silver dishes for thy moat,

As precious as tho gods do eat,

Shall on an ivory table bo

rod each day for thoo and mo.

Tho shepherd swains shall dance and sing

For thy delights each Mny-morni:

If these delights thy mind iimy B
Then livo with mo, and be my h>vo.
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(Drawn by W. H. Fisk.)

THE GLOVE AND THE LIONS.
[Leigh Hunt. See Page 71.]

King Francis was a hearty king, and loved a
royal sport,

And one day, as his lions strove, sat looking on
the court

:

The nobles filled the benches round, the ladies by
their side,

And 'mongst them Count do Lorge, with one he

hoped to make his bride :

And truly 'twas a gallant thing to see that crown-
ing show,

Valour and love, and a king above, and the royal

beasts below.

Eamped and roared the lions, with horrid laugh-

ing jaws

;

They bit, they glared, gave blows like beams, a

wind went with their paws
;

With wallowing might and stifled roar they rolled

one on another,

VOL. I.

Till all the pit, with sand and mane, was in a

thund'rous smother

;

The bloody foam above the bars came whizzing

through the air

;

Said Francis then, " Good gentlemen, we're better

here than there !

"

De Lorge's love o'erheard the king, a beauteous,

lively dame,

With smiling lips, and sharp bright eyes, which

always seemed the same :

She thought, " The Count, my lover, is as bravo

as bravo can be
;

He surely would do desperate things to show his

love of me !

King, ladies, lovers, all look on ; the chance is

wondrous fine

;

I'll drop my glove to prove his love
;
groat glory

will be mine !

"

20
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She dropped her glove to prove his love : then

looked on him and smiled
;

He bowed, and in a moment leaped among tho

lions wild

:

The leap was quick ; return was quick ; he scon

regained his place

;

Then threw the glove, but not with love, right in

the lady's face

!

"In truth!" cried Francis, "rightly done!" and
he rose from where he i

"No love," quoth he, "but vanity, sets love a task

like that!"

HOW COMMODORE TRUNNION WENT TO GET MARRIED.
[Tobias Okorob Smollett. Born, at Eenton, in Dumbarton, in 1721. Brought up for the medical profession, and was a nary
surgeon for some time. Was a great invalid, and went abroad several times for the benefit of his health. Died Jl-t O.-t ., 1771.]

HE fame of this extraordinary

conjunction spread all over

the county; and on the day

appointed for their

spousals, the church

was surrounded by an

iucoii.civiilile multi-

tude. The commodore,

to give a specimen of

his gallantry, by the

advice of his friend

Hatchway, resolved to appear

on horseback on the grand
occasion, at the head of all his

male attendants, whom he

[ had rigged with the white

shirt s and Mark caps formerly

belonging to his 1>.

. end he bought a couple of hunters for the

accommodation of himself and his lieutenant.

With this equipage, then, ho set out from the

garriaon for the chunh, after haying dispatched a

messenger to apprise the bride that, he and his

company were mounted. She got immediately

into the coach, accompanied by her brother and

his wile, and drove directly to the place of assigna-

tion, where several pewi were demolished)

divers persons aim 1 to death, by the

eagerness of the crowd that broke in to see the

ceremony performed. Tims arrived at the altar,

and the priori in attendance, they waited a whole

halt-hour for the eonuin dot e. at whose slowness

they began k0 DC under some apprehension, and

accordingly dismissed I servant to quicken his

pace. The valet haying rode something more than

a mile, espied the whole troop disposed in a totier

Held, crossing the road obliquely, and headed by
the bridegroom and biS friend Hatchway, who,

finding himself hindered by a hedge fiom pro*

tg (further in the same direction, fired a

and stood oyer to the other side, mirVrng an obtuse

angle with the line of his former oourae ; and the

rnadron followed his example, keep-

ing always in the rear of each other like a (light

of wild geese.

Burpriei mode of joura

the messenger came up and told the oonun

that his lady and her company expected him in

the church, where they had tarried a considerable

time, and were beginning to bo very uneasy at his

delay; and therefore desired he would pi

with more expedition. To this message Mr. Trun-

nion replied, " Hark ye, brother, don't you see

we make all possible speed? Go back and tell

those who sent you that the wind has shifted since

we weighed anchor, and that wo are obliged to

make very short trips in tacking, by reason of the

narrowness of the channel] and that as we lio

within six points of the wind, they must make
some allowance for variation and leeway." " Lord,

sir!" said the valet, "what occasion have you to

go zigzag in that manner } Do but Hap spurs to

your horses and rale straightforward, and I'll

engage you shall he at the church-porch in less

than a Quarter of an hour." " What! right in the

wind's eye?" answered the commander; "ahoy!
brother, where did you learn your navigation H

Hawser Trunnion is not to be taught at this time

of day how to lie his course, or keep his own
reckoning. And as for you. brother, you

know the trim ofyour own frigate" Tin- courier,

finding he had to do witli people who would not be

eaail} persuaded out of their own opinions, returned

to the temple, and made a report of what he bad

sen and heard, to the no small consolation of the

bride, who had just begun to discover some

Of disquiet. Composed, however, by this :

of intelligence, she exerted her patience for the

space of another half-hour, during which p
seeing no bridegroom arrive, she was exceedingly

alarmed; so that all the spt ould easily

perceive her pertorbation, which manifested itself

in (requenl palpitatkma, heart-hearings, and altera-

tions of countenance, in spite of tl DOS of

a smelling-bottle, winch she incessantly applied

to her nostrils.

Various were the conje< hires of the company
on this occasion : some Imagined he had mistaken

the place ot PSB • r been at

church since he first settled in that, parish; others

believed he had met with some accident, in OOBV

DOB of which his attendants had carried him

back to his own house; ami a third set, in which

the bride herself was thought to bo comprehended.
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could not help suspecting that the commodore had

changed his mind. But all these suppositions,

ingenious as they were, happened to be wide of

the true cause that detained him, which was no

other than this : The commodore and his crew

had, by dint of turning, almost weathered the

parson's house, that stood to windward of the

church, when the notes of a pack of hounds un-

luckily reached the ears of the two hunters which

Trunnion and the lieutenant bestrode. These fleet

animals no sooner heard the enlivening sound,

than, eager for the chase, they sprung away all

of a sudden, and strained every nerve to partake

of the sport, flew across the fields with incredible

speed, overleaped hedges and ditches, and every-

thing in their way, without the least regard to

their unfortunate riders. The lieutenant, whose
steed had got the heels of the other, finding it

would be great folly and presumption in him to

pretend to keep the saddle with his wooden leg,

very wisely took the opportunity of throwing him-

self off in his passage through afield of rich clover,

among which he lay at his ease ; and seeing his cap-

tain advancing at full gallop, hailed him with the

salutation of "What cheer? ho!" The commo-
dore, who was in infinite distress, eyeing him
askance as he passed, replied with a faltering

voice, " Oh, you are safe at an anchor ; I wish I

were as fast moored!" Nevertheless, conscious

of his disabled heel, he would not venture to try

the experiment which had succeeded so well with

Hatchway, but resolved to stick as close as possible

to his horse's back, until fortune should inter-

pose in his behalf. With this view he dropped
his whip, and with his right hand laid fast hold on

the pummel, contracting every muscle in his body
to secure himself in the seat, and grinning most
formidably in consequence of this exertion. In

this attitude he was hurried on a considerable way,

when all of a sudden his view was comforted by a

five-bar gate that appeared before him, as he never

doubted that there the career of his hunter must
necessarily end. But, alas ! he reckoned without

his host. Far from halting at thi.. obstruction,

the horse sprung over it with amazing agility, to

the utter confusion and disorder of his owner, who
lost his hat and periwig in the leap, and now began
to think in good earnest that he was actually

mounted on the back of the devil. He recom-
mended himself to heaven, his reflection forsook

him, his eyesight and all his other senses failed

;

he quitted the reins, and, fastening by instinct on
the mane, was in this condition conveyed into the

midst of the sportsmen, who were astonished at

the sight of such an apparition. Neither was
their surprise to be wondered at, if we reflect on
the figure that presented itself to their view. The
commodore's person was at all times an object of

admiration; much more so on this occasion, when

every singularity was aggravated by the circum-

stances of his dress and disaster.

He had put on, in honour of nis nuptials, his

best coat of blue broadcloth, cut by a tailor of

Ramsgate, and trimmed with five dozen of brass

buttons, large and small; his breeches were of

the same piece, fastened at the knees with large

bunches of tape ; his waistcoat was of red plush,

lapelled with green velvet, and garnished with

vellum holes; his boots bore an infinite resem-

blance, both in colour and shape, to a pair ofleather

buckets; his shoulder was graced with a broad

buff belt, from whence depended a huge hanger,

with a hilt like that of a backsword ; and on each

side of his pummel appeared a rusty pistol, rammed
in a case covered with a bearskin. The loss of his

tie periwig, and laced hat, which were curiosities

of the kind, did not at all contribute to the improve-

ment of the picture, but, on the contrary, by ex-

hibiting his bald pate, and the natural extension

of his lantern jaws, added to the peculiarity and

extravagance of the whole. Such a spectacle could

not have failed of diverting the whole company

from the chase, had his horse thought proper to

pursue a different route, but the beast was too keen

a sporter to choose any other way than that which

the stag followed ; and, therefore, without stopping

to gratify the curiosity of the spectators, he, in a

few minutes, outstinpped every hunter in the field.

There being a deep hollow way betwixt him and

the hounds, rather than ride round about the

length of a furlong to a path that crossed the lane,

he transported himself, at one jump, to the un-

speakable astonishment and terror of a wagoner

who chanced to be underneath, and saw this phe-

nomenon fly over his carriage. This was not the

only adventure he achieved. The stag having

taken a deep river that lay in his way, every man
directed his course to a bridge in the neighbour-

hood ; but our bridegroom's courser, despising all

such conveniences, plunged into the stream with-

out hesitation, and swam in a twinkling to the

opposite shore. This sudden immersion into an

element of which Trunnion was properly a native,

in all probability helped to recruit the exhausted

spirits of his rider, who, at his landing on the

other side, gave some tokens of sensation by hal-

looing aloud for assistance, which he could not

possibly receive, because his horse still maintained

the advantage he had gained, and would notr allow

himself to be overtaken.

In short, after a long chr.so, that lasted several

hours, and extended to a dozen miles at least, ho

was the first in at the death of the deer, being

seconded by the lieutenant's gelding, which, ac-

tuated by the same spirit, had, without a rider,

followed his companion's example.

Our bridegroom, finding himself at last brought

up, or, in other words, at the end of his career,
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took the opportunity of the first pause, to desire

the huntsmen would lend him a hand in dismount-

ing ; and was by their condescension safely placed

on the grass, where he sat staring at the company
as they came in, with such wildness of astonish-

ment in his looks, as if he had been a creature of

another species, dropped among them from the

clouds.

Before they had fleshed the hounds, however,

lie recollected himself, and seeing one of the sports-

men take a small Bask out of his pocket and apply

it to his mouth, judged the cordial to bo no Other

then neat eognao, which it really was; end ex-

pressing a desire of participation, was immediately

accommodated with a moderate do.se, which per-

fectly completed his recovery.

By this time he and his two hoTM had en-

grossed the attention of the whole crowd. While
some admired the elegant proportion and un-

common spirit of the two animals, the re.-:

templated the Strang moe of their ma
whom before they had only Been "en passant;"

and at length one of the gentlemen, aooosting him
very courteously, signified his wonder at seeing

him in such an equipage, and asked him if he had

not dropped his companion by the way? " Why,

look ye, brother," replied the commodore, "may-
hap you think me an odd sort of a fellow, seeing

me in this trim, especially as 1 have lost pari of

my rigging ; but this here is the case, d'ye sec i I

weighed anchor from my own house this morning
i a.m., with fair weather and a favourable

breeze at south-south-east, being bound to the

next church on the voyage of matrimony; but,

howsomever, we had not run down a quarter of a

league, when the wind shifting, Mowed directly in

our teeth; so that we were forced to tack all the

way, d'ye see, and had almost beat up within sight

of the port, when theso horses, which I bought

but two days before (for my own part 1 believe

they arc devils incarnate), lulled round in a trice,

and then, refusing the helm, drove away like

lightning with me and my lieutenant, who
came to anchor in an exceeding good berth.

As for my own part, I have been carried OTOT

rocks, and Hats, and quirk-sands ; among which

I have pitched away a special Lr"<"l tie peri-

wig, and an iron-bound hat ; and. hank

;i got into smo .th water and

riding; but if ever I venture mj upon

such hare'um scare'um blood again, my nai.

r Trunnion
!

"

AN ACCOUNT OF BIOH 0AMACHO*S WEDDING.
[Mravn i> l
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Imt ultiTwaiils mil »j»t i nvr * lit- profession of arms, was taken prisoner by the Al^'crines. Subsequently to ik to ht.-rv
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Scarce had tho fair Aurora given place to tho re-

fulgent, ruler of the day, and allowed him time,

with the heat of his prevailing rays, to dry the

liquid pearls On his golden locks, when Don

Qnixote, shaking off sluggish sleep from his

drowsy limbs, arose and called his squire; but

found him still snoring.
• Away, cormorant !" mid DOB Qulxotl

and let us go see, and learn how it tares with the

disdained Basil."

•• Fare!" quoth Bancho; "why, if he be poor,

he must e'en he SO still, and no, think to marry

Qaiteria. It is a pretty fancy, i' faith! tor a fellow

who has not a OHMS, io run madding af'er what is

meat lor his betters. I will lay my neck that

Oamacho oorera this same Basil from head to foot

with white sixpences, and will spend ye m
a breakfisti than the other is worth, ami be never

the worse. And do you think thai Madam Quiteria

will quit her tine rich gowns and petticoats, her

necklaces Of pearl, her jewels, her finery and
bravery, and all that Oamacho has glTOU her, ami
may afford to gire her, to marry a fellow with

Whom the must knit or spin for her living P What
signifl r>pitching and fencing f Will that

'
•>• » pini !t ill! tho c

rare parts won't goto market, and make the pot

boil, any one may take them for me: though

where they light on a man that has wherewithal,

may I never stir if .hey do not set him off rarely.

With good materials on a good foundation, a man
may build a good house, and mom y is the

foundation in the world."

Thereupon Bancho said no more, but saddled

lui/.inante. and dapped his pack-saddle on Dapplc's

b;irk ; then, both mounting, away they rode fair

and softly into the arbour. The first thing that

blessed Sambo's sight there was a whole

spitted on a large elm, before a mighty BrS made

of a pile of wood, that seemed a flaming mountain.

Round this bonfire were placed si\ capacious pots,

east in no common mould or rather six ample
coppers every one containing a whole shamble of

meat, and entire sheep were sunk and lost in them,

conVeniently as pigeows. The
branches of th und were all gari;

with an infinite number of eased hares and

plucked fowls of several sorts: and then for drink,

Sancho counted above ti wine,

each of which contained above two BITobaS, and,

prightlv liquor. A goodly

if while !• OB the
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{Druum by A. Thompson.)

one side, and a stately wall of cheeses, set up like

bricks, made a comely bulwark on tbe other. Two
pans of oil, each bigger than a dyer's vat, served

to fry their pancakes, which they lifted out with

two strong peels when they were fried enough,
and then they dipped them in as large a kettle of

honey prepared for that purpose. To dress all

this provision, there were above fifty cooks, men
and women, all cleanly, diligent, and cheerful. In
the ample belly of the steer, they had stewed up
twelve little sucking pigs embowelled, to give it

the more savoury taste. Spices of all sorts lay

about in such plenty, that they appeared to be
bought by wholesale. In short, the whole pro-

vision was indeed country-like, but plentiful

enough to feast an army.

Sancho beheld all this with wonder and delight.

The first temptation that captivated his senses

was the goodly pots ; his bowels yearned, and his

mouth watered at the dainty contents : by-and-by

he fell desperately in love with the skins of wine;

and lastly, his affections were fixed on the frying-

pans, if such honourable kettles may accept of tho

name. The scent of tho fried meat put him into
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such a commotion of spirit that ho could hold out

no longer, but accosting one of the busy cooks

with all the smooth and hungry reasons he was
master of, he begged leave to sop a luncheon of

bread in one of the pans.

While Don Quixote and Sancho were discours-

ing, they were interrupted by a great noise of joy

and acclamations raised by the horsemen, as, shout-

ing and galloping, they went to meet the young
couple, who, surrounded by a thousand instru-

ments and devices, were coming to the arbour,

accompanied by the curate, their relations, and all

the better sort of the neighbourhood, set out in

their holiday clothes.

The fair Quiteria appeared Bomewhat pale,

probably with the ill rest which brides commonly
have the night before their marriage, in order to

dress themselves to advantage. There was a large

BcafTold erected on one side of the meadow, and

adorned with carpets and boughs, for the marriage

ceremony, and the more convenient prospect of

the shows and entertainments.

The procession was just arrived at this place,

when they heard a piercing outcry, and a voice

culling out, " Stay, rash and hasty people, stay!"

Upon which all turning about, they saw a person

coining after them in a black coat, bordered with

crimson, powdered with flames of fire. On his

head he wore a garland of mournful cypress, and a

large truncheon in his hand, headed with an iron

spike. As soon as he drew near, they knew him

to be the gallant Basil, and the whole assembly be-

gan to fear some mischief would ensue, seeing him

come thus unlooked-for and wit h such an outcry

and behaviour. He came up, tired and panting,

beforo the bride and bridegroom ; then, leaning on

his truncheon, he fixed his eyes on Quiteria, turn-

ing pale and trembling at the same time, and,

Wttfa I tearful, hollow voice, "Too well you know,"

cried he, " unkind Quiteria, that, by the ties of

truth and law of that Heaven which we all revere,

while I have life you cannot be married to another.

You, forgotting all the ties between us, are going

now to break them, and give my right to another,

whose largo possessions, though they can procure

him all other blessings, I had never envied if they

had not purchased you. But no more. The Fates

have ordained it, and I will further their design, by

removing this unhappy obstaclo out of your way.

Live, rich Camacho, live happy with the ungrateful

Quiteria many years, and lot the poor, the mise-

rable Basil dio, whose poverty has (dipped the

wings of his felicity, and laid him in the grave !

"

Saying theso last words, he drew out of his

uppoeed truncheon a short tuck that was con-

cealed in it, and setting the hilt of it to the ground,

ho fell upon the point in such a manner, that it

came out all bloody at his back, the poor «

weltering on the ground in blood. His friends,

confounded by this strange accident, ran to help

him, and Don Quixote, forsaking Kozii,;.

haste to his assistance, and taking him up in his

arms, found there was still life in him. They would

fain have drawn the sword out of his body, but the

curate urged it was not convenient till he had

made confession and prepared himself for death,

which world immediately attend the effusion of

blood, upon pulling out the tuck.

"While they were debating this point, Basil

seemed to come a little to himself, and calling on

the bride, " O Quiteria! " said ho, with a faint and

doleful voice, " now, now, in this last and departing

minute of my life, even in this dreadful agony of

fifth, would you but vouchsafe to give me your

hand and own yourself my wife, I would die con-

tented."

The curate hearing this, very earnestly recom-

mended to him the care of his soul's health, which

at the present juncture was more proper than any

gratification of his outward man ; that his time

was but short, and he ought to be very earnest

with Heaven, in imploring its mercy and forgivc-

Ihr all his sins, but especially for this last

desperate action. To which Basil answered that

he could think of no happiness till Quiteria yielded

to be his; but if she WOOld do it, that satisfaction

would calm his spirits, and dispose him to confess

himself heartily.

Don Quixote hearing this, cried out aloud that

Basil's demand was just and reasonable, and

Signor Camacho might as honourably receive her

as the worthy Basil's widow as if he had recalled

her at her father's hands. " Say but the word,

madam," continued he: "pronounce it on >•

save a man from despair; you will not be long

bound to it, since the only l>ed of this bridegroom

must Ik- the grave."' Oamacl o stood all this while

strangely confounded, till, at last, he was prevailed

on, by the repeated importunities of Basil's friends,

to consent that Quiteria should humour the dying

man, knowing her own happiness would thereby
be deferred but a few minutes longer. Then they

all bent their entreaties to Quiteria, some with

tears in their eyes, others with all tho engaging

arguments their pity could suggest. She stood a

long time inexorable, and did not return

answer, till at last tho curate came to her and bid

her resolve what she would do, for Ma-il was ju>t

ready to give up the ghost. But then tho poor

virgin, trembling and dismayed, without speaking

word, came to poor Basil, who ' g for

breath, with his eyes fixed in his head, as if be
•ust expiring. She kneeled down by him, and,

with the most manifest signs of grief, beckoned

to him for his hand. Then Basil, opening his

eyes, and fixine; them OO her, " () Quiteria! "

he; "your heart at la-t n leiits, when your pity

comes too late. Thy arms at tended to



AN ACCOUNT OF RICH CAMACHO'S WEDDING. 159

relieve me, when those of death draw me to their

embraces ; and they, alas ! are much too strong for

thine. All I desire of thee, oh, fatal beauty! is

this : let not that fair hand deceive me now, as it

has done before, but confess that what you do is

free and voluntary, without constraint, or in com-

pliance to any one's commands ; declare me openly

thy true and lawful husband ; thou wilt not, sure,

dissemble with one in death, and deal falsely with

his departing soul, that all his life has been true

to thee ?
"

In the midst of this discourse he fainted away,

and all the bystanders thought him gone. The

poor Quiteria, with a blushing modesty, a kind of

violence upon herself, took him by the hand, and

with a great deal of emotion, " No force," said she,

" could ever work upon my will to this degree

;

therefore, believe it purely my own free will and

inclination that I here publicly declare you my only

lawful husband ; here is my hand in pledge, and I

expect yours as freely in return, if your pains and

this sudden accident have not yet bereft you of all

sense."
" I give it you," said Basil, " and here I own my-

self thy husband."
" And I thy wife," said she, " whether thy life

be long or whether from my arms they bear thee

this instant to the grave."

" Methinks," quoth Sancho, "this young man
talks too much for a man in his condition. Pray,

advise him to leave off his wooing, and mind his

soul's health."

Now, when Basil and Quiteria had thus plighted

their faith to each other, while yet their hands

were joined together, the tender-hearted curate,

with tears in his eyes, poured on them both the

nuptial blessing, beseeching Heaven, at the same

time, to have mercy on the new-married man's

soul, and in a manner mixing the burial service

with the matrimonial.

As soon as the benediction was pronounced, up

starts Basil briskly from the ground, and, with an

unexpected activity, whips the sword out of his

body, and caught his dear Quiteria close in his arms.

All the spectators stood amazed, and some of the

simpler sort stuck not to cry out, " A miracle ! a

miracle !

"

" No, no !
" cried Basil ;

" no miracle, no miracle,

but a stratagem, a stratagem !

"

The curate, more astonished and concerned than

all the rest, came with both his hands to feel the

wound, and discovered that the sword had nowhere

passed through the cunning Basil's body, but only

through a tin pipe full of blood artfully fitted to

his body, and, as it was afterwards known, so

prepared, that the blood could not congeal. In

short, the curate, Camacho, and the company,

found they had all been egregiously imposed

upon. As for the bride, she was so far from being

displeased, that, hearing it urged that the marriage

could not stand good in law because it was fraudu-

lent and deceitful, she publicly declared that she

again confirmed it to be just, and by the free con-

sent of both parties.

Camacho and his friends, judging by this that

the trick was premeditated, and that she was privy

to the plot, enraged at this horrid disappointment,

had recourse to a stronger argument, and, drawing

their swords, set furiously on Basil, in whose de-

fence almost as many were immediately unsheathed.

Don Quixote immediately mounting, with his lance

couched, and covered with his shield, led the van

of Basil's party, and falling in with the enemy,

charged clear through the gross of their battalia.

Sancho, who never liked any dangerous work, re-

solved to stand neuter, and so retired under the

walls of the mighty pot whence he had got the

precious skimmings, thinking that would be

respected whatever side gained the battle.

Don Quixote, addressing himself to Camacho's

party, "Hold, gentlemen!" cried he; "it is not just

thus with arms to redress the injuries of love. Love

and war are the same thing, and stratagems and

policy are as allowable in the one as in the other.

Quiteria was designed for Basil, and he for her,

by the unalterable decrees of Heaven. Camacho's

riches may purchase him a bride and more content

elsewhere. Those whom Heaven has joined let no

man put asunder. Basil had but this one lamb.

Let none, therefore, offer to take his single delight

from him, though presuming on his power; for

here I solemnly declare, that he who first attempts

it must pass through me, and this lance through

him." At which he shook his lance in the air

with so much vigour and dexterity, that he cast a

sudden terror into those that beheld him.

In short, Don Quixote's words, the good curate's

diligent mediation, together with Quiteria's in-

constancy, brought Camacho to a truce ; and he

then discreetly considered that, since Quiteria

loved Basil before marriage, it was probable she

would love him afterwards, and that therefore he

had more reason to thank Heaven for so good a

riddance than to repine at losing her. This

thought, improved by some other considerations,

brought both parties to a fair accommodation;

and Camacho, to show he did not resent the disap-

pointment, blaming rather Quiteria's levity than

Basil's policy, invited the whole company to stay

and take share of what he had provided. But
Basil, whose virtues, in spite of his poveity, had
secured him many friends, drew away part of the

company to attend him and his bride to her own
town, and among the rest, Don Quixote, whom they

all honoured as a person of extraordinary worth
and bravery.
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When Lovo, with nnconfined wings,

Hovers within my gates.

And my divine Althea brings

To whisper at the grat •

When I lie tangled in her hair,

And fettered to her eye,

The birds that wanton in the air

Know no such liberty.

Wh«n flowing cups run swiftly round

With no allaying Thames,

Our careless heads with rosos croww <1.

Our hearts with loyal flames
;

When thirsty grief in wine wo strep.

When healths and draughts go free

—

l
that tipple in the deep

Know no such liberty.

When, linnet -like, confined. I

With shriller throat shall sing

The IW Mercy, DM
And glories of my King ;

When I shall voice aloud how good
lb- i-. bow groat ihotikl i>e.

Enlarged winds, thai enri the flood,

Know no such liberty.

Stone walls rlo not a prison mako,

Nor iron bars a cage;

Mind-; innocent and (piiet tako

That for an hermitage :

If I have freedom in my lovo

And in my soul am
I alone, that soar ahoVO,

Enjoy such liberty.
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE,

[Oliver Goldsmith. Sec Page 10.]

Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain,

Where health and plenty cheered the labouring

swain,

Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid,

And parting summer's lingering blooms delayed :

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease,

Seats of my youth, when every sport could please,

How often have I loitered o'er thy green,

Where humble happiness endeared each scene

!

How often have I paused on every charm,

The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm,

The never-failing brook, the busy mill,

The decent church that topped the neighbouring

hill,

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade,

For talking age and whispering lovers made !

How often have I blessed the coming day,

When toil remitting lent its turn to play,

And all the village train, from labour free,

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree

;

While many a pastime circled in the shade,

The young contending as the old surveyed

;

And many a gambol frolicked o'er the ground,
And sleights of art and feats of strength went

round

;

And still as each repeated pleasure tired,

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired

;

VOL. I.

The dancing pair that simply sought renown,

By holding out to tire each other down

;

The swain, mistrustless of his smutted face,

While secret laughter tittered round the place

;

The bashful virgin's sidelong looks of love,

The matron's glance that would those looks

reprove.

These were thy charms, sweet village ! sports like

these,

With sweet succession, taught e'en toil to please.######
Near yonder copse, where once the garden

smiled,

And still where many a garden flower grows wild

;

There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,

The village preacher's modest mansion rose.

A man he was to all the country dear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a-year

;

Remote from towns he ran his godly race,

Nor e'er had changed, nor wished to change, his

place

!

Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power,

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour

;

Far other aims his heart had learnt to prize,

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise.

His house was known to all the vagrant train.

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain

;

21
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The long-remembered beggar was his guest,

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast

:

The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud,

Claimed kindred there, and had his claims allowed

;

Tin: broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,

Sat by his fire, and talked the night away

;

Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done,

Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields were

won.

Pleased with his gues ts, thegoodmanlearned to glow,

And quite forgot their vices in their woe;
( 'arelesi their merits or their faults to scan,

His pity gave ore charity began.

Thus to relievo the wretched was his pride,

And e'en his failings leaned to virtue's side

;

But in his duty prompt at every call,

He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all

;

And, as a bird each fond

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies,

Lch art, reproved MOD dull delay,

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way.

Beside the bed whore parting life was laid,

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismayed,

The reverend champion stood. At his control,

Despair and anguish lied the struggling soul

;

Comfort oame down the trembling wretch to raise,

And his last faltering accents whispered praise.

At church, with meek and unaffected grace
His looks adorned the venerable place;

Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway,

And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray.

The service past, around the pious man,
With steady seal, each honest rustic ran;

E'en children followed, with endearing wile,

And plucked his gown, to share the good man's
smile.

ady smile a parent's warmth expressed,

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares dis-

To them his heart, his love, his griefs woro given,

11 his serious thoughts had real in heaven.

As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form.

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm.

Though round its breast the roOing olondfl

spread,

Eternal sunshine settles on his head.

THE UNFOLDING OF MR. MUMFORD'S UMHRF.LLA.*
[Mr. T. W. Oobebtson, author of "Ours," and "Society," although ha has M success as a dramatist, has long

been favourably known as a contributor to tho light literature of t

i

Tmk narao of Mephistophelos Mumford is too

familiar to tho British public to roquiro introduc-

tion: not that my Christian name is Mephistophelos

—but John. Mephistopholes is a " soubriquot " be-

stowed'on mo, after my great success in tho year

'28, at Tutbury, in tho drama of tho " Fato of

Faustus; or, tho Fourth of February and the Mid-

night Hour." My Mephistopholes was the rage in

Tutbury. I played it at least six times during

tho soason—an unprocedontcd run. I afterwards

acted it, with similar results, at Eckington. Hun-

borough, Stickton-lo-Clay, Fagthorpo, and Queer-

ham, and was complimented bj Land-

straddlin, on tho occasion of the bespeak of the

East Loamshiro Yeomanry Cavalry, of which his

lordship was Colonel-Commandant, at the T. R.

Batterfurrow.

\ loording to a custom, seldom departed from in

tip- drama ion, 1 married young; and

according illy-established theatrical

i married was possessed only

of tho treasuros of youth, boauty, and amiability.

I onco scorned the id a of marriage for money,

but my viows upon that subject Ixavo considerably

modified. My salary (my wife did not act) was

small, but as a oompflnsatifin. mj family was I

Six precious but oxpensivo pledges of affection

born to us in as many years, and I 1

work hard to find tho ne >ts sad batter-

puddings. Rehearsal in the morning, study in tho

afternoon, the theatro at cvon, and often study

all tho night, such is tho laborious lifo winch the

enemies of our profession stigmatise as lazy.

Evil days fell upon us; brer swept away my
children. I had toiled to maintain them ; 1 I

toil to bury them. They died of a terriblo epide-

mic that raged in the year that the " Brigand
"

was brought out at Drury Lane. I was studying

troni at the time. I'll not endeavour i

how we felt it. My wife kept all their lit

—she has them by her now.

Four months after tho interment of our

darling, my wifo was again confined. 1 had my
now littlo daughtor christened Bvadne. I had

played Oolonna tho night before.

Evadno, I need hardly say, was educated for the

stage; that is, she was mado to act as .so

could toddlo. Often as Rolla have I borne h
my shoulders across the bridge over th

whilo the applause has thundered in my
Often havo I wept over her, as I gently repud

Mrs. Haller; and often, when I carried her !

at night beneath my cloak, the darling would warm
her little hand" in my breast, and by the t,

• 1 our Lodgings have fallen fas' asleep in my
arms: in short, as my friend Tom Tear!

Tom was a tragedian at tho east-end of London,

•ad died of delirium tremens) said of her, " She

was cradled in a helmet, nursed on rose-pink.

weaned on property.

* By peruusaiou of the Author.
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I have remarked that, generally, the fathers of

actresses are absurdly prejudiced in favour of their

daughters. They think no other girls can be so

handsome, fascinating, or talented. I remember
reading a very humorous description, in a work
written by a gentleman who, in my poor opinion

would have done more service to his country had

he constructed a tragedy rather than a mere novel.

It was of one Captain Costigan, the father of a

Miss Fotheringay, and I laughed heartily at his

ridiculous doating. I need not say that I am
superior to that sort of weakness and in asserting

that my Evadne was the loveliest girl ever seen,

and the finest actress in certain parts that ever

graced the stage, I am not influenced by partiality,

but uttering a simple fact that would be endorsed

by every check-taker in front of the house. You
should have seen the box-plan on her benefits

; you
should have heard her receptions

; you should have

read the verses in the Poet's Corner of the Flam-
tattleton Free Press and the Shewn Advertiser

;

and you should have seen the child herself. My
dear old friend, Jack Madigag, who played the

low-comedy in the Cwymrymwymwygeiddon cir-

cuit, used to say, " Vad " (he always called her

Vad) " has the sort of eye3 that go right through

a man like a gimlet, and come out at the back of

his coat in the shape of brass buttons !" We
worshipped her, Mistress Mephistopheles and I.

We had lost six, we had to love her for seven

!

When Evadne was nearly nineteen years of age,

we were acting in a small town in Ireland. I had
played Virginius that night, the child, of course,

playing Virginia. We were walking home together,

when a young man, an officer at the barracks (I

recognised him from having seen him in the boxes),

came up to us, and asked Evadne if he should have
the pleasure of seeing her home ?

I saw that he had been drinking, and I told him
positively, but politely, that I was my daughter's

escort.

" Never mind, old feller," said he, "you can walk
behind, you know."

He advanced towards the child. I held out my
disengaged arm, which carried a short Roman
sword, wrapped in a gun-case. The young man
ran his nose on to the hilt, which peeped out of

the case, and I dare say hurt himself very much,
he swore an awful oath and cried

—

"You infernal old vagabond, I'll wring your
neck off!"

Evadne threw herself between us, just as the

heroines do in dramas ; and I believe the drunken
ruffian would have attacked me, but for the arrival

of another young officer, in uniform.

"Hallo! What's the row?" asked \iho new
comer.

The tipsy fellow swore. I explained: and; Evadne
trembled violently.

"Look here, Hops," said he in uniform; "you're
frightening the young lady. You'd better go to

barracks."

The tipsy officer was the son of an eminent
English brewer (if eminence can be attained by
brewing beer, which I doubt), and in the rsgiment
was called " Hops."

To cut short a long story, Hops was with diffi-

culty prevailed upon to leave us, and the stranger

asked my permission to accompany us as far as
our door.

The young man, whom I found to be a perfect

gentleman, but lamentably ignorant of theatricals,

walked by Evadne' s side, and when we parted we
both expressed our sense of obligation.

" Don't mention it," was the reply. " With
your permission, I will call to-morrow, and bring
the man who left us to apologise."

" Oh ! don't bring him again," said the child.

" I couldn't bear the sight of him !"

"Then I must hope to bring his written apo-

logy."

" At all times, sir, I shall be most happy to see

you!"

We went in, told our adventure to Mistress

Mephistopheles, and were so excited by the event

that we could eat no supper.

The next day Lieutenant Lysart, for that was
the name of our escort, brought an apologetic

note from " Hops," and stayed with us to tea.

After that he called upon us every day, and
watched Evadne from his box every night, to such
an extent that Miss Panker, who had a pretty wit,

and played the chambermaids, began to teaso

Evadne, and to call Lieutenant Lysart Romeo.
My wife and I soon saw that they loved each

other. The child lost her appetite and her spirits,

but as a sort of compensation, acted with frantic

enthusiasm. The exercise of her art was a safety-

valve for overcharged and excited sentiment. I

spoke to her upon the subject ; so did her mother,

but she only answered us with tears, and we could

not bear to see her weep.

For the young man, his conduct was respectful

and becoming. I showed him by my manner that

I thought his visits too frequent, but ho called as

usual. I discovered that, though an only son, he
was poor, for the estate had borne the burthen ojF

a long lawsuit, arising out of a disputed inherit-,

ance.

It was the last weak of the season. After I had
played in the first piece—the " Warlpok, of the

Glen "—I went homo to. supper. Mistress Mephis-

topheles had prepared some tripe. I ate heartily,

and, after, a pipe, returned to the theatre to fetch

V,\-adue, who acted in the interlude. She was not

in her. dressing-room. I knocked at the door, and
was told by S$ias I ;i,nUor that she had dressed

herself hurriedly and gone. I thought it odd that,
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she should not have waited for me, and walked

home again hastily, hoping to catch her. Her
mother told me she had not seen hnr. I ran back

to the theatre ; the curtain had not fallen on the

last piece. Evadno was nowhere to be found. By
this time I grew seriously alarmed. I flew home,

and found my wife in strong hysterics. With the

assistance of the landlady, I restored her. She

could not speak, but she held out in her hand

a crumpled letter. It ran :

—

Dearest, dearest, Father and Mother,—I write this in great

anguish, for I know Unit you will think mo imiHVetimuite and
undutiful. Oh! do not

—

do not think ill o'. me till you know
all. It will be useless attempting to seek me, or to And out

where we have gone. Heaven bless you ! my dear father and
mother. E.

I learned afterwards that the note had been

brought by a boy—a soldier's son—from the bar-

racks.

I will pass over our terrible trouble. Tho
abandonment of fond parents by a young girl has

been described too often for mo to dwell upon it

hero. Suffice it, the child had quitted the town

with Lysart.

I made inquirios, but in vain. After tho first

inn on the road, I could hear nothing of them.

Fortunately, the two following nights I was out

of the bills, but on tho last night of tho season I

played Rolamo in the interesting and pathetic

drama of " Clari ; or, Homo sweet Home." It is

not a piece played much now-a-days. It would not

suit the modem, natural, impertinently-familiar

style of acting—tho "how-do-you-do-to-day"

—

" half-a-pound-of-bacon-and-cut-it-fat" school, as I

call it—tho school which teaches Richard, when, on

tho eve of the battle that is to decide fail fate,

crown, and kingdom, ho asks Catesby, "Is ink and

paper ready?" to do so in tho tone that ho would

order a tavern-waiter to bring a fried sole and

a chop to follow.

A largo house was attracted by my appearance

in " Clari," for tho pioco treats of a father whoso

daughter has deserted him for tho arms of a

botrayer—in fart, the situation was exactly mine.

It was a painful trial for me, but I owed a duty to

tho public, and I resolvod to go through with it.

Tho audience held their breath as tho slow music

playod, and I appeared upon tho bridge with my
gun upon my shoulder. They received all that I

s.iid with the greatest attention but no applause.

Every eyo was watching to see how much of tho

emotion I expressod was real or false, human or

dramatic.

I felt my heart Bink when Miss Pankcr, who
played Clari (tho child had been cast for tho part),

came on veiled, and told me a story so nearly re-

sembling my own. When she asked my counsel

as to the course she should pursue toward

father, I recited, amid a solemn silence

—

" Shall I paint his (her father's) agonising sutl'er-

ings to youP I can do so, for 1 have felt it-

it now. I once had a daughter ; oh ! how I doated

on her words cannot speak— thoughts cannot

measure
; yet she sacrificed mo to a villain. Her

ingratitude has bleached this head, herwicked
has broken this heart, and now my detestation is

upon her. Oh ! do not you resemble her ! Remain
not a moment longer from your father. Fly to him
ei e his heart give way as mine does now—ere ho

curses you as I now curse "

I could say no more ; my feelings flooded my
throat, and I fell on tho stage senseless.

I was laid on my bed with fuver for three w.

when I recovered, my wife—whose devotion during

my illness deserved a piece of plato—caught it

from me, and I had to nurse her. We polled

through it, though, and left the town, both very old

and broken.

Four years passed away. Each summer wo re-

ceived a letter containing five Hank of England

notes, each for £10. The envelope bore a London
post-mark, but, though the address was writ tin

in an unfamiliar hand, we knew from whom they

came. I need not say they were left untouched.

Our life was a sad on l, my
voice lost much of its strength and mellowi

and even tho most indulgent of British p
likes plenty of lungs. 1 could only gi

ments in small theatres, where the salary

inconsiderable, even when paid.

I was acting at Cruinhleerag. It was a fa

winter, the snow was on the ground, and the busi-

ness had been wretched. I was playing Rolla to a

small but highly intelligent audience, und :vs tho

curtain fell, and 1 lay upon my bier, 1 was informed

that a gentleman wished to ipj I got off

my bier, dressed myself and went out. A tall man
in a light coat was standing under a gas-lamp. 1

B^epped forward and said

—

y. sir, are you th<
"

The man turned round and said, " Mr.

Mumford !"

I nearly fell. It was T,v

"Allow me i 'ii."

'• How dare you to touch me?" I

partly from indignation, partly from drai

habit Heaven help me!—for the hilt of

-
1 want to speak to you," .-aid Lv-.ut. " We

cannot talk in the open air ; oblige me by coming

to tho hotel for a few minutes—only for a few

minutes."

He ,t only easy and unconcerned* but

in high spirits ,'uul good humour. 1 followed him

mechanically. We woro shown into a room,

be shut tho door.

"Now, my dear Mr. Mumford," 1

•

11 avo you brought mo horo to insult me. Mr.

Lysart r"
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(Drawn by 0. Green.)

" Pardon mo. I am now Sir Percy Lysart !

"

" You are a villain, sir ! " I exclaimed. " Wliero

is my child ? my daughter ? where is she P Give
her to me!"
"Evadne Mumford," he replied, "exists no

longer !

"

"Dead!"
He made no answer, but went to the door, opened

it, and, admitting a woman elegantly dressed, said

—

" Allow me to present you to Lady Lysart !
"

Great Heaven ! It was Evadne !

I knew it was Evadne, for the next moment I

had her in my arms and on my knees. Oh ! how
we kissed each other, and how we cried and sobhed,

and how happy we were ! ^Sir Percy walked away,
and pulled out his pocket-handkerchief.) It was
herself, Evadne ; oh ! my darling and myjoy ! My
Vad ! Vad ! ! Vad ! ! ! And it was all real and true,

and not a dream, and I shouldn't wake up to watch
the squares of the window-panes upon the blind.

" But mamma," said Evadne—I beg her pardon,

Lady Lysart.
" Never mind mamma, my pet, she's in bed and

asleep. Tell me all about it."

" Well then, dear daddy—how thin you are, and
you've got a wig on—we were married in London
two days after I left you, but I knew you would
not keep the secret."
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" Never mind that, my beautif
"

"And Percy expected all his money from an

aunt, a very haughty lady, who prided herself on

her birth, and who, if she had known of his mar-

riage with an obscure actress, would have cut him
off

"

" Without a shilling," laughed Evadne's husband,

the baronet ;
" but three months ago she died "

" And we have only just found out where you

were," added the baronet's wife.

I blessed them both, and thou shook hands with

my son-in-law. I had began to cry copiously when
I remembered I hadn't time lor it. Lady Lysart

threw a cloak over her bead and shouldera—she
1

. in Little

Riding Ilo.d. in thi of the pantomime at

Bagaholwn-the-Wold—and ran home with me.

My wife hid gone to b - a tripe Bupper
in :i vegetable dish on the hob for me- It is odd,

but in all the important events of my life tripe has

ever pursued me -ever been on my track !

The Are had gono out, and the lucifers were in

the bedroom. We groped up-stairs in the dark.

"That you?" said my wife, from under the bed-

clothes. " Had your tripe P"

"Tripe be banged, madam. Behold your child !"

And I struck a lucifer. Need I describe the

meeting ?

We all won back to the hotel, where a table was
laid with all the delicacies of th including

lobster-salad; but WO none of us oould

Sir Percy, who enjoyed himself and tho lobster-

salad amazingly.

After mpper, vo all seated round

tho fire, Evadn DQ for a few mil

and returned with—what do yon think? A bain-!

A real live baby, With practicable mouth, an I

to work—ababj oonasitwas in my arms,

seized my wig and sucked my eyebrows.

" That's mine, papa !" said Lady Lysart.

"And mine," said the baronet; "allow me to

put in my claim to joint-proprietorship."

The baby—a son eight months old—was a great

success ; he was good with me, but would not go
to his grandmamma—a course of conduct that

enabled me to triumph over Mistress Mepl
plules for a week.

The next morning the baronet asked me when 1

could leave the company I was engaged in. He
told me, too, that he was expecting a cheque from

snkur's.

" If it will be of any accommodation, Sir Percy,"

I said, "here is a cool two hundred I can lend you."

I placed on the table the notes that had
sent me.

d at them, showed them to her

husband, and then, throwing her alius round my
said, "Oh! you dear, good, old daddy. 1

thought you wouldi. a. If you had you
woidd have taken a I

It is probable I mi

I did not t:ike a public farewell of tho stage, nor

do I regret that I did not. The British public

ted mo h public

[uenoes. My son-in-law

of my taki

my own performam

drama home. I pro] him,

but his answer was. "he didn't range

. did Evadne either.

The-

1

to I wonder

at it. Though I have not mi

II be the

introducing to tho H mmons thi

of oratory I am teaching

my gi it ion,

and, when he b , my deel imatory

powers will live again in him.

Till-; STORY OF PHCEBTJS AND DAPHNE, APPLIED.
[Edhiimd Waller. Sm r.i<;« 29.]

11 V IIS IS. a youth of the in-

spired train,

Fair Saccharissa

but loved in vain
;

Phoebus sung tho no

less amorous I

Like Daphne she, as

lovely, and a-

With numbers ho the fly-

ing nymph pursu

With numbers such I

might d

Such, is tho chase when Love and

Fivney leads,

O'er craggy mountains, and through 11.

Invoked to testify the lover's 01

Or form some imago of his cruel fair.

Urged with his fury, like a WOOnd
O'er these he Bed; and now approaching near*

Sad rendu d the nymph with his harmonious lay,

Whom all his charms could not incline to stay,

hat ho sung in bis immortal .-train,

Though on I, was not sung in vain;

All. bat the nymph that should red rong,

id his pa his song.

Like Phoabus thus, acquiring unsought praise,

aught at love, and filled hi- arms with b



THE LUCK OF EDENHALL. 1G7

YO RICK'S DEATH,
[Iaurence Sterne. See Page 15.]

A few hours before Yorick breathed his last,

Eugenius stepped in, with an intent to take his last

sight and last farewell of him. Upon his drawing

Yorick's curtain, and asking how he felt himself,

Yorick, looking up in his face, took hold of his

hand, and after thanking him for the many tokens

of his friendship to him, for which, he said, if it

was their fate to meet hereafter, he would thank

him again and again, he told him he was within a

few hours of giving his enemies the slip for ever.

"I hope not," answered Eugenius, with tears

trickling down his cheeks, and with the tenderest

tone that ever man spoke,—" I hope not, Yorick,"

said he. Yorick replied with a look up, and a

gentle squeeze of Eugenius' s hand—and that was

all—but it cut Eugenius to his heart. " Come,

come, Yorick ! " quoth Eugenius, wiping his eyes,

and summoning up the man within him ;
" my

dear lad, be comforted ; let not all thy spirits and

fortitude forsake thee at this crisis, when thou

most wantest them. Who knows what resources

are in store, and what the power of God may yet

do for thee ? " Yorick laid his hand upon his

heart, and gently shook his head. "For my
part," continued Eugenius, crying bitterly as he

uttered the words, " I declare, I know not, Yorick,

how to part with thee; and would gladly flatter

my hopes," added Eugenius, cheering up his voice,

" that there is still enough of thee left to make a

bishop, and that I may live to see it." "I be-

seech thee, Eugenius," quoth Yorick, taking off

his night-cap as well as he could with his left

hand—his right being still grasped close in that

of Eugenius—"I beseech thee to take a view of

my head." " I see nothing that ails it," replied

Eugenius. " Then, alas ! my friend," said Yorick,

"let me tell you that it is so bruised and mis-

shaped with the blows which have been so un-

handsomely given me in the dark, that I might

say with Sancho Panza, that should I recover,

and 'mitres thereupon be suffered to rain down
from heaven as thick as hail, not one of them would
fit it.'

"

Yorick's last breath" was hanging upon his

trembling lips, ready to depart, as he uttered this
;

yet still it was uttered with something of a Cer-

vantic tone, and as he spoke it, Eugenius could

perceive a stream of lambent fire lighted up for a

moment in his eyes—faint picture of those flashes

of his spirit, which (as Shakespeare said of his

ancestor) " were wont to set the table in a

roar !

"

Eugenius was convinced from this that the heart

of his friend was broken. He squeezed his hand,

and then walked softly out of the room, weeping

as he walked. Yorick followed Eugenius with his

eyes to the door ; he then closed them, and never

opened them more.

He lies buried in a corner of the churchyard,

under a plain marble slab, which his friend Euge-

nius, by leave of his executors, laid upon his grave,

with no more than these three words of inscrip-

tion, serving both for his epitaph and elegy

—

Alas! poor YORICK!

Ten times a day has Yorick's ghost the consola-

tion to hear his monumental inscription read over,

with such a variety of plaintive tones as denote a

general pity and esteem for him. A footway cross-

ing the churchyard close by his grave, not a

passenger goes by without stopping to cast a look

upon it, and sighing, as he walks on,

alas! poor yorick!

THE LUCK OF EDENHALL.
[Translated from TJhland by Professor Longfellow. See Page 14.]

Op Edenhall, the youthful lord

Bids sound the festal trumpet's call

;

He rises at the banquet board,

And cries, 'mid the drunken revellers all,

" Now bring me the Luck of Edenhall !

"

The butler hears the words with pain

;

The house's oldest seneschal

Takes slow from its silken cloth again

The drinking glass of crystal tall

:

They call it the Luck of Edenhall.

Then said the lord, " This glass to praise,

Fill with red wine from Portugal !

"

The greybeard with trembling hand obeys

;

A purple light shines over all,

It beams from the Luck of Edenhall.

Then speaks the lord, and waves it light,

" This glass of flashing crystal tall

Gave to my sires the Fountain- Sprite ;

She wrote in it, If this glass doth fall,

Farewell then, Luck of Edenhall

!
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" Twas right a goblet tho Fate should be

Of the joyous race of Edenhall

!

Deep draughts drink wo right willingly

;

And willingly ring with merry call.

Ding I klang! to tho Luck of Edenhall!"

First rings it deep, and full, and mild,

Like to tho song of a nightingale;

Then liko tho roar of a tonvnt wild ;

Then muttors at last, like the t hunger's fall,

Tho glorious Luck of Edenhall 1

" For its keeper takes a race of might,

'I'll.- fragile goblet of crystal tall

;

It has lasted longer tlian is right

;

Kling! klang!—with a harder blow than all

WiU I try the Luck of Edenhall
!"

As tho goblet ringing flies apart,

Suddenly cracks tho vaulted hall

;

And through tho rift the wild flames start

:

Tho guests in dust are scattered all,

With tho breaking Luck of Edenhall!

In storms the foo, with firo and sword

:

Ho in the night had scaled the wall

;

Slain by tho sword lies tho youthful lord,

But holds in his hand tho crystal tall,

The shatterod Luck of Edenhall.

On tho morrow the but lor gropes aloco,

Tho greybeard in tho desert hall,

He seeks his lord's burnt skcloton,

lb- socks in tho dismal ruin's fall

The shards of tho Luck of Edonhall.

"Tho stono wall," saith ho, "doth fall I

Down must the stately columns fall

;

Glass is this oarth's luck and prid ;

In atoms shall fall this earthly ball

Ono day, like tho Luck of Edenhall."
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THE LAST MAN.
[Thomas Cami'belt,. See Page 110.]

All worldly shapes shall melt in

gloom,

The sun himself must die,

Before this mortal shall assume

Its immortality

!

I saw a vision in my sleep

That gave my spirit strength to

sweep

Adown the gulf of Time

!

I saw the last of human mould,

That shall creation's death behold,

As Adam saw her prime !

The sun's eye had a sickly glare,

The earth with age was wan,

The skeletons of nations were

Around that lcnely man

!

Some had expired in fight—the

brands

Still rested in their bony hands

;

In plague and famine some !

Earth's cities had no sound nor

tread

;

And ships were drifting with the

dead

To shores where all was dumb

!

Yet, prophet-like, that lone one

stood,

With dauntless words and high,

That shook the sere leaves from

the wood
As if a storm passed by

—

Saying, "We are twins in death,

proud sun

;

Thy face is cold, thy race is run,

'Tis mercy bids thee go

;

For thou ten thousand thousand

years

Hast seen the tide of human tears,

That shall no longer flow.

" What though beneath thee man put forth

His pomp, his pride, his skill

;

And arts that made fire, flood, and earth
The vassals of his will ?

Yet mourn I not thy parted sway,
Thou dim, discrowned king of day
For all those trophied arts

And triumphs that beneath thee sprang,
Healed not a passion or a pang

Entailed on human hearts.

" Go ! let Oblivion's curtain fall

Upon the stage of men,
Nor with thy rising beams recall

Life's tragedy again.

vol. I.

(Drawn by E. Wiegand.)

Its piteous pageants bring not back,

Nor waken flesh upon the rack

Of pain anew to writhe

;

Stretched in disease's shapes abhorred,

Or mown in battle by the sword,

Like grass beneath the scythe.

" Even I am weary in yon skies

To watch thy fading fire

;

Test of all sumless agonies,

Behold not me expire.

My lips that speak thy dirge of death

—

Their rounded gasp and gurgling breath

To see thou shalt not boast.

The eclipse of Nature spreads my pall

;

The majesty of darkness shall

Receive my parting ghost
!"

22
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This spirit shall return to Him
Who gave its heavenly spark

;

Yet think not, sun, it shall be dim,

When thou thyself art dark

!

No ! it shall live again, and shine

In bliss unknown to beams of thine,

By Him recalled to breath,

Who captive led captivity,

Who robbed the grave of victory,

And took the sting from death

.

Go, sun, while mercy holds me up
On Nature's awful waste,

To drink this last and bitter cup

Of grief that man shall taste

—

Go, tell the night that hides thy face,

Thou saw'st the last of Adam's iaoo,

»

On earth's sepulchral clod,

The darkening universe defy

To quench his immortality,

Or shako his trust in Gcd!

MY LOST ROME.
[Mr. John Hoi.i ,in<:siiead first attracted public notice by his contributions to HouMAoLi

It is much to be regretted that of late yean he has not written so frequently. J

N the still hours of the

night; in tin- evening rest

from labour— when the twi-

light shadows darken my
solitary room, and often-

times in the broad glare of

day, amongst the eager,

busy merchants upon
'Change—it comes

the picture of my lost

shadowy homo. So dim and in-

distinct at times seems the line

that separates my past from my
present self—so dream-like seem

•ins that have made me
the hunted outcast which I am —

that, painful as my history is, it is a mantel relief

to me to go over it step by step, and dwell apOB
the faces of those who are now lost to mo for

evermore.

It seems but yesterday—although many years

have passed away— that I was in a position of

trust in the counting-house of Askew, Dobcll, and

Pieard. I entered the service of these merchants

about the age of sixteen, fresh from the Blue-
( 'oat. School; a raw, ungainly lad. with no know-

ledge or experience of the world, and with a strong

unendation from the head master,

which procured me a junior clerkship. Our busi-

ondaoted with a steady tranquillity—an
almost holy calm—in harmony with the place,

which had the air of a sacred temple dedicated to

commerce. I rose step by stop; till at last, about

the ago of thirty, I attained tin* position of first-

class clerk. My advance was not due to any re-

markable ability that 1 had displayed ; norb.

I had excited the interest of any member of the

firm, for I seldom saw the faces of my employers.

It was purely the residt of a system which or-

dained | general rise throughout the houses Inn

any old elerk died or was pensioned off.

The third partner in the firm, Mr. I'icanl.

a man of a very diili-rent stamp from the other

two. At one period he had been our managing
clcik, and he obtained his share in the In.

in the same year that I entered the house. He
was of French extraction; thin, sallow, with small

and light sandy hair. His age at the

time I am writing of must ha\e been near fifty.

Although his origin was very obscore MB
our old clerks remembering him walking alxmt

the docks in an almost shoeless state— his pride

was very great, and his harsh 1

and uneasy, fretful, and ever-con mpts
at dignity, wen a painful contrast to the quiet,

off-hand manner of Mr. Dobcll, or the

ruble and dreamy calmness of old Mr. Askew.
He was a bad-hearted, cold, calculating man—

a

man with a strong, reckless will, who a!

nothing to stand between him and his sclf-int-

When he came into aut hority. ami had his name
put up M one of the firm, his humble rela

were removed to a distance; and a poor old I

woman who had kept a fruit -stall upon
under our for mar. WM swept

away, became he fen thai she remembered him in

the days of his poverty.

My po ition and duties required me to live in

the house, and t f the place. When
I married, I took my wife. Bather, to our old City

home, and our one child, li . wae
born there. The child was a little blue-eyed, fair-

haiivd thing; and it was a pleasing sight to see

her, between two and throe years of ag<

along the dark passages, and going carefully up

the broad oaken stairs. On 00 d sho was
checked, by the order of Mr. 1'icard, for making a

during business hours ; and, from b

sho had to confino herself to her little dil

at the top of the house. She was a cirite

with many of the old childless clerks, who
to bring her presents of fruit in the summer

* By kind permission of the Author.
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mornings. Scarcely a day passed but what I stole

an hour—my dinner-hour—to play with her ; and,

in the long summer evenings, I carried her down
to the river to watch the boats. Sometimes, on

Sundays, I took her out of the City into the fields

about Canonbury, and carried her back again

loaded with buttercups. She was a companion to

me— oftentimes my only companion, with her

innocent prattle, and gentle, winning ways—for

my wife, Esther, was cold and reserved in her

manners, with settled habits, formed before our

marriage. She was an earnest Baptist, and at-

tended regularly, three times a-weck, a chapel for

that persuasion in Finsbury. My home often

looked cheerless enough when little Margaret had
retired to bed and my wife's empty chair stood

before me ; but I did not complain—it would not

have been just for me to do so—for I knew
Esther's opinions and habits before I married her

;

yet I thought I discerned, beneath the hard sec-

tarian crust, signs of a true, womanly, loving

heart ; signs, amongst the strict faith and stern

principles, of an affection equal to my own. I

may have been mistaken in her, as she was mis-

taken—oh, how bitterly mistaken—in me ! Her
will was stronger than mine, and it fretted itself

silently, but incessantly, in vain endeavours to

lead me along the path she had chosen for her-

self. She may have misunderstood my resistance,

as I may have misapprehended her motives for

desiring to alter my habits and tone of thinking.

There were probably faults and errors on both

sides.

Thus we went on from day to day ; Esther

going in her direction and I going in mine, while

the child acted as a gentle link that bound us

together.

About this time Mr. Askew finally retired from
business, and there was a general step upward
throughout the house—Mr. Picard getting one

degree nearer absolute authority. The first use

that he made of his new power was to introduce

an only son into the counting-house who had not

been regularly brought up to the ranks of trade

;

but who had received, since his father's entrance

as a member of the firm, a loose, hurried, crammed,
half-proiessional education, and who had hovered
for some time between the choice of a lawyer's

office and a doctor's consulting-room. He was a

high-spirited young man, whose training had been

of that incomplete character which had only served

to unsteady him. He had his father's fault of a

strong, reckless will, unchecked by anything like

his lather's cold, calculating head ; though tem-

pered by a virtue that his father never possessed

—an open-hearted generosity. As ho had every-

thing to learn, and was a troublesome pupil, he

was assigned to my care. His writing-table was

brought into my office, and I had plenty of oppor-

tunity of judging of his character. With all his

errors and shortcomings—not to say vices— it was

impossible not to like him. There is always a

charm about a free, impulsive nature that carries

the heart where the judgment cannot follow.

Although more than ten years his senior, I

held and claimed no authority over him ; his

more powerful will and bolder spirit holding me
in subjection. I screened the fact of his late

arrivals and his frequent absences, by doing

his work for him ; and, for anything that Mr.

Dobell or his father knew, he was the most

promising clerk in the house. Little Margaret

soon found him out, and took a childish liking to

him. He was never tired of playing with her ;

and seldom a week passed ihat he did not bring her

something new in the shape of toys or sweetmeats.

My evenings at home, which used to be solitary,

were now solitary no longer; either he came and

kept me company, unknown to his father—who

would have been indignant at his associating with

one of the ordinary clerks—or (which was most

frequently the case) I accompanied him in his

evening rambles about town. The gulf between

me and Esther was greatly widened.

Thus our lives went on in the old City mansion,

with little variety, until our child completed her

third year.

Young Mr. Picard had been absent from the

office for more than a week, and illness, as usual,

was pleaded as the cause. In about four days

more he returned, looking certainly much thinner

and paler than usual. I did not question him

then as to the real cause of his absence ; for there

were arrears to work up, and he did not seem in a

communicative humour. This was on a Saturday.

On the following Monday, at about two o'clock in

the afternoon, he brought in a cheque for five

hundred pounds, drawn by the firm upon our

bankers, Messrs. Burney, Holt, and Burney, of

Lombard Street. This, he told me, was an amount

he had got his father and Mr. Dobell to advance

him for a short period, to enter upon a little specu-

lation on his own account, and he gave it to me
to get changed when I went down to the bankers

to pay in money on the same afternoon. In the

meantime, he induced me to give him two hundred

pounds on account, out of ths cash that I, as

cashier, had received during the day. Shortly

afterwards he went away, saying he would receive

the other portion in the morning. I went to the

bankers that afternoon, cashed the cheque for five

hundred pounds, returned the two hundred to my
cash charge, paid it into the credit of the firm, and

returned to the office with the three hundred

pounds in my possession, in bank-notes, for young

Mr. Picard when he came in the morning. I

never saw him again, and never shall, in this

world.
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As to the cheque—it was a forgery. The lmnkers

had discovered it later in the evening, and I was

taken into custody, witli the hank-notes in my
pocket-book, hy a Bow Street oflicer, acting under

Mr. Picard, Senior's, orders. My wife was not at

home. Casting, thereforo, one hurried glance at

my poor, unconscious, Bleeping child—a glance in

which wero concentrated the love and agony of a

lifetime—I turned my hark upon the old house to

go with the officer to the appointed prison.

The next morning, at the preliminary examina-

tion before a magistrate, t > 1
«

- charge was made out.

I gave my explanation; but yoong Mr. Picard

not to be found, and unsupported aa I was by

any evidence, with a string of circuiustaii'

strongly against me, what was I to expect ? I

was fully committed, and removed to Newgate to

take my trial at the ensuing sessions.

Prostrated with grief and shame, I passed the

first night in my dismal cell, in stupor rather than

sleep, broken by thoughts of my lost home. My
poor dear child seemed to me to be removed U) an

immeasurable distance—to belong t<> another

World—and even my cold, passionless wife appeared

in warmer and more wifely co'ours, and my heart

iftened towards her. 1 foil as if 1 bad left

her in the morning, fttll of health and strength,

and had returned a!, nightfall to find her dead.

The first morning, at the visiting hour, I

was stopped in my short, impatient walk by

hearing my name called hy the turnkey:

my wife had come to see me. 1 went to the

gratingwhere stood many of my fellow-prisonera

talking to their wives and friends, and, making

room against the bars, I brought myself face to

tine with P]sther. There, outside another barrier,

between which and my own walked the officer on

duty, she stood with her cold, paasionlsn face

looking sterner and paler than usual; her thin

lips firmly compressed, and her keen grej

upon me with a marching, dubious expres-

sion. Thinking of the place I was in, and the

character of my companions, who with-

out one tono of sorrow or rem. busy

around me; feeling cold, dirty, and miserable.

and looking from all this upon Bather, M she

stood than: before me in her Quakerish i

and neat, clean respectability, I wavered lor a

moment in the belief of my innoeenee, and foil

that there was so impassable golf between us,

which my desponding heart told dm would

li bridged over.

"Esther," 1 said, "has young Mr. Picard

beard off Is little Margaret watt 1 Do my em-

ployers really heliove mo gnil

" Randall," she answered, in i calm, clear voice,

r own heart must tell you whether young

Mr Pioard will ever be (bund. Our child, thank

God, is well, and too young to kn >w the great

grief and shame- that have fallen on us>. Mr.

Dobell has carefully avoided speaking to me upon
ibject of your suspected crime, but Mr.

Pioard believes you guilty."

Though I could not clearly see the expression of

her face, broken up as it was into isolated font

by the double row of intervening liars, 1 felt that

yes wero fixed curiously upon me, and the

tono of her voice, as sho said this, told me that

I was suspected—suspected even of crime for

deeper than forgery! A odd shudder p.

across my heart, and the old feeling of antagonism

came back again to harden me.

idall," she continued in the same emotion-

ne, " some money that I had saved for the

child I have d -voted to your defence, and to

procuring you certain comforts which you will

sadly need hen;. If you are guilty, pray to l>"

forgiven: if you are innocent, pray - as I and

Margaret will pray -that this dark cloud may
pass from

Twice again Esther visited me : still with the

same §tory—for young Mr. Picard had not been

found; still with the same tone; still with the

same look. At length the day of trial came

I stood in the doek, the first person my eye fell

upon in the court was Mr. Picard; his sallov.

looking sallower than ever, his small :

peering quickly and sharply about trim. 11

there to watch ever his family honour, to obtain

a conviction at any OOSt, and to favour the belief

that I had either murdered his sou. or had com-

pelled him to keep out of the way. EBsthoi

there, too, following the pro \ith quiet

intensity; her face fixed as marble, and her

resting upon me the whole time without a

It was over at last, the long painful trial, an I 1

was < I to transportation fSr

life. 1 saw the triumph on Mr. Pi'

and with glased

with her dark veil closely drawn over her

She stooped, and, I thought, sobbed; hut 1 saw

her no more. In a few we, ks 1 was on the high

seas, proceeding to a penal settlement. Often in

the dead of night the vision of my fathi

child, weeping in thi j of the old man-ion,

i before me, and aometimi d bet

little gentle voice in the wailing ol the w

veil had fallen over my lost bom
gain never hit once—years I

Our Tessa] never reached bar destination! She

was wrecked in the third month of our v<

and all on boat ,i If and another son-

net, up by an I

rioan vessel; and. keeping oni twhnt

We were haded safely in New fork.

My companion went his way. and i entered the

service of a storekeeper, and worked steadily for

four years—four long years, in wi
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(Drawn bj J. G. Thompson.

I watched—oh, how intensely I watched !

"

—

Page 175.

of my lost homo was constantly before me. Any
feeling of resentment that I may have had at the

suspicions of my wife, and at her seeming indif-

ference to my fate, was now completely obliterated

by the operation of time and distance, and the old

love I gave to her as a girl came back in all its

tenderness and force. She appeared to me as the

guardian and protector of my dear fatherless

child, whom I had left sleeping innocently in her

little bed on the night when the door of my lost

home closed upon me. My dreams by night, my
one thought by day, grew in intensity, until I

^ould resist the impulse no longer. Risking

the chance of discovery, I procured a passage, and

landed in London in the winter of the fifth year

from that in which I had left England.

I took a lodging at a small public-house at

Wapping, near the river ; and I neglected no means

to cscapo observation. I waited with a beating,

anxious heart impatiently for night; and, when it

came, I went forth well disguised, keeping along

the line of the docks and silent warehouses, until I

reached the end of the lane in which the old man-
sion stood. I did not dare to make any inquiry to

know if Esther and the child were still at the old

home; but my knowledge of the character and
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prospects of my wife told mo that, if the firm

allowed her to stay, she would have accepted the

offer, as her principles and determination would

have sustained her under any feelings of disgrace.

1 walked slowly up the old familiar lane, until I

stood before the gateway. It was near eight

o'clock, and the gate was closed, but it look'

same as it did when I first knew it as a boy ; so

did the quaint oak carving, and the silent court-

yard seen through the small grating. There were

no lights in the front, and I went cautiously round,

up a side lam', and along a narrow passage that

ran between the churchyard and the back of the

house. At that moment the church clock struck

eight, and the bells chimed the Evening Hymn,
slowly and musically, aa they had done, perhaps,

lowly and musically, as they had
done in the days gone by, while I sat at the win-

dow with little Margaret in my arms, nursii.

to sleep. A flood of memories came across my
heart. Forgetful of tin object that had brought
me there, I leant against the railings and wept.

The chimes ooasod, and the spell was broken. I

was recalled to the momentous task that lay

boforo me. I approached, with a trembling

the window of what used to be onr sitting-room,

on the ground floor. I saw lights through the

crevices of the closed shatters. Putting i

closely against the wall I heard the hum of voices.

Faint, confused, and indistinct as tho Bound

something -perhaps the associations of the place

—made me feel that I was listening to my wife

and child. I was startled by the sound of foot-

stops ; and, toning my eyes in the direction of

the entrance to the (il had but ono en-

trance) I saw approaching an old man, wh
been in the service of the firm as house port

fifty years, lb- was called blind Stephen] for,

though not totally blind, his eyes had a stony,

glazed a |

>

lb- had bog in tho

house that he w.mid hi'..- died if If had

removed; and, in consideration of his 1<

service, h . by Mr. A pecial

commands. This was before I left, ami 1

sumod, from finding him there, that he was still

at his old duty—coming round to seo, or rather

feel, that all was securo before rotiring for tho

night. I shrank against the wall with the hope

of avoiding discovery: not that I feared tho con-

sequences of being recognised by Stephen
had many claims upon his kindness and sympathy
—but that I dread, d, although I longed, to bear

what he might have to tell mo. Ho came directly

towards mo, as if by instinct for 1 was perfectly,

breathlessly still—and paoaed hm oppo-

site to where I was partially hidden, under tho

shadow of tho wall, lit- seamed to feel that some
one \v;us there, and his

;

full opon me, looking now more ghastly than

as they glistened in the light of tho moon, which

just then had passed from behind a cloud. Un-
able to restrain myself, I uttered his name.
"Good heaven! Air. Randall, is it you?" he

exclaimed with a
" We thought you were drowned!''

'•It is, Stephen," I replied, coming forward.

"Tell me, for mercy's sake, are Esther and the

child weli

" They are."

"Are they hercP"
" In tha: • d ill," he said, pointing

to the one at which 1 had been listening.

"Thank heaven!"

"They arc much changed, Mr. Randall, since

you—since you went away," he continued in a

" Do tin peak <>f me in uring,

Stephen, when you are about the 1

"Never, now, Mr. Kandall."

There was something in the tone of

voice that weighed upon my hes

was a kind old fellow, with a d< ment
above his class; but now his

tremulous; more so than what, he told

lemand, I conjured him to tell me
all. With considerable 1. od emotion, he

complied.
" None of us m the office thought you guilty of

the forgeryt sir, not one; and the principal c

I
note of sympathy and

your good lady. Mr. 1

.bio than i

at ono time, we thought Mrs. K in. 1. ill would
I

tho place; but Mr. Dobell, VI

you know, sir, of a

very I im, and she now went, mon
quently to chapel than ever.

we fancy, at lirst; but d)'. sir, of

1 ii mines . I her

ry well, and held herself up as proudly

ns the be.-t of tl

" And poor little ' I mo
much?"

"Indeed, sir, she did at first. PoorlitUi r 1

often heard her Crying after you in the morning;

and, for many BB the fear <<l' Mr.

I could keep her from going down in the

me to tho gateway, and stand look-

ing up and down the lane until she v,

.

gently back by DBA. <' d
I told her. sir. about yourcoming 1

Rut I could not bear to ;. inur abou

lonely houso. And sho always asked after

you fan such | lovin/. innocent, sorrowful

r old Stephen's narrative was hero sb

by tears; as forme, I sobbed like a child.

" Many of the Q, sir. WOOld gladly hnvo

:r own hoi ' h'dy
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would not part with her. I used often to go up

to her little room at the top of the house and

play with her as I had seen you do, sir, in the

middle of the day. She was always very glad to

see me, and sometimes she would take me to the

window when the noonday chimes of our old

church were playing, and, pointing up to the sky

above the tower, would fancy she saw you there.

By degrees her inquiries after you became less

frequent, and when the intelligence of the wreck

of your ship arrived, and your good lady put her

into mourning, supposing you dead, she had
ceased to ask about you."

" Has she grown much ?
"

" Very much, sir. She is a dear, sweet, gentle

thing. "We all respect your good lady; but we
love little Margaret ; and, although I lost my sight

entirely four years ago, and am now stone-blind,

1 know her height to a hair, for there is not a

night that she does not kiss me before she goes

to bed, and I have had to stoop less for the kiss

every week all that time."

" Has young Mr. Picard ever been heard of?
"

" Oh, yes, sir. We believe he was found mur-
dered in some low house in a remote part of the

town ; but Mr. Picard, Senior, hu.shed the matter

up, so that we never clearly knew the facts."

" I thought he would never have allowed me
to suffer for him," I returned, " if he had been
on this side of the grave."

"No, that he would not," replied Stephen.

I felt from Stephen's manner that there was yet

some disclosure which his nerve was scarcely

equal to make. Painful or not, I again conjured

him to tell me all. After much entreaty, I learned

from him the dreadful truth that my wife had
married again. It was many minutes before I

recovered from the shock. My lost home stood

before me, and I was an outcast wanderer on the

wide earth.

" They have been married about a twelve-

month," continued Stephen, " and although I can
only feel what kind of a man he is, I don't think
they are happy."

"Is he kind to the child?" I inquired, almost
sternly.

" I don't think he is positively unkind; but he

is very strict. He was a member of the chapel

that your good lady used to go to, and he tries to

mould little Margaret after his own heart. I fear

they are not happy. Your good lady is less re-

served before me, as I am blind, and I feel some-

times that, when she is reading, she is thinking of

you."
" Stephen," I replied, sadly and firmly, " I have

only one more request to make of you before I

leave the country again for ever. Keep my secret,

and let me for one minute see Esther and the

child."

" I will," returned Stephen, weeping bitterly,

" that I will ; and may heaven sustain you in your

trouble."

He threw the old wooden shutter back, which

was not fastened on the inside, and exposed the

long, deep, narrow recess, closed in at the end with

red curtains glowing with the fire and light within.

" I will now go into the room," he said, "and
deliver my keys ; and while there, I will contrive

to hook back the curtain."

I thanked him with a silent pressure of the

hand, and he went. Just then the deep church

bell struck nine, and every stroke sounded like a

knell upon my beating heart. I watched—oh,

how intensely I watched !—grasping the window-

sill with my hands. At length the curtain was
drawn back, and the vision of my lost home stood

before me. They were engaged in evening prayer.

My child—my dear lost child—now grown tall and

graceful, was kneeling at a chair, her long golden

hair falling in clusters over her slender, folded

hands. Esther was also kneeling with her face

towards me. It looked more aged and careworn

than I expected to see it, but it was still the old

pale, statue-like face that I had cherished in my
dreams, and that had nestled on my shoulder in

the days gone by.

He who now stood in my place as the guardian

of my lost home was kneeling where I could not

see his face ; but I heard his voice faintly mutter-

ing the words of prayer. Did any one in all that

supplicating group think of the poor, wrecked,

convict outcast? Heaven alone knows. The
curtain closed, and shut out my Lost Home from

my dimmed sight for evermore.

STERNE AND THE ASS.

[Laurence Sterne. See Page 15.]

I was stopped by a poor ass, with a couple of

large panniers at his back, who had just turned
in to collect eleemosynary turnip-tops and cabbage-
leaves ; and stood dubious, with his two fore-feet

at the inside of the threshold, and with his two

hinder feet towards the street, as not knowing very
well whether he was to go in or no.

Now, 'tis an animal (be in what hurry I may) I

cannot bear to strike ; there is a patient endurance
of suffering wrote so unaffectedly in his looks and
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carriage which pleads so mightily for him, that it

always disarms me and to that degree tliat I do

not liko to speak unkindly to him: on the

contrary, meet him where I will, whether in town

or country, in cart or under panniers, whether in

liberty or bondage, I have ever something civil bo

say to him on my part: and, as one word b
another (if ho has as little to do as I), I generally

fall into conversation with him; and surely never

is my imagination so buayaa in framing

from the etohinga of hia ooantenanoaj and where
carry me not dcop enough, in flying from

my own heart into his, and seeing what is natural

(br an ass to think— as well as a man. upon

the occasion. In truth, it is the only creature

of all tho classes of beings below mo with whom
I can do this. With an ass I can communo for

ever.

" Como, Honesty," said I, seeing it was imprac-

ticable to pass betwixt him and the gate, " art thou

for coming in or going out ?
"

Tho asa twisted his head round to look up the

street.

"Well 1 " replied I, " wo'll wait a minute for thy

driver."

Be turned his head thoughtfully about.

looked wistfully the opposite way.
"1 understand I hee perfectly," an wired I: "if

thou takeat a wrong step in this aMUir, he will

cadge! thee to death. Weill a minute is but a

minute, and if it saves a fellow creature a drubbing,

it shall not bo set down as ill si

He was eating the stem of an artichoke as this

discourse went on, and, fag the little peevish con-

tentions between hunger and unsavouriuess, had
dropped it out of his mouth half-a-dozen times, and

had picked it up again. "God help thee, .lack!"

I. " thou hast a bitter breakfast on't—and many a

bitter day's labour, and many a bitter blow, I

hi wages! 'Tis all, all bitterness to thee

—

whatever life is to others! And now thy mouth,

if ono knew the truth of it, is as bitter. I dafi

as SOOt (for he had
i . and thou

DOt a friend perhaps in all this world that will

give thee a macaroon." In saying this, I pulled

paper Of 'em, which I had just bought, and
gave him one; and. at this moment that I

telling it, my heart smites QM that there was more

Of pleasantry in the com ei; of seeing hmo an ass

would eat a macaroon than of bcnovolenco in

giving him one, which pre-ided in the act.

When the Ma had eaten his
|

. I pressed

him to come in. The poor beast was heavy loaded

— his legs seemed to tremble under him—he hung
rather backwards, ami. as I pulled at his halter,

i: broke in my hand. He looked up pensive in my
'Don'i thraah me with it: but if you will

you may." " If 1 do," said I, " I'll be hanged."
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THE NEWCASTLE APOTHECARY.

A man in many a country town we know,

Professes openly with death to wrestle

;

Entering the field against the grimly foe,

Armed with a mortar and a pestle.

Yet some affirm, no enemies they are

;

But meet just like prize-fighters in a fair,

Who first shake hands before they box,

Then give each other plaguy knocks,

With all the love and kindness of a brother

:

So—many a suffering patient saith

—

Though the apothecary fights with Death,

Still they're sworn friends to one another.

A member of this iEsculapian line

Lived at Newcastle-upon-Tyne

:

No man could better gild a pill,

Or make a bill

;

Or draw a tooth out of your head

;

Or chatter scandal by your bed.

Of occupations these were quantum suff.

:

Yet still ho thought the list not long enough

;

And therefore midwifery he chose to pin to't.

This balanced things ; for if he hurled
A few score mortals from the world,

He made amends by bringing others into't.

His fame full six miles round the country ran

;

In short, in reputation he was solus:

VOL. I.

[George Colman, the Younger. See Page 6.]

All the old women called him " a fine man !

"

His name was Bolus.

Berjamin Bolus, though in trade—

Which oftentimes will genius fetter

—

Read works of fancy, it is said,

And cultivated the belles-lettres.

And why should this be thought so odd ?

Ce . men have taste who cure a phthisic ?

Of poetry though patron god,

Apollo patronises physic.

Bolus loved verse, and took so much delight in't,

That his prescriptions he resolved to write in't.

No opportunity he e'er let pass

Of writing the directions on his labels

In dapper couplets, like Gay's Fables,

Or rather like the lines in Hudibras.

Apothecary's verse! and where's the treason ?

'Tis simply honest dealing ; not a crime

;

When patients swallow physic without reason,

It is but fair to give a little rhyme.

He had a patient lying at death's door,

Some three miles from the town, it might be four,

To whom, one evening, Bolus sent an article

In pharmacy that's called cathartical.

And on the label of the stuff

He wrote this verse,
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WTrich one would think was clear enough,

And terse

:

When taken,

To be well shaken.

Next morning early, Bolus rose,

And to the patient's house he goes

Upon his pad,

Who a vile trick of stumbling had :

It was, indeed, a very sorry hack ;

But that's of course

;

For what's expected from a horse,

With an apothecary on his back ?

Bolus arrived, and gave a doubtful tap,

Between a single and a double rap.

Knocks of this kind

Are given by gentlemen who teach to dance

;

By fiddlers, and by upW wingers

;

One loud, and then a little one behind,

As if the knocker fell by chance

Out of their fingers.

The servant lets him in with dismal face,

Long as a courtier's out of place

—

Portending some disaster;

John's countenance as rueful looked and grim,

As if the apothecary had physicked him,

And not his master.

" Well, how's the patient P" Bolus said;

John shook his head.

" Indeed !—hum !—ha !

—

that's very odd !

He took the draught?" John gave a nod.
'' Well, how? what then? speak out, you dm
" Why, then," says John, "we shook htm on

" Shook him !—how?" Bolus stammered out.

•• We jolted him about."

"Zounds! shakcapatieut, man!—a shake won't d<>.''

"No, sir, and so we gave him two."

'"Two shakes! od's cur

'Twould make the patient WQ
"It did so, sir, and so a third we 1

1

'., and what then? " "Then, .sir, my i:

died."

THE RECRUITING OFFICER.
[George Farquhar, bom at Londonderry, 1678.

Scene— Tlie Market-place.

Drum beats the Grenadier's March. Enter Ser-

geant Kite, followed by Thomas Appletree,

Costar Pearmain, and the Mob.

Kite. [Making a speech.'] If any gentlemen, sol-

diers, or others, havo a mind to serve His Majesty

and pull down the French king: if any 'prentices

have severe masters, any children have undutiful

parents ; if any servants have too little wages, or

any husband a bad wife, let them repair to the

noble Sergeant Kite, at the sign of the " Raven." in

this good town of Shrewsbury, and they shall

receive present relief and entertainment. [Drum.']

Gentlemen, I don't beat my drums here to ensnare

or invoigle any man ; for you must know, gentle-

men, that I am a man of honour : besides, I don't

heal u]) lor common soldiers; no, I 'list only grena-

diers—grenadiers, gentlemen. Pray, gentlemen,

observe this cap—this is the cap of honour: it

dubs a man a gentleman in the drawing of a

trigger; and lie that has the good fortune to be

horn six foot high was born to be a great man.

Sir, will you give me leave to try this cap upon

your head P

Oostar. Is there no harm in't P Won't the cap

'list me P

Kite. No, no; no more than I can. Come, lot

me see how it becomes you.

Cost. Are you sure there is no conjuration in itP

—no gunpowder-plot upon me P

Kite. No, no, friend ; don't fear, man.

First an actor, then a soldier. Died in 1707.]

Cost. My mind misgives me plaguily. No coax-

ing, no bothering mo, faith !

Kite. I coax! I wheedle! I'm above it, sir; I

have served twenty campaigns ; but, sir, you talk

well, and I must own you are a man, every inch of

you: a pretty, young, sprightly fellow!— but I

scorn to whoedlo any man ! Come, honest lad,

will you take share of a pot P

Cost. Nay, for that matter, I'll spend my penny
with the best ho that wears a head; th .

begging your pardon, sir, and in a fair i

Kitr. Give mo your hand, then; and now.

tlemen, I have no more to say but this—here's a

purse of gold, and there is a tub of hummii
at my quarters. Tis the king's money and the

king's drink ; he's a generous king, and lo\.

subjects. 1 hope, gentlemen, you won't refu

king's health P Hey, boys! thus we Bold

drink, sing, dance, play; we live, as one should

say—wo live
—

'tis impossible to tell how we li\e

—we are all princes ; why. why you are a king, you

are an emperor, and I'm a prince ; now, an't

Tho. No, sergeant ; I'll bo no emperor.

Kite. No!
Tho. I'll be a justice of peace.

Efts. A justice of peace, man !

Tho. Ay, wauns will I; for since this pressing

act, they are greater than any emperor under the

nun.

. Done; you aro a justice of peace, and you

are a king, and I'm a duke, and a rum duke,

an't I

P
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Cost. I'll be a queen.

Kite. A queen

!

Cost. Ay, of England ; that's greater than any

king of them all.

Kite. Bravely said, faith ! Huzza for the queen.

But harkye, you, Mr. Justice, and you, Mr. Queen,

did you ever see the king's picture ?

Botli. No, no, no.

Kite. I wonder at that ; I have two of them set

in gold, and as like His Majesty ;—bless the mark

!

see here, they are set in gold.

[Takes two broad pieces out of his pocket

;

presents one to each.

Tho. The wonderful works of nature ! [Looking

at it.~\ What's this written about ? here's a posy,

I believe. Ca-ro-lus ! what's that, sergeant ?

Kite. Oh, Carolus ? why, Carolus is Latin for

King George ; that's all.

Cost. 'Tis a fine thing to be a scollard. Ser-

geant, will you part with this ? I'll buy it on

you, if it come within the compass of a crown.

Kite. A crown ! never talk of buying ; 'tis the

same thing among friends, you know. I'll pre-

sent them to ye both : you shall give me as good

a thing. Put them up, and remember your old

friend when I am over the hills and far away.

Enter Plume, the Recruiting Offi-cer.

Plume. Come on, my men of mirth, away with

it; I'll make one among you. Who are these

hearty lads ?

Kite. Off with your hats ; 'ounds ! off with your

hats ; this is the captain ; the captain.

Tho. We have seen captains afore now, mun.
Cost. Ay, and lieutenant-captains too. 'Sflesh!

I'll keep on my nab.

TJw. And I'se scarcely doff mine for any captain

in England. My vether's a freeholder.

Plume. Who are those jolly lads, sergeant ?

Kite. A couple of honest, brave fellows, that are

willing to serve their king : I have entertained

them just now as volunteers, under your honour's

command.
Plume. And good entertainment they shall

have : volunteers are the men I want ; those are

the men fit to make soldiers, captains, generals.

Cost. Waunds, Tummas, what's this ? are you
'listed?

Tho. Flesh ! not I : are you, Costar ?

Cost. Waunds, not I.

-Kite. What! not 'listed? ha, ha, ha! a very
good jest, i' faith.

Cost. Come, Tummas, we'll go home.
Tho. Ay, ay, come.

Kite. Home ! for shame, gentlemen ; behave
yourselves better before your captain. Dear
Thomas ! honest Costar

!

Tho. No, no ; we'll be gone.

Kite. Nay, then, I command you to stay; I

place you both sentinels in this place for two
hours, to watch the motion of St. Mary's clock

you, and you the motion of St. Chad's; and he

that dares stir from his post till he be relieved,

shall have my sword through him the next

minute.

Plume. What's the matter, sergeant ? I'm
afraid you are too rough with these gentlemen.

Kite. I'm too mild, sir ; they disobey command,
sir ; and one of them should be shot for an ex-

ample to the other. They deny their being 'listed.

Tho. Nay, sergeant, we don't downright deny
it neither ; that we dare not do, for fear of being

shot ; but we humbly conceive, in a civil way, and
begging your worship's pardon, that we may go
home.

Plume. That's easily known. Have either of

you received any of the king's money ?

Cost. Not a brass farthing, sir.

Kite. They have each of them received one-and-

twenty shillings, and 'tis now in their pockets.

Cost. Waunds ! if I have a penny in my pocket

but a bent sixpence, I'll be content to be 'listed and
shot into the bargain.

Tho. And I : look ye here, sir.

Cost. Nothing but the king's picture, that the

sergeant gave me just now.

Kite. See there, a guinea; one-and-twenty

shillings ; t'other has the fellow on't.

Plume. The case is plaiu, gentlemen : the goods

are found upon you. Those pieces of gold are

worth one-and-twenty shillings each.

Cost. So it seems that Carolus is one-and-

twenty shillings in Latin ?

Tho. 'Tis the same thing in Greek, for we are

'listed.

Cost. Flesh ! but we an't, Tummas : I desire to

be carried before the mayor, captain.

[Captain and Sergeant whisper the while.

Plume. 'Twill never do, Kite
;
your tricks will

ruin me at last. I won't lose the fellows though,

if I can help it.—Well, gentlemen, there must be

some trick in this; my sergeant offers to take

his oath that you are fairly 'listed.

Tho. Why, captain, we know that you soldiers

have more liberty of conscience than other folks

;

but for me or neighbour Costar here to take such

an oath, 'twould be downright perjuration.

Plume. Look ye, rascal, you villain ! if I find

that you have imposed on these two honest

fellows, I'll trample you to death, you dog ! Come,
how was it ?

Tho. Nay, then, we'll speak. Your sergeant,

as you say, is a rogue ; an't like your worship,

begging your worship's pardon ; and
Cost. Nay, Tummus, let me speak

; you know I

can read. And so, sir, he gave us those two
pieces of money for pictures of the king, by way
of a present.
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Flume. How ? by way of a present? the rascal

!

I'll teach him to abuse honest fellows like you.

Scoundrel, rogue, villain

!

[Beats off tlie Sergeant, and follows.

Both. Oh, brave noble captain ! huzza ! A brave

captain, faith

!

Cost. Now, Tumraas, Carolus is Latin for a

beating. This is the bravest captain I ever saw.

Waunds ! I've u mouth's mind to go with him.

Enter Plume.

Plume. A dog, to abuse two such honest fellows

as you. Look ye, gentlemen, I lovo a pretty

fellow; I come among you as an officer to 'list

soldiers, not as a kidnapper, to steal slaves.

Cost. Mind that, Tummas.
Flame. I desire no man to go with me, but as I

went myself. I went a volunteer, as you or you
may do now; for a little time carried a musket,
and now I command a company.

Tito. Mind that, Costar. A sweet gentleman.

Flame. 'Tis true, gentlemen, I might take an
ad van! age of you; the king's money was in your
pockets—my sergeant was ready to take his oath

you were 'listed; but 1 seorn to do a base thing;

you are both of yon at your lil)erty.

Cost. Thank you, noble captain. Ecod, I can't

find ID my heart to leave him, he talks so Hney.

T/to. Ay, Costar, would he always hold in this

mind.

I'himi'. Come, my lads, one thing moro IT1 tell

you: you're both young tight fellows, and the

urmy is the place to make you men for ever : every

man has his tot, and you have yours. What think

you of a purse of French gold out of a monsieur's

pocket, after yon have dashed out his brains with
the butt-end of your firelock, eh?

Cost. Waunds! I'll have it. Captain, givo

me a shilling; I'll follow you to the end of the
world.

Tho. Nay, dear Costar ! do'na; bo adv.

Flame. Here, my hero; here are two guineas
for thee, as earnest of what I'll do further for

thee.

Tho. Do'na take it; do'na, dear Co
[Cries, and pulls bad; hit <irm.

Cost I wull, I wull. Waunds! my mind
me that I shall be a captain myself: I take your
money, sir, and now I am a gentleman.

Fln,n<\ Give me thy hand ; and now you and I

will travel the world o'er, and command it where-

ever we tread. Bring your friend with you, if

you can. [Am
Cost. Well, Tummas, must wo part ?

Tlio. No, Costar; I cannot leave thee. Come,
captain, I'll e'en go along with you too; and if

you have two honestcr, simpler lads in your

company than wo two have been, I'll say no more.

I'lume. Here, my lad. [Gives him money.]

Now, your name P

Tho. Tummas Appletroo.

Fhiiiu'. And yoursP

Cost. Costar Peatman.
Flnuf. Well ir. Bon whereP

Tito. Both in Herefordshire.

PI'
I

iy lads. Kite,

take care of them.

Enter Kite.

Kite. An't you a couple of pretty fellows, now ?

Hero you have complained to the captain ; 1 am
to be turned out, and one of you will be

Which of you is to nave my halberd?

Both. I.

Kit, . So you shall 1 March, you scoundrels!

[Beats them off.]

DEATH OF CHATHAM*
[Thomas Uauimutoh Macaclat. Sm Pag* 129.]

Tiik Duke of Richmond had given notico of an

addreai to the throne, against the further prosecu-

tion of hostilities with America. Chatham had,

during some time, absented himself from Parlia-

ment, in oottseqnenoe of bis growing infirmities.

He determined bo appear in his place on thia

occasion, and to declare that his opinions were

decidedly at variance with those of the Ro<

ham party. He was in a state of great excitement.

His medical attendants were DUBfJTj and strongly

advised him to calm himself, and to remain at

home. Hill he was not. to \h> colli rolled. II

William, and hil son-in-law, Lord Mahon, accom-

l him to Westminster, lie rested himself

in the Chancellor's room till the debate commenced,

and then, leaning on his two young

limped to his seat. The slightest part.icu!..

that day were remembered, and have been carefully

record. 'd. He bowed, :
• marked, with

courtliness to i PS who rose to make
ft him and his supp> '• N Hi crutch was

in his hand. He wore, as was his fashion, a

rich velvet coat. His legs were s\\ at lied in flannel-

rig was so largo and hil bos so emaciated,

that noneof hii mid be di Eoept

the high curve of his nose, and his eye-, which

still retained a gleam of the old tire.

When the Duke of iuchmond had spoken-

' Hj laud jicnuiMiou of Mosars. Longman iWiJ Co.
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(Drawn by "W. H. Fisk.)

Chatham rose. For some time his voice was
inaudible. At length his tones became distinct

and his action animated. Here and there his

hearers caught a thought or an expression which
reminded them of William Pitt. But it was clear

that he was not himself. He lost the thread of

his discourse, hesitated, repeated the same words
several times, and was so confused that, in speak-

ing of the Act of Settlement, he could not recall

the name of the Electress Sophia. The House
listened in solemn silence, and with the aspect of

profound respect and compassion. The stillness

was so deep that the dropping of a handkerchief

would have been heard. The Duke of Richmond
replied with great tenderness and courtesy; but

while he spoke, the old man was observed to be

restless and irritable. The duke sat down.

Chatham stood up again, pressed his hand on his

breast, and sank down in an apoplectic fit. Three
or four lords who sat near him caught him in his

fall. The House broke up in confusion. The

dying man was carried to the residence of one of

the officers of Parliament, and was so far restored

as to be able to bear a journey to Hayes. At
Hayes, after lingering a few weeks, he expired in

his seventieth year. His bed was watched to the

last with anxious tenderness by his wife and chil-

dren ; and he well deserved their care. Too often

haughty and wayward to others, to them he had

been almost effeminately kind. He had through

life been dreaded by his political opponents, and

regarded with more awe than love even by his

political associates. But no fear seems to have

mingled with the affection which his fondness,

constantly overflowing in a thousand endearing

forms, had inspired in the little circle at Hayes.

Chatham, at the time of his decease, had not, in

both Houses of Parliament, ten personal adherents.

Half the public men of the age had been estranged

from him by his errors, and the other half by the

exertions which ho had made to repair his errors.

His last speech had been an attack at once on the
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policy pursued by the Government, and on the

policy recommended by the Opposition. But death

restored him to his old place in the affection of his

country. Who could hear unmoved of the fall of

that which had been so great, and which had stood

so long ? The circumstances, too, seemed rather to

belong to the tragic stage than to real life. A great

statesman, full of years and honours, led forth to

the Senate House by a son of rare hopes, and

stricken down in full council while straining his

feeble voice to rouse the drooping spirit of his

country, could not but be remembered with

peculiar veneration and tenderness. Detraction

was overawed. The voice even of just and tem-

perate censure was mute. Nothing was remem-

bered but the lofty genius, the unsullied probity,

the undisputed services, of him who was no more.

For once, all parties agreed. A public funeral, a

public monument, were eagerly voted. The debts

of the deceased were paid. A provision was made
for his family. The City of London requested that

the remains of the great man whom she had so

long loved and honoured might rest under the

dome of her magnificent cathedral. But the peti-

tion came too late. Everything was already pre-

pared tor the interment in Westminster Abbey.

Though men of all parties had concurred in

decreeing posthumous honours to Chatham, his

corpse was attended to the grave almost exclusively

by opponents of the Covernment. The banner of

the lordship of Chatham was borne by Colonel

Barre, attended by the Duke of Richmond and

Lord Rockingham. Burke, Savile, and Dunning
upheld the pall. Lord Camden was conspicuous in

the procession. The chief mourner was young
William Pitt. After the lapse of more than

twenty-seven years, in a season as dark and peril-

ous, his own shattered frame and broken heart

were laid, with the same pomp, in the same con-

secrated mould.

Chatham sleeps near the northern door of the

church, in a spot which lias ever since been appro-

priated to statesmen, as the other end of the same

transept has long been to poets. Mansfield

there, and the second William Pitt, and Fox, and

Grattan, and Canning, and Wilberl'orce. In no

other cemetery do so many great citizens lie within

so narrow a space. High over those venerable

graves towers the stately monument of Chatham,

and from above, his effigy, graven by a cunning

hand, seems still, with eagle face and outstretched

arm, to bid England be of good cheer, and to hurl

defiance at her toes. The generation which n

that memorial of him has disappeared. The time

has come when the rash and indiscriminate judg-

ments which 1. .p.naiies passed on his

character may be calmly n\ iged by history,

history, while for the warning of vehement hi^h

and daring natures, she notes his many i

yet deliberately pronounce that, among the eminent

men whose bones lie near his, searcely one ha

a more stainless, and none a more splendid name."

TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY.

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE rLOUGH IN APRIL, 1786.

Koueut Burns, born at Alloway, January 25, 1759. Son of a poor farmer. Published first in 1786, and became immediately

famous. Died at Dumfries, July 21, 1796.]

EE, modest, crimson-tipped

flower.

Thou's met mo in an ei il

hour;

For I maun crush amang
the stouro

Thy Blcndor stem
i

To sparo thee now is past my
power,

Thou bonny gem.

Alas ! it's no thy neibor sweet.

The bonny lark, companion meet,

Hcndiug then 'mang the dewy wheat,

W'i' spreckled breast,

When upward springing, blithe, to greet

The purpling east

!

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north

[7pen thy early, humble birth;

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth

Amid the storm.

Scarce reared above the parent earth

Thy tender form.

The Haunting flowers our gardens yield,

Sigfa sheltering woods and wa's maun
shield:

But thou, beneath the random bield

O' clod or stane,

Adorns tho histio stibblo-fiold,

Unseen, alane.

There in thy scanty mantle clad,

Thy snawio bosom sun-ward spread,

Thou lifts thy unassuming head

In huml ile gti

But now the share aptoni thy bod,

And low thou lies !
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Such is the fate of artless maid,

Sweet flow'ret of the rural shade !

By love's simplicity betrayed,

And guileless trust,

Till she, like thee, all soiled, is laid

Low i' the dust.

Such is the fate of simple bard,

On life's rough ocean luckless starred

!

Unskilful he to note the card

Of prudent lore,

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,

And whelm him o'er !

Such fate to suffering worth is given,

Who long with wants and woes has striven,

By human pride or cunning driven

To misery's brink,

Till, wrenched of every stay but Heaven,
He, ruined, sink

!

Even thou who mourn'st the daisy's fate,

That fate is thine, no distant date

;

Stern Ruin's ploughshare drives, elate,

Full on thy bloom,

Till crushed beneath the furrow's weight

Shall be thy doom.

SIR ROGER IN THE THEATRE.
[Joseph Addison. See Page 79.J

My friend Sir Roger de Coverley, when we last

met together at the club, told me that he had a

great mind to see the new tragedy with me, assur-

ing me at the same time that he had not been at

a play these twenty years. " The last I saw," said

Sir Roger, " was the ' Committee,' which I should

not have gone to neither, had not I been told

beforehand that it was a good Church of England

comedy." He then proceeded to inquire of me who
this " Distressed Mother " was ; and upon hearing

that she was Hector's widow, he told me that her

husband was a brave man, and that when he was a

school-boy he had read his life at the end of the

dictionary. My friend asked me in the next place,

if there would not be some danger in coming home
late, in case the Mohocks should be abroad. " I

assure you," says he, " I thought I had fallen into

their hands last night ; for I observed two or three

lusty black men that followed me half way up
Fleet Street, and mended their pace behind me, in

proportion as I put on to get away from them.

You must know," continued the knight, with a

smile, " I fancied they had a mind to hunt me ; for

I remember an honest gentleman in my neighbour-

hood, who was served such a trick in King Charles

the Second's time, for which reason he has not

ventured himself in town ever since. I might
have shown them very good sport, had this been

their design ; for, as I am an old fox-hunter, I

should have turned and dodged, and have played

them a thousand tricks." Sir Roger added, "If
these gentlemen had any such intention, they did

not succeed very well in it ; for I threw them out,"

says he, " at the end of Norfolk Street, where I

doubled the corner, and got shelter in my lodgings

before they could imagine what was become of me.

However," says the knight, " if Captain Sentry

will make one with us to-morrow night, and you
will both of you call upon me about four o'clock,

that we may be at the house before it is full, I will

have my own coach in readiness to attend you."

The captain, who did not fail to meet me there

at the appointed hour, bid Sir Roger fear nothing,

for that he had put on the same sword which he
made use of at the battle of Steenkirk. Sir

Roger's servants, and among the rest my old

friend the butler, had, I found, provided them-
selves with good oaken plants, to attend their

master upon this occasion. When we had placed

him in his coach, with myself at his left hand, the

captain before him, and his butler at the head of

his footmen in the rear, we convoyed him in safety

to the playhouse, where, after having marched
up the entry in good order, the captain and I went
in with him, and seated him betwixt us in the pit.

As soon as the house was full, and the candles

lighted, my old friend stood up, and looked about

him with that pleasure which a mind seasoned

with humanity naturally feels in itself, at the

sight of a multitude of people who seem pleased

with one another, and partake of the same common
entertainment. I could not but fancy to myself, as

the old man stood up in the middle of the pit, that

he made a very proper centre to a tragic audience.

Upon the entering of Pyrrhus, the knight told me
that he did not believe the King of France himself

had a better strut. I was indeed very attentive to

my old friend's remarks, because I looked upon
them as a piece of natural criticism, and was well

pleased to hear him, at the conclusion of almost

every scene, telling me that he could not imagine

how the play would end. One while he appeared

much concerned for Andromache ; and a little while

after as much for Hermione; and was extremely

puzzled to think what would become of Pyrrhus.

When Sir Roger saw Andromache's obstinate

refusal to her lover's importunities, he whispered

me in the ear, that he was sure she would never

have him ; to which he added, with a more than

ordinary vehemence, " You can't imagine, sir, what

it is to have to do with a widow." Upon Pyrrhus his

threatening to leave her, the knight shook his head
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(Dratrii by L. C. Henley.)

and muttered to himself, " Ay, do if you can."

This part dwelt so much upon my friend' s imagina-

tion, that at the closo of the third act, as I was

thinking on somothing else, he whispered mo in

my ear, " Tlic.se widows, sir, are the most perverse

creatures in tho world. But pray," says he, " you

that are a critic, is the play according to your

dramatic rules, as you call them P Should your

people in tragedy always talk to bo understood ?

Why, there is not a single sentenco in this play

that I do not know the meaning of."

Tho fourth act very luckily began before I had

time to give the old gentleman an answer. " Well,"

says the knight, sitting down with great satisfac-

tion, " I suppose we are now to see Hector's ghost."

He then NBtffld his attontion, and. from time to

time, fell a-praising tho widow. Ho made, indeed,

a littlo mistake as to one of hor pages, whom at

his first entering ho took for Astyanax ; but quickly

Bet himself right in that particular, though, at tho

same time, ha owned ho should have boon very

glad to have seen the littlo boy, who, says ho, must
needs bo a very fine child by the account that is

given of him.

As there was a very remarkable silence and
stillness in tho audience during the whole action,

it was natural for them to take the opportunity of

the intervals between the acts to express their

opinion of tho players, and of their respective parts.

Sir Roger, hoaring a cluster of them praise Orestes,

struck in with them, and told thera that he thought

his friend Pyladcs was a very sensible man. As
they were afterward applauding I'yrrhus, Sir

• put in a second time I

" And let me tell you,"

says ho, "though ho speaks hut little, I like tho

old fellow in whiskers as well as any of them."

Captain Sentry, seeing two or three wags who sat

near us loan with an attentive car towardl Sir

Roger, and fearing lest they should smoke the

knight, plucked him by tho elbow, and whispered

something in his car. thai 11 the opening

of the fifth act. The knight was wonderfully

B account which (>

Pyrrhus's death, and, at the conclusion of it, told

me it was such a bloody piece of work, that he was
triad it was not done npon the stage. S.

ward Orestes in his raring fit, he grew more than

ordinarily serious, and took occasion to moralise

upon an evil < . adding, that Orestes, in

his madness, looked as if ho saw something.

As we were the first that came into the house,

80 WO were the laet that went out of it:

resolved to have a clear passage for our old friend,

whom we did not care to venture annul-

ling of tho crowd. Sir Bog out fully

d with his entertainment, and we guarded

him to his lodging in the BUM manner that WO
brought him to the playhouse being I

pleased for my own part, not only with the per-

formance of tho excellent piece which h;id been

presented, but with tho satisfaction which it had

given to the good old man.
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(I»awn by A. W. Bayxs.)

THE JESTER CONDEMNED TO DEATH.

[Horace Smith, See Page 30.]

One of the Kings of Scanderoon,

A royal jester,

Had in his train a gross buffoon,

Who used to pester

The Court with tricks inopportune,

Venting on the highest folks his

Scurvy pleasantries and hoaxes.

It needs some sense to play the fool,

Which wholesome rule

Occurred not to our jackanapes,

Who consequently found his freaks

Lead to innumerable scrapes,

And quite as many kicks and tweaks,

Which only seemed to make him faster

Try the patience of his master.

Some sin, at last, beyond all measure,

Incurred the desperate displeasure

Of his serene and raging highness

:

Whether he twitched his most revered

And sacred beard,

Or had intruded on the shyness

Of the seraglio, or let fly

An epigram at royalty,

None knows : his sin was an occult one,

But records tell us that Jhe Sultan,

Meaning to terrify the knave,

Exclaimed, " 'Tis time to stop that breath

:

Thy doom is sealed, presumptuous slave

!

Thou stand'st condemned to certain death :

Silence, base rebel ! no replying

!

But such is my indulgence still,

That, of my own free grace and will,

I leave to thee the mode of dying."

" Thy royal will be done—'tis just,"

Replied the wretch, and kissed the dust

;

" Since, my last moments to assuage,

Your majesty's humane decree

Has deigned to leave the choice to me,

I'll die, so please you, of old age !

"

VOL. 1. 24
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CAPYS PROPHESIES TO ROMULUS THE FUTURE GREATNESS OF ROME*
[Thomas Babikqton Macaulat. See Page 129.]

Thine, Roman, is the pilum:

Roman, the sword is thine,

The even trench, the bristling mound,
The legion's ordered line

;

And thine the wheels of triumph,

Which, with their laurelled train,

Move slowly up the shouting streets

To Jove's eternal fane.

Beneath thy yoke the Volscian

Shall vail his lofty brow

;

Soft Capua's curled revellers

Before thy chairs shall bow

;

The Lucumoes ofAm us

Shall quake thy rods to see

;

And the proud Samnite's heart of steel

Shall yield to only thee.

The Gaul shall come against thee,

From tho land of snow and night

;

Thou shalt give his fair-haired armi"s

To the raven and the kite.

The Greek shall come against thee.

The conqueror of the East

;

Beside him stalks to battle

The huge, earth-shaking beast

—

The beast on whom the castle,

With all its guards, doth stand

—

The beast who hath between his eyes

The serpent for a hand.

First march the bold Epirotes,

Wedged close, with shield and spear

,

And the ranks of false Tarentum

Are glittering in tho roar,

The ranks of false Tarentum
Like hunted sheep shall fly :

In vain tho bold Epirotes

Shall round their standards die.

And Apennines grey vultures

Shall have a noble feast

On the fat and the eyes

Of the huge, earth-shaking beatt.

11 m rah for the good weapons
That keep tho war-god's lutul

!

Hurrah for Home's stout pilum,

In a stout Roman hand !

Hurrah for Rome's short broadsword.

That through the thick array

Of levelled spears and serried shields

Hew* deep its gory way!

Hurrah for the great triumph

That stretches many a mile

!

Hurrah for the wan captives

That pass in endless file

!

Ho ! bold Epirotes, whither

Hath the Red King ta'en flight ?

Ho ! dogs of false Tarentum,

Is not the gown washed white ?

Hurrah for the great triumph
That stretches many a mile !

Hurrah for the rich dye of Tyre,

And the fine web of Nile !

The helmets gay with plumage
Torn from the pheasant's wings

;

Tho belts set thick with starry gems
That shone on Indian kings

;

Tho urns of massy silver,

The goblets rough with gold,

The many-coloured tablets bright

With loves and wars of old

;

The stone that breathes and struggles,

The brass that seem to speak

;

Such cunning they who dwell on high

Have given unto tho Greek !

Hurrah for Manius Curius,

The bravest son of Rome,
Thrice in utmost need sent forth,

Thrice drawn in triumph home !

Weave, weave for Manius Curius

The third embroidered gown !

Make ready the third lofty

And twine the third green crown !

And yoke the steeds of Rosea,

With necks like bended bow,

And deck the bull—Mcvania's bull

—

The bull M white as snow.

Blest, and thrice blest, the Roman
Who 8eos Rome's brightest day

—

Who sees that long, victorious pomp
Wind down the Sacred Way,

And through the bellowing forum.

And round the suppliants' grove,

I " p to the everlasting gates

Of Capitolian Jove.

Then where, o'er two bright havens,

The towers of Corinth frown;

Where the gigantic King of Day
On his own Rhodes looks down

;

* By kind pennuwion of Mctm. Longman and Co.
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Where soft Orontes murmurs,
Beneath the laurel shades

;

"Where Nile reflects the endless length

Of dark-red colonnades

;

Where, in the still deep water,

Sheltered from cares and blasts,

Bristles the dusky forest

Of Byrsa's thousand masts

;

Where fur-clad hunters wander
Amidst the northern ice

;

Where, through the sand of morning-land,

The camel bears the spice

;

Where Atlas flings his shadow
Far o'er the western foam,

Shall be great fear on all who hear

The mighty name of Borne.

THE DECLINE OF CH1VALEY.
[Edmund Burke. Born in Dublin, 1730. Educated at Trinity College. Was secretary to Lord Halifax. Entered Parliament-

After a long and brilliant career retired to Beaconsfield, where he died July 9, 1797.]

It is now sixteen or seventeen years since I saw
the Queen of France, then the Dauphiness, at

Versailles ; and surely never lighted on this orb,

which she hardly seemed to touch, a more delightful

vision. I saw her just above the horizon, decora-

ting and cheering the elevated sphere she had just

begun to move in
;

glittering like the morning
star, full of life, and splendour, and joy. Oh, what
a revolution! and what a heart must I have, to

contemplate without emotion that elevation and
that fall ! Little did I dream that, when she added
titles of veneration to those of enthusiastic, dis-

tant, respectful love, she should ever be obliged to

carry the sharp antidote against disgrace concealed

in that bosom ; little did I dream that I should

have lived to see such disasters fallen upon her

in a nation of gallant men—in a nation of men
of honour and of cavaliers. I thought ten thou-

sand swords must have leaped from their scab-

bards to avenge even a look that threatened her

with insult. But the age of chivalry is gone

:

that of sophisters, economists, and calculators

has succeeded; and the glory of Europe is extin-

guished for ever. Never, never more shall we
behold that generous loyalty to rank and sex, that

proud submission, that dignified obedience, that

subordination of the heart, which kept alive, even
in servitude itself, the spirit of an exalted freedom.

The unbought grace of life, the cheap defence of

nations, the nurse of manly sentiment and heroic

enterprise, is gone ! It is gone, that sensibility of

principle, that chastity of honour, which felt a

stain like a wound, which inspired courage while

it mitigated ferocity, which ennobled whatever it

touched, and under which vice itself lost half its

evil by losing all its grossness.

THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH.
[H. W. Longfellow. See Page 14.]

Under a spreading chesnut tree

The village smithy stands
;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands
;

And the muscles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and long,

His face is like the tan

;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,

He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,

For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,

You can hear his bellows blow

;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,

With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell,

When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from school

Look in at the open door

;

They love to see the flaming forge,

And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly

Like chaff" from a thrashing-floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among his boys

;

He hears the parson pray and preach,

He hears his daughter's voice

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother's voices

Singing in Paradise

!

He needs must think of her once more,

How in the grave she lies
;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes
A tear out of his eyes.
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Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing,

Onward through life he goes ;

Each morning sees some task begin,

Each evening sees it close

;

Something attempted, something done,

Has earned a night's repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught

!

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunos must be wrought

;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped
Each burning deed aud thought

!

RAILWAY NIGHTMARES.
[John Hon incishead. Sm Pagt 170.]

OME men are born to be

madmen ; some to be

idiots ; and some to be

hanged ; but I was born

to be a shareholder.

Some N:i'ii spend their

money like noU
and princes ; some lose

it at the gamiiiLi-lalilr;

Borne on the turf; some
hide it in gardens, in \

in brick valla, tad die for-

getting t© reveal their secret

;

but my property is securely

sunk for the benefit of my
country in the Direct Burygold and the Greet

Deadlock Railways. While on one hand I am
lowered to the condition of a beggar, on the other

I am elevated to the rank of a patriot. What I

have done would, in the ancient days, have earm d

me a statue; but now, under unheroic forms of

business, it is silently accepted as a matter of

course. If I had sunk my property in endowing a

hospital, I might have secured the immortality of

B tablet) and the gratitudo of a committee; but

my prodigal generosity has only taken the form

of an investment. I sign a deed of Battlement,

pocket my liability, see my name recorded in I

ledger of shareholders—and that is all.

Having no faith in reformers, I have joined no

committee of investigation ; I havo subscribed to

no society for improving our prospects. 1 have

quietly locepted my position as a melancholy and
accomplished fact. 1 have sold my withered shares

for the trifle they would fetch; and. having no
family or kindred dependingupon me for support,

I have taken to opiumen
I am surprised thai I aerer kerned my attention

to this agreeabli inveetmeaJ Like my
former ventures, it pays me no dividends, .

in dreams ; but then those dreams are of the most
varied and amusing kind. T! I mo with-

out offort; thoy cry to me for no food; they mako
no calls. When they leave me, I feel no regret

;

for I know that a few pence will, at any time, call

them bacV r as I am, I in all the

state of kings, with no painful memorie-

yesterday; no care for to-day ; M thought for to-

morrow. Relieved from the dull clicks and sur-

roundings of active life, my fancy runs riot in a
shadowy world, where all distinct^

and those things that were once my Borrow and

my dread have now become my pleasure and my

The long, riknt panorama of thi i>ury-

gold Railway passes before me : the whole line in

Chancery, choked and str the icy, relent*

less hand of legal death. The Murygold station.

once so full of life, is now an echoing,

cavern ; its cr\ >tal roof jg an arch of broken glass;

its rails are torn away ; its rooms and

empty, or boarded up; and its walls are del

with old ghaStlj time hills, the mocking records of

its former wealth and activity. The long reft

ment corridor is dusty and bare; its fixtures are

rudely torn from the walls, its floor is strewn

With remnants of placards and broken china; and

nothing living is now left except a wild, half-

famished cat, ravenously gnawing a bone as

smooth as glass.

Passing out of this ruined Btation to the open

line. I find no signs of traffic. Carriages are not

to l>e seen, and the rails in places have been torn

up by the roots. Rank grass has spread across the

once busy way, and sheep are calmly browsing,

with no fear of coming danger. lircaking through

a narrow cutting between two lofty hills, w!

passage, once open and bare, is now grown

over with underwood and brambles, I emerge into

abroad amphitheatre of landscape, saddened with

ruins, like the plains of ancient QrOQOO. Standing

at tho extreme verge, upon the ragged edge of

wliat was once a smooth, lofty, curving viadu

gaze down f.ir hclow into a winding stream w!

course is broken and turned by tin- fallen arches

which once spanned tho broad. Hey.

Large iron girders, spreading masses of brick-

work, and blocks of heavy masonry, lie helplessly in

ear, glassy stream. In the distance another

ragged edge of tall, narrow, broken arches issues

from a cleft in the opposite mountain. The blue,

misty hills close in tho scene OB every id. \\ and
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"You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,

With measured beat and slow."

The Village Blacksmith, page 187.

the solemn stillness of undisturbed nature reigns

over all. Struggling down the steep sides of this

chasm, I pick my way across the ruins to the

divided limb of the railway on the further side.

Here I turn for one final look at the silent valley,

and then pursue my course.

The first sign of life which I meet on the ruined

line is a small side station, once bright, clean, and
new, but now damp and mouldy. Seeing smoke
ascend from the short chimney of this hut, I look

through the window, and find an old woman in dirty

rags crouching over a wood fire, formed of parts of

the building, rocking her bent body to and fro, and
chanting a low wail. Before I can retire from the

window, a dwarfed boy, whose huge head, with a

long, pale, oval face and large watery eyes, forms one-

half of his withered body, rushes to the door of the

hut, and draws the attention of the woman to my
presence by uncouth gestures, and a wild, babbling

noise. The woman rises quickly, and I see from
her eyes and manner that her mind has sunk under
the pressure of some heavy affliction. Something
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tells me they are mother and son, and sufferers by

the ruin which is before us, and behind us, and !

around us. A vague notion enters their minds

that I have either come to molest them, or that I

am a member of that class which has been the

cause of all their misfortunes. Their actions be-

come gradually more frantic and hostile ; and their

aspect is at once so melancholy and so hideous, that

I fairly turn away, and run along the line. They

do not attempt to follow me; but their voices,

which at first were raised in triumph at my flight,

become by degrees fainter and fainter, until at

last they are lost in the distance at which I leave

them behind.

Passing along the line, and under many broken

arches, I come to more life, of a much more agree-

able character. Beneath a lofty iron bridge, which

spans the once busy Burygold Railway, I find :t

group of healthy country children, playing on a

swing formed of ropes tied firmly in the open

spaces between the girders. Other country chil-

dren look down from the roadway on the top of the

arch, and drop small pebbles upon the heads of the

children beneath; aiming especially at the child

in the swing, as the motion of the ropes sends him

beyond the shelter of the arch. Sometimes those

above raiso a mocking cry of danger from a coming

train, which is received with shouts of merriment

below.

I proceed a little further, when I come upon the

broken parts of an old, rotten locomotive engine,

lying half-embedded in a side embankment. The
boiler has been half-eaten away. Rats have made
it their home. While I am gazing at this picture,

an old man in mean clothing, leaning on a crutch.

has joined me by climbing up the embankment on

the other side.

" Ah !
" he says, with a deep, heavy sigh, " Wenui

isn't what she was when you an' me was younger,

mate."
" No, indeed," I reply, cautiously, not knowing

what he refers to, and judging him to be another

maniac victim of the surrounding railway mitt.

" When [ ran away with 'er,** he continues.

they wanted to sell 'er in a sale, more than twenty

yar ago, she was young an' 'andsomo. Look at

'er now !"

" Exactly," I return, thinking he alludes to

somo romantic elopement.
" I took 'er hout o' the station at night," he

resumes, "afore the brokors 'ad put 'er in the

hinventory; got up 'er steam, an* bowled 'er

here, when she bust her hilcr. an* sent me tlyin'

into the ditch—a cripple for life."

Close to this spot is the entrance of a long

tunnel, the mouth of which is covered with a

dense cobweb, whose threads are thicker than

stout twine. In the centre of this oobweb arc

ral huge, overgrown spiders as large m crabs.

" Is there no passage through this place ? " I ask

of the old engine-driver.

" What ! the haunted tunnel !
" he answers, with

horror and astonishment. " No man's dared to go
through that for twenty year !

"

Curiosity prompts me to advance nearer the

groat cobweb, and look through its open spi

into the dark cavern beyond. Perhaps the words
of the old engine-driver have acted upon my

1 imagination; but I think I see the out-

lines of smoke-coloured human monsters, who
coil round each other, and seem hungry for prey.

There is nothing fierce and active about their

savagery, but it has that dreamy, listless, quiet,

bone-crushing appearance of destructive power

so fearful to contemplate in
' nd certain

monsters of the deep. Perhaps I am gaaing upon

the spirits of departed directors.

Declining to go through this passage of horrors,

I ascend the sides of the cutting; and leaving the

aged engine-driver mourning over the sha;

remains of his Venus, I pass along the roads on

the top of the haunted tunnel, and descend upon

the line once more at the other aide.

Sere I again come upon life of a more genial

kind. Squatters have taken
|

of manJ
mi ion--. E "tis that 1 more

neatly kept than others, showing the different

character of the tenants. Some are quite DU<

pied; and one is in the temporary n of a

hand of travelling showmen, whose caravans of

wild beasts and curiosities are placed across the

line. Pursuing the same route for some hours

—

always with the BBBM pro.-pect on either side—

I

pass under rotten bridges, under lines of dangling

clothes hung out to dry, and through groups of

women and children assembled in the centre of the,

rails, until at la>t day dwindles into twilight, and

twilight gives place toa cold, clear sky and a large

moon. 1 come, after some time, to • deep cutting

through a lofty wooded hill, the sides of which

are rendered more gloomy l>y dark, overhanging

fir-trees. Winding along this narrow, artificial

valley for a considerahle distance. I arrive at a

sharp curve round a hend of the hill, and see an

exhibition almost as strange as any 1 hs

with. In the centre of the valley, between the

rails, then i* B biasing wood tire, Over which is

ended an enormous ttle. Numbers
of men in strange, stable-looking dresse

1 on each side of the valley; many of them

drinking, and nearly all Of them smoking. In

the d I the fire, arc several four-

horse stage-coaches, fully horsed, harnessed, and

appointed; and round the tire, dancing wildly with

joined hands totherouirh music of some half-dozen

veil by Old, half-re-uscitated |j

coach guards, nre voine dozen I men,

d in the familiar garb of form*
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the meaning of this unusual festival at a glance.

It is a midnight picnic from some adjacent country

town, met to triumph over the fall and to dance

over the ruins of a paralysed railway. "While I

am gazing at the spectacle, a number of fresh roys-

terers, coming up from behind, sweep me into the

middle of the dancing, drinking, shouting group,

and I am immediately questioned as to my sudden

and uninvited appearance. Almost before I have

considered my reply, the fact of my being a ruined

shareholder making the melancholy pilgrimage of

my sunken property seems to strike the whole

company as if by inspiration, and I am welcomed
with the loudest mocking laughter and the

heaviest slaps on the back that the boisterous

villagers are capable of administering. One dozen

of men ask me, in sarcastic chorus, what has

become of my " foine carriges ;" while another

dozen ask me, also in chorus, where my " sixty

moile a-hour be now ?
"

It is the morning of the second day when I reach

the grand London terminus—now grand no longer,

but showing its decay even more glaringly than the

rest of the line. Its interior is vast, naked, and de-

serted, and its exterior has long been given up to

the mercy of the bill-stickers. Its classical portico

is a mass of unsightly blistered placards ; its court-

yard is silent and untrodden, except by the footsteps

of a few old servants of the company, who yet live

in the hope of seeing the old busy days revived.

Turning my back upon the sad remains of the

Direct Burygold Railway, I proceed at once to

the rival Great Deadlock line, which has now been

taken under the permanent management of Govern-

ment. Here at least is life, if not activity ; and the

great terminus looks very different to what it did

when it was simply a public joint-stock under-

taking. The familiar policemen and guards are

all gone, and in their places are many fat porters

in leathern chairs, and messengers in rather gaudy
liveries. The chief booking office, once all bustle

and energy, is now as calm and full of dignity as

a rich Clapham conventicle. Its hours are short

and strictly adhered to, especially as regards the

closing. While its work is decreased two-thirds,

its clerks are increased one-half, and are dressed in

a much more elegant and correct manner than they

were during the days of its joint-stock existence.

Literature is now more generally patronised ; and
the leading newspapers and periodicals are not

only taken in, but diligently read during three-

fourths of the short business hours.

The forms of application for tickets are much
more elaborate than the old rude method of simply

paying your money, obtaining a voucher, stamped
instantaneously, and walking away. Every man
who wishes to go to Burygold, or any intermediate

station, must apply for a printed form; such
application to be countersigned by at least one

respectable housekeeper. The form has then to bo
filled up according to certain ample printed direc-

tions, which occupy about a folio page and a half.

The man who wishes to go by rail to Burygold, or
any intermediate station, must state his age ; must
say whether he is a Dissenter or a Church of Eng-
land man ; must state whether he is a housekeeper
or a lodger ; if the first, how long he has been one

;

if the second, of what degree ; must state whether
he has been vaccinated ; whether he has had the
measles ; whether he has any tendency to lunacy,

or whether his parents have ever exhibited that

tendency ; must say whether he has ever been to

Burygold or to any intermediate station before,

and if so, how many times, and upon what dates,

and upon what business ; must state what is his

present object in going to Burygold, and how long
he is likely to stay; must state the exact weight
of luggage he intends to take, and what the nature
and contents of such luggage may be ; must state

the number of his family (if any), and the ages
of his wife and children respectively ; and must
send this return in, accompanied by a letter of

application, written upon folio foolscap with a
margin, and addressed to the Right Honourable
the Duke of Stokers, Governor-General of the

Great Royal Deadlock Railway. Having allowed
three clear days for verification and inquiries, the

passenger may attend at the chief office of the

Great Royal Deadlock Railway between the hours
of one and three p.m., and receive his ticket upon
payment of the fare authorised by Act of Parlia-

ment. If there be any informality in his return,

he is sent back by the unflinching clerks. He has
to go through the same form over again, and to

wait another three clear days, before he again ap-

plies for a ticket.

With much exertion, the Government managers
of the Great Royal Deadlock Railway are enabled

to start two trains during their working day, at an
annual cost to the country of about eight thousand
pounds per mile.

A number of grants and privileges have been
made to many members of the governing class

who now hold positions, and reside upon the line.

There are the Grand Ranger, the Deputy Grand
Ranger, the Secretary to the Deputy Grand Ranger,

the Lord Marshal, the Under Marshal ; the Lord
Steward of the Coke and Coal Department, the

Deputy Lord Steward ; the Grease Master, Deputy
Grease Master, and the Keeper of the Oil Cans.

These officers have the privilege (besides grants of

land upon the line) of running special trains for

themselves and friends without any formal notice

to his Grace the Governor-General. This privilege

has at present been sparingly used, and no particu-

lar accident has sprung from it, except the smash-

ing' of a ploughman who was crossing the line, and
the running on one occasion through the end of the
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wall of the London terminus into the middle of

the public road.

The Civil Service Staff of the Great Royal Dead-

lock Railway is the pride and glory of the country.

Compare it now, for efficiency and completeness

under Government superintendence, with wluit it

was in the days of the late bankrupt Joint-Stock

Company. Every man who enters upon even

such humble positions as stoker, ticket-taker, or

porter must be able to tell the names of the kimrs

Had Queens of England, give a scientific analysis of

coal (including tin- chemistry of coke), and of tho

tli y of combust i< >n, and must show somo respect-

able knowledge of conic sections, trigonometry, and

the use of tho theodolite. The principal appoint-

ments are numerous, varied, and complete. Thoro

are fourteen Gentlemen Ushers of tho Great Board

Room, and one Assistant Usher ; eight Grooms
of tin; General Manager's Office, and one Assistant

Groom; fourteen Pages of the Locomotive Depart-

ment, and one Assistant Page; one hundred and

tiny Inspectors of Stations, and one Assistant

Inspector; one hundred and fifty Kxuminors of

Bridges, and on miner; one hundred

and fifty Surveyors of Tunnels, and one Assistant

Surveyor; sixty Regulators of I ut Rooms,

and one Assistant Regulator; '.

(irand Judges of Iron Girders, and one Assistant

Judge; and fifty-six Gentlemen lamplighters, with

one Assistant Gent. The nameleei crowd of

minor offices are as numerous in proportion and

as carefully filled as the posts of trust and honour.

The system of the Civil Service is carried into the

minutest corners of tho railway, and wherever

there is a department with thirty or forty clerks,

there is always to be found one assistant clerk.

Every engine is manufactured on the premises, by

a body of workmen, overlooked by another body of

surveyors. The cost of every locomotive is about

double tho prico usually I
by a regular

manufacturing engineer. To avoid even tho

remotest chance of accident by explosions from

over-work, no engine is kept in see more than

three month-, and some not even that small num-

ber of So careful are the stoker and driver

of the :ves, that where there is the

light i the obstinato

I of a home-made locomotive engine to move
on. rather than irritate it l>v I dangerous pressure

of steam, they desert the unruly machine, and the

paasenprs walk with safety to their destination

along the tranquil and beautifully regulated line.

Ii are some of the railway nightmares that

haunt ma, in 1 will not pass away.
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THE APPLE DUMPLINGS AND A KING.

[D.i. Wolcott. See Page 5.]

Once on a time, a monarch, tired

with whooping,

Whipping and spurring,

Happy in worrying

A poor defenceless, harmless

buck

—

The horse and rider wet as

muck

—

From his high consequence and
wisdom stooping,

Entered through curiosity a cot,

Where sat a poor old woman
and her pot.

The wrinkled, blear-eyed, good
old granny,

In this same cot, illumed by
many a cranny,

Had finished apple dumplings for

her pot

:

In tempting row the naked
dumplings lay,

When lo ! the monarch in his

usual way,

Likelightning spoke : "What's this

?

what's this? what, what?"

Then taking up a dumpling in his

hand,

His eyes with admiration did

expand
;

And oft did majesty the dump-
ling grapple :

He cried :
" Tis monstrous, mon-

strous hard, indeed

!

What makes it, pray, so hard ?
"

The dame replied,

Low curtsying: "Please your
majesty, the apple."

" Very astonishing, indeed ! strange thing !
"

—

Turning the dumpling round— rejoined the
king.

" 'Tis most extraordinary, then, all this

is

—

It beats Pinette's conjuring all to pieces :

Strange I should never of a dumpling dream !

But, goody, tell me where, where, where's the
scam P

"

" Sir, there's no seam," quoth she ; " I ne'er did
know

That folks did apple dumplings sexv."

(Drawn by C. A. Frscir.)

" No !
" cried the staring monarch, with a grin

;

" How, how the devil got the apple in ?
"

On which the dame the curious scheme revealed

B}^ which the apple lay so sly concealed,

Which made the Solomon of Britain start

;

Who to the palace with full speed repaired,

And queen and princesses so beauteous scared

All with the wonders of the dumpling art.

There did he labour one whole week lo show
The wisdom of an apple-dumpling maker

;

And lo ! so deep was majesty in dough,

The palace seemed the lodging of a baker !

VOL. I.
25
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HARLEY SETS OUT ON HIS JOURNEY.
[Henrt Mackenzie was bom at Edinbir. 1745. Educated at tbe Higb School and University.

January 11, I

II b had taken leave of liis aunt on the evo of his

intended departuro ; but the good lady's affection

for her nephew interrupted her sleep, and early

as it was, next morning when Hurley came

down-stairs to set out, he found her in the par-

lour with a tear on her cheek, and her caudle-

cup in her hand. She knew enough of physic

to prescribe against going abroad of a morning

with an empty stomach. She gave her bli

with tho draught; her instru had deli-

i the night before. Th uostly

of negatives ; for London, in her Idea, v.

a with temptations, that it needed the whole

armour of her friendly cautions to repel their

attacks.

fcood at the door. Wo have mentioned

this faithful fellow formerly. Hurley's father hail

taken him up an orphan, and saved him from

being cast oil the parish ; and In- had ever .-inre

remained in the service of him and of his son. Barley

shook him by the hand as he passed, smiling,

ho had said. " J will notweep." Be sprung hastily

into the chaise that waited lor him; Peter folded

up the Step. " -My dear master," said he. shaking

tho solitary lock that hung on either side of his

been told as how London is .

place." II iked with the thought, and his

benediction could not, he heard. Hut it shall he

heard, hoi ! whero those tears will add

to its energy.

In a l\\v hours Harley reached the inn when
proposed breakfasting; hut tho fulness of Ins

WOUld not sutler him to eat a mor.-.-l. Be
walked out on the road, and gaining a lit tie height,

stood gazing on the quarterhehad left. He !

lor his wonted his fields, his woods, and

his hills; they were lost in the distant clouds!

He pencilled them on the clouds, and hade them
farewell with a sigh !

He sat down on a large stone to take out a little

pebble from his shoe, when ho saw, at some dis-

. a beggar approaching him. He had on a

loose sort of coat, mendftd with different -coloured

rags, amongst which the blue and the •

the predominant. He had a short knotl

in his hand, and on the top of it was stuck a ram's

horn; his knees though 1 pilgrim

worn th.- stutf of his bi be wore no
shoes, and his stockings had entirely lost that part

of them which should have covered 1.

ankles. In his lace, however, was the plump
good-humour: he walked a good

round pace, and a crooked-legged dog
his h.

"Our delicti ley to himself, " are

fantastic: they are not in nature. That beggar walks

over the sharpest of these stones barefooted, while

I have lost the most delightful dream in the world

from the smallest of them happening to get into

my shoo." The beggar had by this time come up,

and, pulling off a piece of hat. asked oharit

Hurley; th too. It was !•

sihle to resist both; and, in truth, the want of

and stockings had made both un

for Harley had destined sixpence for himb
Tho beggar, on receiving it, poured forth ble

without number; and, with a sort of smile on his

countenance, said to Harley, • that if he wanted his

fortune told " Harley turned his eye briskly

on the beggar : it was an unpromising look for the

t of a prediction, and silenced t!

immediately.
••

1 would much rather U
''what it is in your power to tell me : your trade

be an entertaining o on this

stone, and let me know something of your pro*

:; I have oi'tn thought of turning for'

tellei- tor a week or two myself."
•• Master," replied the beggar, "

I like your frank-

had the humour of plain-

dealing in me from a child; hut th

with it in this world; we must live |

and lying is, as you call it, my profession; hut I

me sort forced to the trade, fori dealt

in telling truth. I was a labourer, sir, and

gained as much as to make me live : I never laid

by, indeed; for 1 was reckon*

and your wags, 1 take it. are seldom rich. Mr.

Hail.

1 Harley, "you seem to know me."
• Ay, there are few folks in the oonntrj

I don't know something of; how should 1

fortun

"True ; hut to go on with your story

a labourer, you say, and a wag; your indu-

suppose. you left with your old trade; hut your

humour you pr to you in your

" What signifies sadness, sir J' a man
|

on't : hut 1 was brought to my idlee.

first I could not work, and it went u.

Btomaoh to work ever after. I was seized with a

gaol-fev.r at tho time of the m^ in the

county where I lived; for I was always curio

get acquainted with the felon

coiiunonly fellows of much mirth and little thought,

qualities I had i teem for. In the height

of this (brer, -Mr. Harley, the house where I lay took

fire, and burnt to the ground; I WSJ carried out

in that condition, and lay all tl my illness
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in a barn. I got the better1 of my disease, bow-

ever, but I was so weak that I spat blood when-

ever I attempted to work. I had no relation living

that I knew of, and I never kept a friend above a

week, when I was able to joke ; I seldom remained

above six months in a parish, so that I might have

died before I had found a settlement in any : thus

I was forced to beg my bread, and a sorry trade

I found it, Mr. Harlcy. I told all my misfortunes

truly, but they were seldom believed ; and the few

who gave mc a halfpenny as they passed, did it

with a shake of the head, and an injunction not to

trouble them with a long story. In short, I found

that people do not care to give alms without some
security for their money ; a wooden leg or a

withered arm is a sort of draft upon Heaven
for those who choose to have their money placed to

account there ; so I changed my plan, and, instead

of telling my own misfortunes, began to prophesy

happiness to others. This I found by much the

better way : folks will always listen when the tale

is their own ; and of many who say they do not

believe in fortune-telling, I have known few on

whom it had not a very sensible effect. I pick

up the names of their acquaintance ; amours and

little squabbles are easily gleaned among servants

and neighbours ; and indeed people themselves are

the best intelligencers in the world for our purpose;
j

they dare not puzzle us for their own sakes, for
j

every one is anxious to hear what they wish to

believe; and they who repeat it, to laugh at it
j

when they have done, are generally more serious

than their hearers are apt to imagine. With a

tolerably good memory and some share of cunning,

with the help of walking a-night over heaths and
churchyards, with this, and showing the tricks of

that there dog, whom I stole from the sergeant of

a marching regiment—and, by the way, he can

steal too upon occasion—I make shift to pick up a

livelihood. My trade, indeed, is none of the

honestest
; yet people are not much cheated

neither, who give a few halfpence for a prospect of

happiness, which I have heard some persons say is

all a man can arrive at in this world. But I must
bid you good-day, sir ; for I have three miles to

walk before noon, to inform some boarding-school

young ladies whether their husbands are to be

peers of the realm or captains in the army—

a

question which I promised to answer them by that

time."

Harley had drawn a shilling from his pocket,

but Virtue bade him consider on whom he was
going to bestow it. Virtue held back his arm ; but

a milder form, a younger sister of Virtue's, not so

severe as Virtue, nor so serious as Pity, smiled

upon him ; his fingers lost their compression ; nor

did Virtue offer to catch the money as it fell. It

had no sooner reached the ground, than the watch-

ful cur—a trick he had been taught—snapped it

up; and, contrary to the most approved method

of etewardship, delivered it immediately into the

hands of his master.

THE PAUPER'S DRIVE.

[This remarkable Poem, which has often been attributed to Thomas Hood, is by T. Roei., aiid was first published in

Roundelays."]
Bbymes and

There's a grim one-horse hearse in a jolly round
trot

;

To the churchyard a pauper is going, I wot

;

The road it is rough, and the hearse has no spring*,

And hark to the dirge that the sad driver sings :

—

" Rattle his bones over the stones
;

He's only a pauper, whom nobody owns !

"

Oh, where are the mourners ? alas ! there are

none;

He has left not a gap in the world now he's gone,

Not a tear in the eye of child, woman, or man

—

To the grave with his carcase as fast as you can.

" Rattle his bones over the stones

;

He's only a pauper, whom nobody owns !

"

What a jolting and creaking, and splashing and
din

;

The whip how it OTttoka ! and the wheels how they

spin!

How the dirt, right and left, o'er the hodges is

hurled !

The pauper at length makes a noise in the world.
" Rattle his bones over the stones

;

He's only a pauper, whom nobody owns !

"

Poor pauper defunct, he has made some approach

To gentility, now that he's stretched in a coach,

He's taking a drive in his carriage at last

;

But it will not be long, if he goes on so fast.

" Rattle his bones over the stones;

He's only a paxrpcr, whom nobody owns !

You bumpkin, who stare at your brother conveyed,

Behold what respect to a cloddy is paid,

And be joyful to think, when by death you're

laid low,

You've a chance to the grave like a gen;man to go.

" Rattle his bones over the stones ;

He's only a pauper, whom nobody owns !"
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But a truce to this strain,—for my soul it is sad,

To think that a heart in humanity clad

should make, like the brutes, such a desolate

end,

And depart from the light without leaving a friend-

Bear softly his bones over the stones,

Though a pauper, he's one whom his Maker
yet owns !

THE ABBOT AXP ROBERT BRUCE.
.. u.ttr Scott.

hardy chieftain' to hear

;

On the monarch turned the mi

But twice his courage came and sunk,

Confronted With the hero's look;

Twice fell his ej'e. his accents shook ;

At length, resolved in tone and brow,

Sternly he q 1 him " And
Unhappy! what hast thou to pi

Why 1 denounce not on thy d

That awful doom which canons tell

Shuts paradise and opens hell

;

bema of power so dr

ads the living with the d

Bids each good angel soar av

And every ill one claim his pn
Expels thee from the Church's care.

And d
pinst thy

11 who aid thee in the strife;

Nay, each whose succour, cold and scant.

With meanest alms relieves thy want

;

Eaux die Living] and, when d

Is on thy yet devoted head,

Honour's scutcheon from thy he

Stills o'er thy bier the holy vi

puma thy corpse from hallowed ground,

Flung like vile carrion to the hound!
Such is the dire and del >m

uc
;

And such the well-ii

bine unhallowed, rut i

"

• Abbot
!

" the Bruce replied, " thy ch

It boots not to dispute at lai

This much, howe'er, I bid thee K;

No selfish \ i i nr,

1 bis country's foo.

Nor Maine 1 friend i whose ill-tin.

Fulfilled my soon repented <i

Nor cen- ure those Iron whooi :igU0

The dire anathema has rung.

y l)laine mine own wild ire.

By Scotland's wrongs in lire.

Heaven knows my purpose to aSOfl

Ami I

a papal ourae and pi T
My Brat and dearest task ache
Fair Scotland from her thrall

I

U many
;

Lulo

116. j

Say
While I the ble

te this unhappy chai

In 1 .vith sword and lan<

v.-hilo content the Church should know

owns tie

The name of traitor 1 return,

defiance stern and high,

. in their throa"

e brief words spoke.

Do what thou wilt: my shriJ
'—

Li] prodigy amaai

. the abbe

: illid featur

1

And '

of wild and wa
Dpri lies of silver wh
flushed is his brow, through every vein

be currents strain.

And Dudistingui :okc

e :

—

! I rose with pur]

my curse upon thy i

To him who burns to shed thy gore;

But, ; I idianite i I

Who Zophim, heaven-control

el within mint

A power that will not be repit

113,

It burns, constrain

I te Brnoe, thy ''low

od's altar slain thy

I bleai thee, and thou shall I

. and o'er 1 throng

ii his bra swells bold and b

The broken fi

rous manhood's lofty tone:

—

"Thrice vanquished on the battle-plain,

Thy followers slanghl

inked wanderer on the wild.

On foreign shores a man cm'

n i;. i. ti. rted, an I

. I thou shalt be
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Blessed in the hall and in the field,

Under the mantle as the shield.

Avenger of thy country's shame,

Restorer of her injured fame,

Blessed in thy sceptre and thy sword,

De Bruce, fair Scotland's rightful lord,

Blessed in thy deeds and in thy fame,

What lengthened honours wait thy name !

Iu distant ages, sire to son

Shall tell thy tale of freedom won,
And teach his infants, in the use

Of earliest speech, to falter Bruce.

Go, then, triumphant ! sweep along

Thy course, the theme of many a song

!

The Power, whose dictates swell my breast,

Hath blessed thee, and thou shalt bo

blessed !

—

Enough—my short-lived strength decays,

And sinks the momentary blaze.

—

Heaven hath our destined purpose broke

—

Not here must nuptial vow bo spoke

;

Brethren, our errand here is o'er,

Our task discharged.—Unmoor, unmoor! "—

His priests received the exhausted monk,

As breathless in their arms he sunk.

Punctual his orders to obey,

The train refused all longer stay,

Euibarkod, raised sail, and boro away.
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[Dr. William Robektson, born at Borthwick, 17-1. First known as on historian in 17o0.
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west towards that quarter whither they pointed

their flight. But after holding on for several

days in this new direction, withoi;t any better

success than formerly, having seen no object during

thirty days but the sea and the sky, the hopes ..of

his companions subsided faster than they had

risen; their fears revived with additional force;

impatience, rage, and despair appeared in every

countenance. All sense of subordination was lost.

The officers, who had hitherto concurred with

Columbus in opinion, and supported his authority,

now took part with the private men ; they

assembled tumultuously on the deck, expostulated

with their commander, mingled threats with their

expostulations, and required him instantly to tack

about and return to Europe. Columbus perceived

that it would be of no avail to have recourse to any

of his former arts, which, having been tried so

often, had lost their effect; and that it was impos-

sible to rekindle any zeal for the success of the

expedition among men in whose breasts fear had

extinguished every generous sentiment. He saw

that it was no less vain to think of employing

either gentle or severe measures to quell a mutiny

so general and so violent. It was necessary, on all

those accounts, to soothe passions which he could

no longer command, and to give way to a torrent

too impetuous to be checked. He promised

solemnly to his men that he would comply with

their request, provided they would accompany him

and obey his command for three days longer, and

if during that time land was not discovered, he

would then abandon the enterprise, and direct his

course towards Spain.

Enraged as the sailors were, and impatient to

turn their faces again towards their native country,

this proposition did not appear to them unreason-

able ; nor did Columbus hazard much in confining

himself to a term so short. The presages of

discovering land were now so numerous and pro-

mising that he deemed them infallible. For some

days the sounding-line reached the bottom, and

the soil that it brought up indicated land to be at

no great distance. The flocks of birds increased,

and were composed not only of sea-fowl, but of

such land-birds as could not be supposed to fly far

from the shore. The crew of the Pinto observed a

cane floating, which seemed to havo been newly

cut, and likewise a piece of timber artificially

carved. The sailors aboard the Nigna took up the

branch of a tree with red berries perfectly fresh.

The clouds around the setting sun assumed a new
appearance ; the air was more mild and warm, and

during night the wind became unequal and variable.

From all these symptoms, Columbus was so con-

fident of being near land, that on the evening

of the 11th of October, after public prayers for

success, ho ordered the sails to bo furled, and the

ships to lie to, keeping strict watch lest they

should be driven ashore in the night. During
this interval of suspense and expectation, no man
shut his eyes, all kept upon deck, gazing intently

towards that quarter where they expected to dis-

cover the land, which had so long been the object

of their wishes.

About two hours before midnight, Columbus,

standing on the forecastle, observed a light in the

distance, and privately pointed it out to Pedro

Guttierez, a page of the queen's wardrobe.

Guttierez perceived it, and calling to Salcedo,

comptroller of the fleet, all three saw it in motion,

as if it were carried from place to place. A little

after midnight, the joyful sound of " Land ! land !

"

was heard from the Pinta, which kept always

ahead of the other ships. But having been so

often deceived by fallacious appearances, every

man was now become slow of belief, and waited in

all the anguish of uncertainty and impatience for

the return of day. As soon as morning dawned,

all doubts and fears were dispelled. From every

ship an island was seen about two leagues to
k
the

north, whose flat and verdant fields, well stored

with wood, and watered with many rivulets, pre-

sented the aspect of a delightful country. The
crew of the Pinta, instantly began the Te Deum,

as a hymn of thanksgiving to God, and were joined

by those of the other ships with tears of joy and

transports of congratulation. This office of grati-

tude to Heaven was followed by an act of justice to

their commander. They threw themselves at the

feet of Columbus, with feelings of self-condemna-

tion, mingled with reverence. They implored him
to pardon their ignorance, incredulity, and in-

solence, which had created him so much unneces-

sary disquiet, and had so often obsti-ucted the

prosecution of his well-concerted plan; and
passing, in the warmth of their admiration, from

one extreme to another, they now pronounced tho

man whom they ha'd so lately reviled and threat-

ened, to be a person inspired by Heaven with

sagacity and fortitude more than human, in order

to accomplish a design so far beyond the ideas

and conceptions of all former ages.

As soon as the sun ai'ose, all their boats were

manned and armed. They rowed towards the

island with their colours displayed, with warlike

music and other martial pomp. As they ap-

proached the coast, they saw it covered with a

multitude of people, whom the novelty of the

spectacle had drawn together, whose attitudes and

gestures expressed wonder and astonishment at

the strange objects which presented themselves

to their view. Columbus was the first European

who set foot on the new world which ho had

discovered. He landed in a rich dress, and with a

naked sword in his hand. His men followed, and,

kneeling down, they all kissed the ground which

(hey had so long desired to see. They next
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{Drawn be/ iu. jfci.viiL.)

BRINGING UP THE GUNS.
[Me. "W. J. Prowse was born on the 6th May, 1836, at Torquay, in Devonshire, a county which has produced many notable

Englishmen. He has for some years contributed to the light literature of the day, but his time and labours have been chiefly

devoted to journalism.]

"The battle, they say, will be lost or won,
Ere our guns can be brought to the brow of the

hill;

But, at least, we can try—so, forward all,

And work, my men, cheerily—work with a
will

!"

It was thus, on a beautiful morn in May,
That our ruddy-faced, white-haired colonel

spoke.

The valley below us was bright w.ith spring,

The hills above us were dim with smoke.

Then muscle and sinew we strained to the full

;

We were panting, and grimy, and grim with
sweat

;

But ever our colonel oheered us on,

With " Courage, my lads, we shall reach them
yet!"

All silently striving, we laboured along

;

The noise of the battle was loud in our ears :

One, one more effort—the guns are up,

And the soldiers greet us with frantic cheers.

Ay, well they might ! They were sorely pressed,

But our guns had speedily something to say

;

And we watched our colonel quietly smile,

As he saw that his regiment saved the day.

Through the hostile columns we sent our shot

;

Wo marked them waver, and break, and fly :—

Just then, our gallant old colonel fell,

And oh, 'twas a beautiful death to die

!

THE TOURNAMENT.
[Sir Walter Scott. See Page 116.]

The Passage of Arms, as it was called, which
was to take place at Ashby, in the county of

Leicester, as champions of the first renown were

to take the field in the presence cf Prince John
bin: self, who was expected to grace the lists, had
attracted universal attention, and an immense
confluence of persons of all ranks hastened

VOL. I.

upon the appointed morning to the place of

combat.

The scene was singularly romantic. On the

verge of a wood, which approached to within a

mile of the town of Ashby, was an extensive

meadow, of tho finest and most beautiful green

turf, surrounded on one side by the forest, and

26
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fringed on the other by straggling oak-trees, some

of which had grown to an immense size. The

ground, as if fashioned on purpose for the martial

display which WM intended, slo])ed gradually down
on all sides to a level bottom, which was enclosed

for the lists with stn ng palisadm, forming a space

of a quarter of a mile in length, and about half Bfl

broad. Thfl form of the enclosure was an oblong

Bquare, save that the coin-:' msiderably

rounded oil', in order to afford more convenience

for the spectators. The openings for the entry of

the combatants were at the northern and southern

extremities of the lists, accessible by strong wooden

h wide enough to admit two horsemen
riding abreast. At each of these portals were

stationed two heralds, attended by six trumpets,

as many pursuivants, and a strong body of men-
at-arms for maintaining order, and ascertaining

the quality of the knights who proposed to engage

in this martial game.

On a platform beyond the southern entrance,

forme, 1 by a natural i Kvation of the ground.

pitched live magnificent pavilions, I with

pennons of russet and black, the chosen colours

of the Ave knights challengers. The cords of the

tents were of the same colour. Before each pavi-

lion was suspended the shield of the knight by

whom it was occupied, and besido it stood his

squire, quaintly disguised as a salvage or silvan

man, or in some other fantastic dress, according

to the taste of his master, and the charactor ho

was pleased to assumo daring the game.* The
central pavilion, as the placo of honour, had boon

assigned to Brian de Bois-Quilbert, whoso renown

in all games of chivalry, no less than his COU-

n with the knights who had undertaken

this I' hi id occasioned him to bo

eagerly received into the company of tho chal-

lengers, and even adopted as their chief and

r, though he had so recently joined them.

On one side of hi re pitched those of

Reginald ftomVde-BoBufand Richard de ICalvoisin,

and on tho other was the pavilion of Hugh do

(lrantmisi.il, a noble baron in the vicinity, whoso

tor had been Lord Sigh Steward of England

in the timo of tho Otnqueror, and his son William

BufUfl. Ralph de Vipont, a knight of St. John of

Jerusalem, who had some ancient possessions at

a place called Heather, near A-hby-de-la-Zouche.

OOOUpisd fcbfl tilth pavilion. Erom the entiance

into the lists, a gently sloping passage, ten yards

in breadth, led up t<> the platform on which the

tmts were pitched. It was stroi ,1 by

a palisade on each side, as was thfl esplanade in

front of the pavilions, and the whole was gn.

by men-at-arms.

The northern access to the lists tormina!

* TbLs sort of uiaaquorads U rapposed to have occasioned the

intr.. liuti.m of su]>|H>rtcni iuto tho science of lion

a similar entrance of thirty feet in breadth, at tJie

extremity of which was a large em
such knights as might be disposed to enter the

with the challengers, behind which were
1 tents containing refreshments of i

kind for their accommodation, with armourers,

•id other attendani dinesa to

give their services wherever they might be
lary.

Tho exterior of the lists was in pari occupied

by temporary galleries, spread with ta

carpets, and accommodated with cushions for tho

uience of those ladies and nobles who
expected to attend the tournament. A narrow

Space, betwixt these galleries and the I

accommodation for yeomanry and - of a
..in the mere vulgar, and might be

compared to the pit of a theatre. The promisououfl

multitude arranged themselves upon large banks
of turf prepared for the purpose, which, aided by
the natural elevation of the ground, enabled them

to overlook tho galleries, and obtain a fair

into the Li- ion which

led, manyhundreds had perched
themselves on the branches of the tree* which

surrounded the meadow; and even the steeple of

a country church, at some di> crowded
with spectators.

It only remains to notice respecting the general

arrangement, that one gallery in the very centra

of t he eastern side of the lists, and consequently

exactly opposite to the spot where the shock of

the combat was to tako
|

raised higher

than the others, moro richly decorated, and g
by a sort of throno and oanopy, on which the

royal arms were emblazoned. Squin

and yeomen in rich liveries, waited around this

place, of honour, which was designed for Prince

John ami i.

gallery was another, elevated to the same height,

on the of the lists ; and m
sumptuously decorated, than that destined

for the prince himself. A train of pages and of

young maidens, the most beautiful who could be

1, gaily in fancy habit •

and pink, surrounded a throne decorated in the

same colours. Among pennons and Hags bearing

wounded hearts, burning . leading 1

bows and quivers, .and all the oommonplai <

bleins of tin' triumphs of Cupid, a blazoned inscrip-

tion informed the spectators, that to

honour wa de la Beaulte

ot des A

B in unci odour, ai

.:i was much above the horizon, thi

of tho spe peered on the

common, moving to the lists a

. in order to secure a favourable situation for

linuation of tli I games.
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The marshals and their attendants appeared

next on the field, together with the heralds,

for the purpose of receiving the names of the

knights who intended to joust, with the side which

each chose to espouse. This was a necessary-

precaution, in order to secure equality betwixt

the two bodies who should be opposed to each

other.

According to due formality, the Disinherited

Knight was to be considered as leader of the one

body, while Brian de Bois-Guilbert, who had been

rated as having done second-best in the preceding

day, was named first champion of the other band.

Those who had concurred in the challenge adhered

to his party, of course, excepting only Ralph de

Vipont, whom his fall had rendered unfit so soon

to put on his armour. There was no want of

distinguished and noble candidates to fill up the

ranks on either side.

In fact, although the general tournament, in

which all knights fought at once, was more dan-

gerous than single encounters, they were, never-

theless, more frequented and practised by the

chivalry of the age. Many knights, who had not

sufficient confidence in their own skill to defy a

single adversary of high reputation, were, never-

theless, desirous of displaying their valour in the

general combat, where they might meet others

with whom they were more upon an equality. On
the present occasion, about fifty knights were

inscribed as desirous of combating upon each

side when the marshals declared that no more
could be admitted, to the disappointment of several

who were too late in preferring their claim to be

included.

About the hour of ten o'clock, the whole plain

was crowded with horsemen, horsewomen, and
foot-passengers, hastening to the tournament

;

and shortly after, a grand flourish of trumpets

announced Prince John and his retinue, attended,

by many of those knights who meant to take

share in the game, as well as others who had no

such inteiition.

About the same time arrived Cedric the Saxon
with the Lady Rowena, unattended, however, by
Athelstane. This Saxon lord had arrayed his tall

and strong person in armour, in order to take his

place among the combatants ; and, considerably to

the surprise of Cedric, had chosen to enlist him-

self on the part of the Knight Templar. The
Saxon, indeed, had remonstrated strongly with

his friend upon the injudicious choice he had
made of his party ; but he had only received that

sort of answer usually given by those who are

more obstinate in following their own course,

than strong in justifying it.

His best, if not his only reason, for adhering to

the party of Brian de Bois-Guilbert, Athel.stano

had the prudence to keep to himself. Though his

apathy of disposition prevented his taking any
means to recommend himself to the Lady Rowena,
he was, nevertheless, by no means insensible to

her charms, and considered his union with her as

a matter already fixed beyond doubt, by the assent

of Cedric and her other friends. It had therefore

been with smothered displeasure that the proud
though indolent Lord of Coningsburgh beheld the

victor of the preceding day select Rowena as the

object of that honour which it became his privilege

to confer. In order to punish him for a pre-

ference which seemed to interfere with his own
suit, Athelstane, confident of his strength, and to

whom his flatterers, at least, ascribed great skill

in arms, had determined not only to deprive the

Disinherited Knight of his powerful succour, but,

if an opportunity should occur, to make him feel

the weight of his battle-axe.

De Bracy, and other knights attached to Prince

John, in obedience to a hint from him, had joined

the party of the challengers, John being desirous

to secure, if possible, the victory to that side.

On the other hand, many other knights, both

English and Norman, natives and strangers, took

part against the challengers, the more readily that

the opposite band was to be led by so distin-

guished a champion as the Disinherited Knight
had approved himself.

As soon as Prince John observed that tho

destined Queen of the day had arrived upon the

field, assuming that air of courtesy which sat well

upon him when he was pleased to exhibit it, he

rode forward to meet her, doffed his bonnet, and,

alighting from his horse, assisted the Lady Rowena
from her saddle, while his followers uncovered at

the same time, and one of the most distinguished

dismounted to hold her palfrey.

" It is thus," said Prince John, " that wo
set the dutiful example of loyalty to the Queen
of Love and Beauty, and are ourselves her

guide to the throne which she must this day
occupy.—Ladies," he said, " attend your Queen,

as you wish in your turn to be distinguished by
like honours."

So saying, the Prince marshalled Rowena to tho

seat of honour opposite his own, while the fairest

and most distinguished ladies present crowded
after her to obtain places as near as possible to

their temporary sovereign.

No sooner was Rowena seated, than a burst of

music, half-drowned by the shouts of the mul-

titude, greeted her new dignity. Meantime, tho

sun shone fierce and bright upon the polished

arms of the knights of either side, who crowded
the opposite extremities of the lists, and held eager

conference together concerning the best mode of

arranging their line of battle, and supporting the

conflict.

The heralds then proclaimed silence until the
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laws of the tourney, should be rehearsed. These
were calculated in some degree to abate the di i

of the day; a precaution the more necessary, M
tho conflict was to be maintained with sharp

swords and pointed lances.

The champions were therefore prohibited to

thrust with the sword, and were confined lo

striking. A knight, it was announced, might use

a mace or battle-axe at pleasure, but the da

was a prohibited weapon. A knight unhorsed

might renew the fight on foot with any other on

the opposite side in the same predicament ; but

mounted horsemen were in that case forbidden to

assail him. When any knight could force his

antagonist to tho extremities of the lists, so as

to touch the palisade with his person or arms,

such opponent was obliged to yield himself van-

quished, and his armour and horse were placed

at the disposal of the conqueror. A knight thus

overcome was not permitted to take further share

in tho combat. If any combatant was struck

down, and unable to recover his feet, his quire

or page might enter the lists, and drag his master

out of the press; but in that case the knight was

adjudged vanquished, :u:d his arms and hone
declared forfeited. Tho combat was to cease as

soon as Prince John should throw down his leading-

stall", or truncheon; another precaution usually

taken to prevent tho unnecessary effusion of blood

by the too long endurance of a sport so desperate.

Any knight broaking the rules of tho tournament,

or Otherwise transgressing the rules of honourable

chivalry, was liable to bo stripped of his arm

having his shield reversed, to be placed in that

posture astride upon the bars of the palisade, and

exposed to public derision, in punishment of his

unknightly conduct. Earing announced these

precautions, the heralds concluded with H
hortation to each good knight to do his duty, and

to merit favour from the Qneeo of Beauty and

of Love.

Thil prorlamation havi- ::dc, the heralds

withdraw to their stations. Tho knights, entering

at either ond of tho lists in long procession,

arranged thssosalTSS hi a doublo file,

opposite to each otlier, tho leader of each party

being in the centre of the foremost rank.

which ho did not occupy until each had carefully

arranged tho ranks of his p
ovcry one in his place.

It was a goodly, and at the sai M anxious

sight, to behold so many gallant champions,

mounted bravely and armed rid. ready

prepared fat an encounter so formidable, seated on

their war-saddles like so many pillars of iron, and

awaiting the signal of encounter with the same

ardoni bSSds, which, by neighing

and pawing the ground, gave signal of their im-

patience.

As yet the knights held their long lances up-

right, their bright points glancing in the sun, and
tho streamers with which they were decorated

fluttering over the plumage of the helmets. Thus
they remained while the marshals of the field sur-

veyed their ranks with the utmost and
either party had more or fewer than the appointed

number. The tale was (bund exactly complete.

The marshals then withdrew from the lists, and
William de Wyvil, with a voice of thunder, [pro-

nounced the signal-words

—

Laisstz otter I Tho
trumpets sounded as he spoke, the spears of the

champions were at once lowered and placed in the

rests, the spurs were da-shed into the flanks of tho

horses, and the two foremost ranks of either party

rushed upon each other in full gallop, and met in

the middle of the lists with a shock, the sound of

which was heard at a mile's distance. The rear

rank of each party advanced at a slower pace to

sustain the and follow up the success of

tho victors of their party.

Tho consequences of the encounter were not

ly seen* for the dnsl raised by the trampling

of so many steeds darkened the air, and it was a
minute ere the anxious spectator! could SM tin-

fate of the encounter. When the light i H

visible, half the knights on each side

mounted, some by tic

lance, some by the superior weight and st r.

of opponents, which had borne down both I

and man; some lay Stretched OS the earth

oarer more to rise; some had already rega

their feet, and ing hand to hand with

those of their antagonists who were in the same,

predicament ; and several on both sides, who had

received wounds by which they were diasbled,

-topping their blood with tl,

Fouling to extricat' Ives from the

tumult. The mounted knight

been almost all broken by the fury of th

counter, wore now closely engaged with their

swords, shouting their war-cries and oxchan

. as if honour and life depended on the

of the oomhai
The tumult was pre.-ently increased by the ad-

Of the second rank on either side, which,

acting as a reserve now rushed OS to aid their

mions. The followers of Brian de I

Cuilliert shouted -"Hal Mean

For the Temple] For the Templar The oppo*

shouted in answer — "Deedichado!

bade !'* which watohword they took from the

motto Upon their leader's shield.

Tho champions thus encountering each i

with the utmost fury, and with alternate sm

ttant wu ' iVmplara' banner, which

was half black, half wl.it>-: to iutiumt*. it wa- i»M. U
r toward* Chrirtiana, but black an.1 I

towaids infidels.
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(U.nHU blj E. WlKGAND.)

the tide of battle seemed to flow now towards

the southern, now towards the northern ex-

tremity of the lists, as the one or the other

party prevailed. Meantime the clang of the
blows, and the shouts of the combatants, mixed
fearfully with the sound of the trumpets, and
drowned the groans of those who fell and lay

rolling defenceless beneath the feet of the horses.

The splendid armour of the combatants was now
defaced with dust and blood, and gave way at

every stroke of the sword and battle-axe. The
pay plumage, shorn from the crests, drifted upon
the breeze like snow-flakes. All that was beautiful

and graceful in that martial array had disappeared,

and what was now visible was only calculated to

awake terror or compassion.

Yet such is the force of habit, that not only the

vulgar spectators, who are naturally attracted by

sights of horror, but even the ladies of distinction,

who crowded the galleries, saw the conflict with a

thrilling interest certainly, but without a wish to

withdraw their eyes from a sight so terrible. Here

and there indeed a fair cheek might turn pale' or a

faint scream might be heard, as a lover, a brother,

or a husband, was struck from his horse. But. in

general, the ladies around encouraged the com-
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batants, not only by clapping their hands and

waving their veils and kerchiefs, but even by ex-

claiming, " Brave lance! Good sword!" when any

successful thrust or blow took place under their

observation.

Such being the interest taken by the fair sex in

this bloody gamo, that of the men is the more

easily understood. It showed itself in loud accla-

mations upon every chango of fortune, while all

eyes were so riveted on the lists, that the B]

tors seemed as if they t'hemselves had dealt and

received the blows which were there so freely be-

stowed. And between every pause was heard the

voice of the heralds, exclaiming, "Fight on, brave

knights ! Man dies, but glory lives ! Fight on

—

death is better than defeat: Fight on, brave

knights! for bright eyes behold your deeds!"

Amid the varied fortunes of the combat, the eyes

of all endeavoured to discover the leaden of each
I) i ml, who, mingling in the thick of the fight, en-

OOOraged their companions both by voice and
cxiuiiplo. Both displayed great feats of gallantry,

nor did either Bois-Guilbert or the Disinherited

Knight find iii the ranks opposed to them a cham-

pion who could bo termed their unquestioned

match. They repeatedly endeavo ired to single

out each other, spurred by mutual animosity

aware that the fall of either leader might be con-

sidered as decisive of victory. Sach, however, was

the crowd and confusion, that, during the earlier

part of the conflict, their efforts to meet were un-

availing, and they were repeatedly separated by
the eagerness of their followers, each of whom was

anxious to win hon >ur, by measuring his strength

against the loader of tin opposite party.

But whon the (i •'
1 beoam thin by the numbers

on eithor side who had yielded themselves van-

quished, had been compelled to the extremity of

the lists, or boon otherwise rendered incapable of

continuing the strife, the Templar and the Disin-

herited Knight at length encountered hand to

band) Wish all the fury that mortal anim
joined to rivalry of honour, could inspire. Such

was the address of each in parrying and striking,

that the spectators broke forth into a unanimous

and involuntary shout, expressive of their delight

and admiration.

But at this moment the party of the Disin-

herited Knight hail the worst; the gigantic arm
Of Eroir -d. -!'. ml' on tho one flank, and the pi.n-

derous strength of Athelstane on the other,

hearing down and dispersing thOM immediately

1 to them. Finding themselves freed from

their immediate antagonists, it seems to have

occurred to both these knights at 1 1 1
- SSSJM

instant that they would render the saoal decisive

advantage tQ their party by aiding the Templar in

bis contest with his rival. Turning their horses,

therefore. •* the same moment, the Norman

spurred against the Disinherited Knight on tho

one side, and the Saxon on the other. It was
utterly impossible that the object of this unequal

and unexpected assault could have sustained it,

had he not been warned by a general cry from tho

spectators, who could not but take interest in ono

exposed to such disadvantage.

" Beware ! beware, Sir Disinherited ! " was
shouted so universally, that the knight became
aware of his danger; and, striking a full blow

at tho Templar, he reined back his steed in the

same moment, so as to escape the charge of

Athelstane and Kront-de-Bu.-uf. These knights,

therefore, their aim being thus eluded, n
from opposite sides betwixt the object of their

attack and the Templar, almost running their

horses against each other ere they could stop their

career. Recovering their horses, however, and

wheeling them round, the whole three pu:

their united purpose of bearing to the earth tho

Disinherited Knight.

Nothing could have saved him except tE

markalile strength and activity of the n

which he hiul won on the preceding day.

This stood him in the more stead, as the I

of Boia-Guilbert was wounded, and ront-

uf and Athelstane were both tired with the

i of their gigantic masters, clad in complete

armour, and with the preceding exertions of the

The masterly horsemanship of the Disin-

herited Knight, and the activity of the noble

animal which he mounted, enabled him for a few

minutes to keep at sword's point his three] anta-

gonists, turning and wheeling with the agility of

a hawk upon the wing, keeping his enemies as

far separate as he could, and rushing li-

the one, now against tin' other, dealing sweeping

blows with his sword, without waiting :

those which were aimed at him in return.

Hut although the lists rang with the appl.

of hi- . it was evident that he inn

last bo overpowered ; aid the ooblee around Prince

John implored him with ono voice to throw down
his warder, and to save so brave a knight from the

disgrace of being overcome by odds.

by the light of heaven !

"

Prince John; "this same springal, who
his name, and despises our proffered hospitality.

has already gained one prise, and may now afford

to let Others have their turn." AJ he -poke thus,

an ui incident changed tho fortune of

the (i

There was among the ranks of the Disinherited

KnighJ a champion in black armour. mounted 00 a

black horse, large in size, tall, and to all appear-

pOWerful and strong, liko the rider by whom
ho Was mounted. This knight, who bore on his

shield no del ice nf any kind, hail hither:

i
t in the an nt of the fight, heating
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off with seeming ease those combatants who at-

tacked him, but neither pursuing his advantages,

nor himself assailing any one. In short, he had

hitherto acted the part rather of a spectator

than of a party in the tournament, a circumstance

which procured him among the spectators the name
of " Le Noir Faineant," or the Black Sluggard.

At once this knight seemed to throw aside his

apathy, when he discovered the leader of his party

so hard bestead; for, setting spurs to his horse,

which was quite fresh, he came to his assistance

like a thunderbolt, exclaiming in a voice like a

trumpet-call, " Desdichado, to the rescue !
" It was

high time ; for, while the Disinherited Knight was
pressing upon the Templar, Front-de-Boeuf had
got nigh to him with his uplifted sword ; but ere

the blow could descend the Sable Knight dealt

a stroke on his head, which, glancing from the

polished helmet, lighted with violence scarcely

abated on the chamfron of the steed, and Front-

de-Bceuf rolled on the ground, both horse and
man equally stunned by the fury of the blow. " Le
Noir Faineant" then turned his horse upon Athel-

stane of Coningsburgh ; and his own sword having

been broken in his encounter with Front-de-Boeuf,

he wrenched from the hand of the bulky Saxon
the battle-axe which he wielded, and, like one
familiar with the use of the weapon, bestowed him
such a blow upon the crest, that Athelstane also

lay senseless on the field. Having achieved this

double feat, for which he was the more highly

applauded that it was totally unexpected from

him, the knight seemed to resume the sluggish-

ness of his character, returning calmly to the

northern extremity of the lists, leaving his leader

to cope as he best could with Brian de Bois-

Guilbert. This was no longer matter of so much

difficulty as formerly. The Templar's horse had
bled much, and gave way under the shock of the

Disinherited Knight's charge. Brian de Bois-

Guilbert rolled on the field, encumbered with tho

stirrup, from which he was unable to draw his

foot. His antagonist sprang from horseback,

waved his fatal sword over the head of his adver-

sary, and commanded him to yield himself; when
Prince John, more moved by the Templar's dan-

gerous situation than he had been by that of his

rival, saved him the mortification of confessing

himself vanquished, by casting down his warder,

and putting an end to the conflict.

It was, indeed, only the relics and embers of the

fight which continued to burn ; for of the few

knights who still continued in the lists, the greater

part had, by tacit consent, forborne the conflict for

some time, leaving it to be deiermined by the

strife of the leaders.

The squires, who had found it a matter of danger

and difficulty to attend their masters during the

engagement, now thronged into the lists to pay
their dutiful attendance to the wounded, who were
removed with the utmost care and attention to the

neighbouring pavilions.

Thus ended the memorable field of Ashby-de-la-

Zouche, one of the most gallantly-contested tour-

naments of that age ; for although only four

knights, including one who was smothered by the

heat of his armour, had died upon the field, jet

upwards of thirty were desperately wounded, four

or five of whom never recovered. Several more
were disabled for life, and those who escaped best

carried the marks of the conflict to the grave with

them. Hence it is always mentioned in the old

records as the Gentle and Joyous Passage of Arms
of Ashby.

BOBADIL'S PLAN FOR SAVING THE EXPENSE OF AN ARMY.

[Ben Jonson. See Page 121.]

OEADIL. I will tell you,

sir, by the way of private,

and under seal, I am a

gentleman, and live here

obscure, and to myself; but

were I known to Her Majesty

and the lords (observe me), I

would undertake, upon this poor

head and life, for the public

benefit of the state, not only to

spare the entire lives of her

subjects in general, but to save

the one-half, nay, three parts of

her yearly charge in holding

war, and against what enemy soever. And how
would I do it, think you ?

E. Kno. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive.

Bob. Why, thus, sir. I would select nineteen

more, to myself, throughout the land; gentlemen

they should be, of good spirit, strong and able

constitution ; I would choose them by an instinct,

a character that I have : and I would teach these

nineteen the special rules, as your punto, your

reverso, your stoccata, your imbroccalo, your pas-

sado, your montanto, till they could all play very

near, or altogether as well as myself. This done,

say the enemy were forty thousand strong, we
twenty would come into the field the tenth of

March, or thereabouts ; and we would challenge

twenty of the enemy; they could not in their

honour refuse us ; well, we would kill them

:

challenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more,
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kill them; twenty more, kill them too ; and thus

would we kill every man his twenty a d;iy, t hut's

twenty score; twenty score, that's two hundred;
tun hundred a day, live days thousand; forty

thousand, forty times five : live times forty, two

hundred days, kills them all up by computation.
And this will 1 venture my poor gentleman-liko

carcass to perform, provided there be no treason

practised upon us, by fair and discreet manhood;
that IS, civilly by the sword.

{Drawn by T. (Jr. liowmir.)

THE SAILOR'S CONSOLATION.

[William Pitt. Master attendant at Jamaica Dockyard, and afterward* at Malta. Died 1840.]

night came on a hurricane,

The sea was mountains rolling,

When Barney Buntlino slewed his quid,

1 said to Hilly Bowline:
" A strong nor'-wester's blowing, Bill

;

Hark ! don't ye hear it roar nowP
L >ni help 'em, how I pities them
Unhappy folks on shore nowl

" Fool-hardy ehapsas live En towns,

What danger I 1 in.

And v lie quaking in t

;

tOt fear the roof should fall in:

Boor <
• how they i-nvies us,

And wiidie-s ! ion,

For our good hick, in such a storm,

To be upon the oc<

" And as for them that's out all day,

On business from their houses,

And l hi retnrniug home,

To sheer their babes and spot

While yon and I, Bill, on the dirk

comfortably b/ingi

My eyesl what tiles and chimney- pots

Abotti their heads are tl\

I [ have oft times heard

a are killed and undone,

•!: nrns from oarris

By • London.

We know wh it risks these landsmen run.

m noblemen to tailors I

Then, Bill. l"t us think Providence

Tl a- yon and I are sail":
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[Drawn by L. C. Hehlkit.)

BEAU TIBBS.

[Oliver Goldsmith. See Page 10.]

Though naturally pensive, yet I am fond of gay
company, and take every opportunity of thus

dismissing the mind from duty. From this motive

I am often found in the centre of a crowd ; and

wherever pleasure is to be sold, am always a

purchaser. In those places, without being marked
by any, I join in whatever goes forward, work my
passions into a similitude of frivolous earnestness,

shout as they shout, and condemn as they happen

to disapprove. A mind thus sunk for awhile

below its natural standard, is qualified for stronger

flights, as those first retire who would spring for-

ward with greater vigour.

Attracted by the serenity of the evening, my
friend and I lately went to gaze upon the company
in one of the public walks near the city. Here we
sauntered together for some time, either praising

the beauty of such as were handsome, or the

dresses of such as had nothing else to recommend
them. "We had gone thus deliberately forward for

some time, when stopping on a sudden, my friend

caught me by the elbow and led me out of the

public walk. I could perceive by the quickness of

his pace, and by his frequently looking behind,

that he was attempting to avoid somebody who
followed. "We now turned to the right, then to

the left ; as we went forward, he still went faster,

VOL. I.

but in vain: the person whom he attempted to

escape hunted us through every doubling, and

gained upon us each moment ; so that at last we
fairly stood still, resolving to face what we could

not avoid.

Our pursuer soon came up, and joined us with

all the familiarity of an old acquaintance. " My
dear Dry-bone," cries he, shaking my friend's

hand, " where have you been hiding this half

century ? Positively I had fancied you were gone

down to cultivate matrimony and your estate in

the country." During the reply, I had an oppor-

tunity of surveying the appearance of our new
companion : his hat was pinched up with peculiar

smartness ; his looks were pale, thin, and sharp

;

round his neck he wore a broad black ribbon, and

in his bosom a buckle studded with glass ; his

coat was trimmed with tarnished twist ; he wore

by hia side a sword with a black hilt; and hi?

stockings of silk, though newly washed, were

grown yellow by long service. I was so much
engaged with the peculiarity of his dress, that I

attended only "to the latter part of my friend's

reply, in which he complimented Mr. Tibbs on

the taste of his clothes, and the bloom in his

countenance. " Psha, psha, Will !" cried the figure.

" no more of that if you love me. You know I

27
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hate flattery, on ray soul I do; and yet, to be sure,

an intimacy with the great will improve one's

appearance, and a course of venison will fatten.

And yet faith I despise the great as much as you

do ; but there are a great many honest fellows

among them, and we must not quarrel with one

half because the other wants weeding. D they

were all such as my Lord Muddler, one of the

most good-natured creatures that. I zod a

lemon, I should myself be among the number of

their admirers. I was yesterday to dine at the

Duchess of Piccadilly's; my lord was there.

' Ned,' says he to me, ' Ned,' says he, ' I'll hold

gold to silver, I can tell where you wore poaching

last night.' ' Poaching, my lord,' said I, ' faith

you have missed already, for I stayed at home.

"Ah, Tibbs!" thou art a happy fellow," cried

my companion, with looks of infinite pity. "I hope

your fortune is as much improved as your under-

standing in such company."—" Improved ! " re-

plied the other; "you shall know; but lot it go

no farther—a great secret—five hundred a year to

begin with—mj lord's word of honour for it. His

lordship took me down in his own chariot yester-

day, and we had a tete-a-tete dinner in the country,

where we miked of nothing else."
—

" 1 fancy you

forget, sir," cried I ; "you told us but this moment
of your dining yesterday in town!"—"Did I say

replied lie, coolly; "to bo sure if I said so it

was so—dinod in town; egad, now I do remember, I

did dino in town; but I dined in the country too;

for you must know, iry boys, I ato two dinners.

Py-the-by, I am grown nice in my eating. I'll

tell you a pleasant affair about that. Wo were, a

party of us, to dino at Lady Grogram's—an

atTeclod piece, but let it go no farthor—a socret

:

well, there happened to be no asafestida in the

sauce to a turkey, upon which says I, ' I'll hold

a thousand guineas, and say done first, that '

Put, doai Dry-bono, you aro an honest creature,

lend mo a half-a-crown for a minute or two, or

so, just till—but. hark'e, ask mo for it ibj

time wo moot, or it may be twenty to ono that 1

; to pay you."

When ho left us, our conversation naturally

turned upon SO extra*, rdinary a eharaeter. " His

very dress," oriel my friend, "is not less i

ordinary than his conduct. If you meet him

this day, you find him in rags; if the next, in

embroidery. With thoee pwfwiM of distinotioB,

of whom ho talks so familiarly, ho has scarcely a

-house acquaintance However, both far the

interests of society and perhaps for his own,

Hoaven has made "him poor; and while all the

world perceives his wants, ho fancies them oon-

coalod from every eyo. An agreeable companion,

because he understands flattery, and all must be

pleased with the first part of his conversation

though all aro sure of its ending with a demand

on their purse. While his youth countenances tho

levity of his conduct, he may thus earn a precarious

subsistence; but when ago comos on, the gi

of which is incompatible with buffoonery,

will he find himself forsaken by all ; con-

demned in the decline of life to hang upon some
rich family whom ho once . there to

undergo all the ingenuity of studied content]

be employed only ai a spy upon the servants, or

a bugbear to fright the children into oheiliej.

This afternoon my little day oyer-

took me again in one of the public walk .

slapping mo on the shoulder, saluted me with an

air of the most : niliarity. His dress was
the same as usual. hat he had more
powder in his hair, wore a dirtier shirt, a pair

of temple spectacles, and his hat under his arm.

As I knew him to be a harmless, smarting little

thing, I could not return his smiles with any
• of severity; so we walked forward on terms

of the utmost intimacy, and in a few minut.

. ual topics preliminary to particul. it-

conversation.

The oddities that marked his chant.

over, soon began to appear] 1

well-dresse . , who, by theh* manner of

returning tho compliment, appeared p

strangers. At intervals he drew out a p<

book, seeming to take memorandums I

tho company, with much imjx>rtancoand assiduity.

In this manner he led me through the length of

the wholo walk, betting at his absurdities, and

fancying myself lauu'hed at not loss than him by

spectator.

When wo were got to tho end of tho proces

"Hai: be, with an air of viTaoity, "
1

never saw tho Park so thin in my life be

t hen's no company at all to-day. Not a single

faco to bo seen."—" No company !
" interrupt

peevishly; "no company where there is such a

crowd! why, man, there's too much. Whsi
tho thousands that have been laughing at us but

company P"—"La, my dear," returned he, with

tho utmost good-humour, "you seem imrn.

chagrined; but, hang me, when the world laughs

. I bmgfa at all the world, and so WO are I

My Lord Trip, Pill Bqossa tho Croolian, and 1,

sometimes make a party at being ridicu

so we say and do a thousand things far the joke.

i are for a fine

sentimental companion, yon shall dine with

BS and my wife to-day, I IB oift. I'll

introduce you to Mrs. Tibbs, a lady of a

qualifications as any in nature; sho was bred hut

Ives -under the inspection of

the Conntess of All-night. A charming body of

. but no more of that; she will . nog.

I
hall sec my little girl, too, Carolina Wilhel-

mina Amelia Tibbs, a sweet pretty creature: I
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design her for my Lord Drumstick's eldest son

—

but that's in friendship, let it go no further ; she's

but six years old, and yet she walks a minuet, and

plays on the guitar immensely already. I intend

she shall be aa perfect as possible in every accom-

plishment. In the first place, I'll make her a

scholar; I'll teach her Greek myself, and learn

that language purposely to instruct her; but let

that be a secret."

Thus saying, without waiting for a reply, he

took me by the arm and hauled me along. We
passed through many dark alleys and winding

ways ; for, from some motives to me unknown, he

seemed to have a particular aversion to every

street. At last, however, we got to the door of a

dismal-looking house in the outlets of the town,

where he informed me he chose to reside for the

benefit of the air.

We entered the lower door, which ever seemed
to lie most hospitably open ; and I began to ascend

an old and creaking staircase, when, as he
mounted to show me the way, he demanded
whether I delighted in prospects ; to which
answering in the affirmative, " Then," says he, " I

shall show you one of the most charming in the

world out of my windows ; we shall see the ships

sailing, and the whole country for twenty miles

round, tip-top, quite high. My Lord Swamp
would give ten thousand guineas for such a one

;

but, as I sometimes pleasantly tell him, I always

like to keep my prospects at home, that my friends

may see me the oftener."

By this time we were arrived as high as the

stairs would permit us to ascend, till we came to

what he was facetiously pleased to call the first

floor down the chimney, and knocking at the

door, a voice from within demanded, " Who's
there ? " My conductor answered that, it was he.

But this not satisfying the querist, the voice

again repeated the demand; to which he answered
louder than before ; and now the door was opened
by an old woman with cautious reluctance.

When we were got in, he welcomed me to his

house with great ceremony, and turning to the old

woman, asked where was her lady? "Good troth,"

replied she, in a peculiar dialect, '
' she's washing

your two shirts at the next door, because they
have taken an oath against lending out the tub
any longer."—" My two shirts !

" cries he, in a
,

tone that faltered with confusion, " what does the

idiot mean ?"—" I ken what I mean well enough,"
replied the other ;

" she's washing your two shirts

next door, because -"—"Fire and fury! no
more of thy stupid explanations," cried he. " Go
and inform her we have got company. Were that

Scotch hag to be for ever in the family, she would
never learn politeness, nor forget that absurd
poisonous accent of hers, or testify the smallest

specimen of breeding or high life ; and yet it is

very surprising too, as I had her from a parlia-

ment-man, a friend of mine, from the Highlands,

one of the politest men in the world : but that's a
secret."

We waited some time for Mrs. Tibbs' arrival,

during which interval I had a full opportunity of

surveying the chamber and all its furniture;

which consisted of four chairs with old wrought
bottoms, that he assured me were his wife's em-
broidery ; a square table that had been once

japanned, a cradle in one corner, a lumbering

cabinet in the other ; a broken shepherdess and a

mandarin without a head were stuck over the

chimney ; and round the walls, several paltry un-

framed pictures, which he observed were all his

own drawing. " What do you think, sir, of that

head in a corner, done in the manner of Grisoni ?

there's the true keeping in it ; it's my own face,

and though there happens to be no likeness, a

countess offered me a hundred for its fellow: I

refused her, for, hang it, that would be mechanical,

you know."
The wife at last made her appearance, at once a

slattern and a coquette ; much emaciated, but still

carrying the remains of beauty. She made twenty

apologies for being seen in such odious dishabille,

but hoped to be excused, as she had stayed out all

night at the Gardens with the countess, who was
excessively fond of the horns. " And, indeed, my
dear," added she, turning to her husband, " his

lordship drank your health in a bumper."—" Poor

Jack!" cries he, "a dear good-natured creature, I

know he loves me. But I hope, my dear, you
have given orders for dinner

; you need make no
great preparations neither, there are but three of

us—something elegant and little will do; aturbot,

an ortolan, or a "—" Or what do you think, my
dear," interrupts the wife, " of a nice pretty bit of

oxcheek, piping hot, and dressed with a little of

my own sauce ?
"—" The very thing," replies he,

" it will eat best with some smart bottled beer

;

but be sure to let's have the sauce his grace was

so fond of. I hate your immense loads of meat,

that is country all over; extreme disgusting to

those who are in the least acquainted with high

life."

By this time my curiosity began to abate, and

my appetite to increase ; the company of fools

may at first make us smile, but at last never fails

to rendor us melancholy. I therefore pretended

to recollect a prior engagement, and after having

shown my respect to the house, according to the

fashion of the English, by giving the old ser-

vant a piece of money at the door, I took my
leave. Mr. Tibbs assured me that dinner, if I

stayed, would be ready at least in less than twe

hours.
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SAVED.
[Walteb Thobnbubt. Sm Fagt 54]

I cannot hope to win her—I, uncouth,

With the stained scarlet ever on my back,

And voice all hoarse with bawling to the dogs

Through the thick covert—I, good lord, alack

!

Not fit for such as her ; and when I touch

Her hand, and wring it like a farmer's paw,

She strikes me with her fan, and cries, " Have
dono !

"

And I am drunk, or stammer out, " Why, law !

"

She flung the fox-brush in my stupid teeth,

That I thought trophy for a queen to wear

;

I blew my horn to please her, and she cried,

" For that fool's flute
! "—I frowned. Oh, ass and

bear!

Look at them riding now across the chase

!

How close their cheeks are—God ! a loaded gun,

And I would stop that fooling. Curse his teeth

!

How white they shine, a-twiukling in the sun.

Sound, for I seo them just upon the crown

Of the park hill, and I must sully out.

Quick, ere the scent is found. A horse, a horse !

The fire-hot chestnut. Ah ! they wheel about

!

Now for a burst full in the trooper's face

;

'Tis but a bullet sting, and then a groan.

Toll her I kissed this rose before I went,

And pray her como to seo my burial-place.

I'll save the Jacobin—for life to mo
Is a sucked orange that I lling away.

They may be happy—she will be the heir
;

And when the trouble's gone, he'll have his way,

And wed the prettiest maid in Rutlandshire.

Well, sirs, to covert ; give the horse a lash.

We ride as at a bullfinch. Yoicks ! hurrah !

Yoicks ! tally ho ! yoicks ! - forward !— now the

crash.

To face a rasper, man, or breast a gate,

To leap a yawner, clear a slapping brook,

We yield to none in Rutland ; but a dunce

Am I in all this cursed dance and music book,

Fal-lal and ribbons—know not how to smile

When I am hurt or stung, and do not know
How to well thank the fool who bruised my heart;

But long to tear his throat and blow for blow.

Troopers, by heaven ! two, four, six—yes, eight.

And all fast coming through tho avenue

After young Vernon—I'll bo sworn he's trapped ;

Not much love lost, all know, bet ween us t.\

Yet, stUl he loves her, and she him to doth.

What, then, this white rose that the fellow dropped

;

She kissed it first just at tho staircase foot.

I stick it in my button-hole, pull down my hac,

Ride, hotly out : they challenge me and shout.

CHARLES ITS FLIGHT AFTER THE BATTLE OF \\ <>K< KSTF.K.

[Edwabd Htde, Earl of Clarendon, bom ii n 1<**>- Educated at Oxford. Made Lord

Chancellor by Charles 11.

FTER some days' stay, and

communication b<

the king and tho Lord

WOmot by letters, the

king camo to know that

Colonel Francis Windham
lived within littlo more than

a day's journey of the place

where he was, of whiefa In;

I
ery glad ; for, besides tho

inclination ho had to his eldest

^y! "
brother) whoso wifo had been his

^»* nurse, this gentleman had 1

himself very well during the war, Bad

had been governor of Dimeter Oeetle where tic-

king had lodged when ho was in tho west. After

the end of the war, and when all other phwee were

surrendered in that county, he likewise surrendered

that, Itpoa fair conditions, and made bil ]<> ACO, and

afterwards married a wife with at for-

tune, and lived, quietly, without any suspici

having lessened his affection towards the kn

Tho king sent Wilmot to him, and aoqn*

him where he was, and "that he would gladly

speak with him." It was not hard for him to

choose a good place where to meet, and there-

upon the day was appointed. After the king

ha 1 taken his 1
who rem

with her eOUam Norton, the king and

WOmot met tho colonel; and in the way ha met

in a town through which they paeaod, ICr. Kirton,

Of the king's, who well knew the

Wilmot, who had no Other 'han the hawk,

toit took i I him, nor suspected the Hag
to be there; yet that day made tho king more

wary of having him in his company op I

At thepla. hey rested only one night,

and then the king wentto the colonel's 1

8 he rested in whilst the ooaoQol

cted at what place tho king might emhark,
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(Di-ttun by C. Kobinsok.;

SAVED.

and how they might procure a vessel to be ready

there, which was not easy to find, there being so,

great a fear possessing those who were honest,

that it was hard to procure any vessel that was
outward bound to take in any passengers.

There was a gentleman, one Mr. Ellison, who
lived near Lyme, in Dorsetshire, and was well

known to Colonel Windham, having been a captain

in the king's army, and was still looked upon as a

very honest man. With him the colonel consulted

how they might get a vessel to be ready to take in

a couple of gentlemen, friends of his, who were in

danger to be arrested, and transport them into

France. Though no man would ask who the

persons were, yet it could not but be suspected

who they were ; at least they concluded that it

was some of Worcester party. Lyme was generally

as malicious and disaffected a town to the king's

interest as any town in England co'uld be, yet

there was in it a master of a barque, of whose

honesty this captain was very confident. This

man was lately returned from France, and had
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unladen his vessel, when Ellison asked him
"when he would make another voyage?" And.

he answered. "As soon as he could get lading for

his ship." The other asked " whether ho would

undertako to carry over a couple of gentlemen,

and land them in France, if he might be as well

paid for his voyago as he used to bo when !;•

freighted by the merchants?" In conclusion, ho

told him " ho should receive fifty pounds for his

faro." The large recompense had that effect, that

the man undertook it; though he sad "he mint

make his provision very secretly, for that he

might be well suspected for going to sea again

without being freighted, after ho was so newly
returned." Colonel Windham being adver
of this, came, together with the Lord Wilmot, to

the captain's house, from whence the lord and the

captain rid to a house near Lyme, whore the

master of the barque met them; and the Lord
Wilmot being satisfied with tin: discourse of the

man, and his wariness in foreseeing suspicions

which would arise, it was resolved that on such

a night, which upon consideration of the tides was
agreed upon, the man should draw out his vessol

from the pier, and, being at sea, should come to

mofa a point about a mile from the town, whore
his ship should remain upon the bench when the

water was gone, which would take it off again

about break of day the next morning. There was
very near that point) even in the view of it, a

small inn, kept by a man who was reputed

honest, to which the cavaliers of the country
often resorted; and the London road passed that

way, so that it was seldom without company.

Into that inn the two gentlemen were to come
in the beginning of the night, that they might
put themselves on board. All things being thus

Concerted, and good earnest given to the master,

the Lord Wilmot and the colonel returned to the

colonel's house, above a day's journey from the

place, the captain undertaking every day to look

that the master should provide, and, if anything

fell out contrary to expectation, to give tho

colonel notice at such a place where they intended

the king Bhould bo the day before he was to

embark.

The king being satisfied with these prepara-

tions, came at the time appointed to that house

whore he was to hoar that all pant as it ought to

do; of which ho received assurance from the

captain, who found that the man had honestly

put his provisions on board, and had his company

ready, which were but four men. and that the vessol

should lie drawn out that night] so that it was
lit lor tho two porsons to nine to the aforesaid inn:

and the captain conducted them within sight of it,

and then wont to his own house, not distant a

milo from it; the colonel remaining .still tit the

houso whero they had lodged tho night before,

till ho might hear the news of their being
embarked.

They found many passengers in the inn, and so
were to be contented with an ordinary chamber,

which they did not intend to sleep long in. But
as soon as there appeared any light, Wilmot went
out to discover the barque, of which there was
no appearance. In a word, tho sun arose, and
nothing like a ship in view. They sent to tho

captain, who was as much amaecd; and he sent

to the town, and his servant could not find tho

master of tho barque, which was still in the pier.

They suspected the captain, and tho captain

pected tho master. Howover, it being past ten of

the clock, they concluded it was not fit for them
to stay longer there, and so they mounted their

horses again to return to the house where they

had left the colonel, who, they kn. i d to

stay there till he were assured that they were

gone.

Tho truth of the disappointment was this : tho

man meant honestly, and made all things ready

for his departure; and the DJghl he was to go out.

with his vessel he ! I in his own house,

and slept two or three hours; and the time of the

tide being come that it was necessary to fa

board, be took out of a cupboard some linen

and other things, which he irry with

him to sea. His wife had observed that he had

been for some days fuller of thought! than ho

be, and that he had been speaking with

seamen who used to go with him, and that some
of them had carried p On board the barque;

of which she had asked her husband the r<

who had told her "
; is promised freight

speedily, and therefore he would make till thing!

ready." She was sure there was yet no lading in

tho ship, and there!'. .re, w ; .v her husband

take all those materials with him, which was a

sure sign that he meant to go to sea, and it being

n the night, ah» door, and iwo

should not i her " ho

most go, and was engaged I
sea fhat

eight* for which he should be well paid." His

wife told him "she was sure he was doing i

uhat that would undo him, and she was resolrod

ho should not go out of his house ; and if ho

should persist in it. she would tell tho neighbours,

and carry him before the mayor to be e\an

that the truth might he found out." The

man. thus mastered by the passion and \i

of his wife, was forced to yield to her, that
I

might bo no further noise, and so went

his bed.

1 it was very happy that the king's jealousy

hastened bfan from that inn. It was the solemn

inch was observed in the rinci-

pally to intlaine the people Bgainsl the King, and

all those who were loyal to him ; and there was a
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chapel in that village over against that inn, where

a weaver, who had been a soldier, used to preach,

and utter all the villany imaginable against the

old order of government : and he was then in the

chapel preaching to his congregation when the

king went from thence, and telling the people

"that Charles Stuart was lurking somewhere in

that country, and that they would merit from God

Almighty if they could find him out." The passen-

gers, who had lodged in the inn that night, had,

as soon as they were up, sent for a smith to visit

their horses, it being a hard frost. The smith,

when he had done what he was sent for, according

to the custom of that people, examined the feet

of the other two horses, to find more work. When
he had observed them, he told the host of the

house, " that one of those horses had travelled far,

and that he was sure that his four shoes had been

made in four several counties
;

" which, whether

his skill was able to discover or no, was very true-

The smith, going to the sermon, told the story to

some of his neighbours, and so it came to the ears

of the preacher when his sermon was done. Im-
mediately he sent for an officer, and searched the

inn, and inquired for those horses ; and being in-

formed that they were gone, he caused horses to

be sent to follow them, and to make inquiry after

the two men who rid those horses, and positively

declared " that one of them was Charles Stuart."

When they came again to the colonel, they pre-

sently concluded that they were to make no longer

stay in those parts, nor any more to endeavour
to find a ship upon that coast; and without any
further delay, they rode back to the colonel's

house, where they arrived in the night. Then they

resolved to make their next attempt in Hampshire
and Sussex, where Colonel Windham had no in-

terest. They must pass through all Wiltshire

before they came thither, which would require

many days' journey ; and they were first to con-

sider what honest houses there were in or near

the way, where they might securely repose ; and
it was thought very dangerous for the king to

ride through any great town, as Salisbury, or

Winchester, which might probably lie in their

way.

There was, between that and Salisbury, a very
honest gentleman, Colonel Robert Philips, a
younger brother of a very good family, which had
always been very loyal, and he had served the
king during the war. The king was resolved to

trust him, and so sent the Lord Wilmot to a place
from whence he might send to Mr. Philips to come
to him ; and when he had spoken with him, Mr.
Philips should come to the king, and Wilmot was
to stay in such a place as they two should agree.

Mr. Philips accordingly came to the colonel's

house, which he could do without suspicion, they
being nearly allied. The ways were very full of

soldiers, which were sent now from the army to

their quarters, and many regiments of horse and '

foot were assigned for the west, of which divi-

sion Desborough was commander-in-chief. These

marches were like to last for many days, and it \

would not be fit for the king to stay so long in

that place. Thereupon he resorted to his old

security of taking a woman behind him, a kins-

woman of Colonel Windham, whom he carried in

that manner to a place not far from Salisbury, to

which Colonel Philips conducted him. In this

journey he passed through the middle of a regi-

ment of horse, and, presently after, met Desbo-

rough walking down a hill with three or four men
with him, who had lodged in Salisbury the night

before, all that road being full of soldiers.

The next day, upon the plains, Dr. Hinchman,

one of the prebends of Salisbury, met the king,

the Lord Wilmot and Philips then leaving him to

go to the sea-coast to find a vessel, the doctor con-

ducting the king to a place called Heale, threo

miles from Salisbury, belonging then to Serjeant

Hyde, who was afterwards Chief Justice of the

King's Bench, and then in the possession of the

widow of his elder brother—a house that stood

alone from neighbours, and from any highway

—

where, coming in late in the evening, he supped

with some gentlemen who accidentally were in

the house, which could not well be avoided. But
the next morning he went early from thence, as if

ho had continued his journey; and the widow,

being trusted with the knowledge of her guest,

sent her servants out of the way, and at an hour

appointed received him again, and accommodated

him in a little room, which had been nmde since

the beginning of the troubles for the concealment

of delinquents, the seat always belonging to a

malignant family.

Here he lay concealed, without the knowledge of

some gentlemen who lived in the house, and of

others who daily resorted thither, for many days,

the widow herself only attending him with such

things as were necessary, and bringing him such

letters as the doctor received from the Lord Wilmot

and Colonel Philips. A vessel being at last pro-

vided upon the coast of Sussex, and notice thereof

sent to Dr. Hinchman, he sent to the king to meet

him at Stonehenge, upon the plains, three miles

from Heale, whither the widow took care to direct

him ; and being there met, he attended him to the

place where Colonel Philips received him. He, tho

next day, delivered him to the Lord Wilmot, who
went with him to a house in Sussex recommended
by Colonel Gunter, a gentleman of that country,

who had served the king in the war, who met him
there, and had provided alittle barque atBrighthclm -

stone, a small fisher town, where he went early on

board, and, by God's blessing, arrived safely in

Normandy.
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SHADOWS.
[Prom the Lantern, a comic paper, published at New York, and edited by Mr. John Brougham, the well-known actor and

dramatist]

Yls ; I own I start at shadows

;

Listen—I will tell you why
(Life itself is but a taper,

Casting shadows till we die).

(I>roum l»y C. A. Bikch.)

OnOt in Italy, at Florence,

I a radiant girl adored

;

When she camo, she saw, she conquered;

And by Cupid I was floored.

" Mia cara Mandolina

!

Are we not, indeed," I cried,

" All the world to one another?"
Mandolina smiled and sighed.

Earth was Eden—she an angel

—

I a Jupiter enshrined i

Till one night I saw al;>

Double shadow on the blind.

" Fire and fur}- ! Double shadows

On their window curtain* u
To my knowledge have been cast

by
Ladies virtuous as fair.

" False md tickle Mandolina!

thee well for evermore.
M Vengeance

l

n shrieked 1, "ven-

geance, vengeance !

"

I thundered at the door.

Thii event occurred next moan-—
Maiidnlina staring

Stark-amazed, as out I stund

Raving mad without a hat.

Six weeks after I'd I letter.

On its i' • ika delaj

Wltfa a (li7.Hl le-di:

m tho lost one. And it

said

—

•• l-Vulish, wicked, cruel Albert !

Bane, luapicioui doubt resign.

Double lights throw double ,-dia-

dows.

—

Mandolina, ever thine!"

Heavens, what an ass!" I inut-

t( :

•

"Not before to think of tha

And again 1 rushed excited

To the rail without my hat.

lolina, Mandolina!"

r h0U80 I Cried.

" Pardon, dearest A.," sho answered,

" I'm the Russian Consul's bride I"



AN ADDKESS TO A MUMMY. 217

(Drawn by W. Bkunx'ON.)

AN ADDRESS TO A MUMMY.
[Horace Smith. See rage 30.]

And thou hast walked about, (how strange a

story !)

In Thebes's streets three thousand years ago,

When the Memnonium was in all its glory,

And time had not begun to overthrow

Those temples, palaces, and piles stupendous,

Of which the very ruins are tremendous.

Speak ! for thou long enough hast acted dummy

;

Thou hast a tongue, come, let us hear its tune
;

Thou'rt standing on thy legs, above ground,

Mummy,
Revisiting the glimpses of the moon,

—

Not like thin ghosts, or disembodied creatures,

But with thy bones and flesh, and limbs and

features.

Tell us, for doubtless thou canst recollect,

To whom should we assign the Sphinx's

fume ?

Was Cheops or Cephrenes architect

Of either pyramid that bears his name ?

Is Pompey's pillar really a misnomer ?

Had Thebes a hundred gates, as sung by

Homer ?

Perhaps thou wert a mason, and forbidden

By oath to tell the mysteries of thy trade,

—

Then say what secret melody was hidden

In Memnon's statue, which at sunrise played ?

Perhaps thou wert a priest—if so, my struggles

Are vain, for priestcraft never owns its

juggles.

n8
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Perchance that very hand, now pinioned flat,

Has hob-a-nobbcd with Pharaoh, glass to glass

;

Or dropped a halfpenny in Homer's hat,

Or doffed thine own to let Queen Dido pass

;

Or held, by Solomon's own invitation,

A torch at the great Temple's dedication.

I need not ask thoo if that hand, when armed,

Has any Roman soldier mauled and knuckled,

For thou wert dead, and buried, and embalmed.

Ere Romulus and Romus had been suckled

;

Antiquity appears to have begun

Long after thy primeval race was run.

Thou couldst develop, if that withered tongue

Might tell us what those sightless orbs have

seen,

How the world looked when it was fresh ami young,

And the groat deluge still had left it green

;

Or was it then so old, that history's pages

Contained no record of its early ages P

Still silent! incommunicative elf

!

Art sworn to secrecy ? then keop thy vows

;

But prithee tell us something of thyself,

Reveal the secrets of thy prison-house

;

Since in the world of spirits thou hast sluml

What hast thou secnP what strango adventures

numbered P

Since first thy form was in this box extended,

Wo havo, abovo ground, seen some strango

mutations,

The Roman Empire has begun and ended,

New worlds have risen, we have lost old nations,

And countless kings have into dust been humbled,

Whilst not a fragment of thy flesh has Grumbled.

Didst thou not hear the pother o'er thy bead,

When the great Persian conqueror, Cambv
Marched armies o'er thy tomb with thumi.

bread)

—

O'erthrew Osiris, Orus, Apis, Isis,

And shook the pyramids with fear and wonder,

When the gigantic Mcranon fell asunder ?

If the tomb's secrets may not be confessed,

The nature of thy private life unfold ;

A heart has throbbed beneath that leathern bf

And tears adown that dusky cheek have rolled.

Have children climbed those knees, and kissed that

face?

What was thy name and station, age and race P

Statuo of flesh, immortal of the dead !

Imperishable type of evanesc

Posthumous man, who quitt'st thy narrow bed.

And standest undecayed within our presence.

Thou wilt hear nothing till the judgment m<.i

When tho great Iramp hall thrill thee with Hi

warning.

Why should this worthless tegument endure.

If its undying guest be loal tof >•

Oh! lotus keep the OOoJ embalmed and pure

In living virtue, that, when b>th must sever.

Although corruption may our frame c<>n>ume,

The immortal spirit in the skies may bloom !

TnE MONK OF ST. ANTIIONY.

[H. W. LoifOFBixow. St* Pag* H.]

\' times of old, there lived in

tho city of Rouen a tradaa

man named Martin
Franc, who, by a scrios

of misfortunes, had been

reduced from opulenco to

poverty. But povorty,

which generally makes

men humblo and la-

borious, only served to

mako him proud and

la/.v : and in proportion

as ho grow poorer and

poorer, he grew also

prouder and lazier. He
contrived, however, to Hvo along from day to

day. by now and then pawning a silken robe of his

wile, or selling a silver spoon, or some other triflo

waved from the wreck of his better fortune* ; and

passed his time pleasantly enough in loitering

about the market -pl::C\ and walking up and d. wn

on the sunny side of the si
I

Tho fair Marguerite, his wife, was celebrated

through tho wholo city for her beauty, her wit.

and her virtue. Sho was a brunette, with the

blackest eye, tho whitest teeth, and the ripest nut-

brown cheek in all Normandy; her figure was tall

and stately, her hands and feet most deli

moulded, and her swimming gait like the motion

of a swan. In happier had been the

delight of the richest tradesmen in the city, and

the envy Of the fairest dames.

The friends of Martin Franc, like the friends of

many a ruined man In- fore and since, deserted him

in the day of adversity. Of all that had eaten his

dinners, and drunk his wine, and flattered his

wife, none sought the narrow alley ami humhle

dwelling of the broken tradesman save one, and

that one was Friar Cui. the sacristan of the abbey

of St. Anthony. Be was a littlo, jolly, red-faced
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friar, with a leer in his eye, and rather a doubtful

reputation; but as he was a kind of travelling

gazette, and always brought the latest news and

gossip of the city, and besides, was the only person

that condescended to visit the house of Martin

Franc,—in fine, for the want of a better, he was

considered in the light of a friend.

In these constant assiduities, Friar Gui had his

secret motives, of which the single heart of Martin

Franc was entirely unsuspicious. The keener eye

of his wife, however, soon discovered two faces

under the hood; but she persevered in miscon-

struing the friar's intentions, and in dexterously

turning aside any expressions of gallantry that

fell from his lips. In this way Friar Gui was for

a long time kept at bay ; and Martin Franc pre-

served in the day of poverty and distress that con-

solation of all this world's afflictions—a friend.

But, finally, things came to such a pass, that the

honest tradesman opened his eyes, and wondered
he had been asleep so long. Whereupon he was

irreverent enough to thrust Friar Gui into the

street by the shoulders.

Meanwhile, the times grew worse and worse.

One family relic followed another,—the last silken

robe was pawned, the last silver spoon sold ; until

at length beggary stared him full in the face. But
the fair Marguerite did not even then despair. In

those days a belief in the immediate guardianship

of the saints was much more strong and preva-

lent than in these degenerate times ; and as there

seemed no great probability of improving their

condition by any lucky change which could be

brought about by mere human agency, she de-

termined to try what could be done by intercession

with the patron saint of her husband. Accord-

ingly, she repaired one evening to the abbey of St.

Anthony, to place a votive candle and offer her

prayer at the altar, which stood in the little chapel

dedicated to St. Martin.

It was already sunset when she reached the

church, and the evening service of the Virgin had
commenced. A cloud of incense floated before the

altar of the Madonna, and the organ rolled its deep

melody along the dim arches of the church. Mar-
guerite mingled with the kneeling crowd, and
repeated the responses in Latin, with as much de-

votion as the most learned clerk of the convent.

When the service was over, she repaired to the

chapel of St. Martin, and lighting her votive taper

at the silver lamp which burned before his altar,

knelt down in a retired part of the chapel, and,

with tears in her eyes, besought the saint for aid

and protection. While she was thus engaged,
the church became gradually deserted, till she was
left, as she thought, alone. But in this she was
mistaken; for, when she arose to depart, the

portly figure of Friar Gui was standing close to

her elbow •'

" Good evening, fair Marguerite," said he ;
" St.

Martin has heard your prayer, and sent me to re-

lieve your poverty."
" Then," replied she, " the good saint is not very

fastidious in the choice of his messengers."
" Nay, good wife," answered the friar, not at all

abashed by this ungracious reply, " if the tidings

are good, what matters it who the messenger may
be? And how does Martin Franc these days P"

" He is well," replied Marguerite ;
" and were

he present, I doubt not would thank you heartily

for the interest you still take in him and his poor

wife."

" He has done me wrong," continued the friar.

" But it is our duty to forgive our enemies ; and so

let the past be forgotten. I know that he is in

want. Here, take this to him, and tell him I am
still his friend."

So saying, he drew a small purse from the sleeve

of his habit, and proffered it to his companion. I

know not whether it was a suggestion of St.

Martin, but true it is that the fair wife of Martin

Franc seemed to lend a more willing ear to the

earnest whispers of the friar. At length she

said

—

" Put up your purse ; to-day I can neither de-

liver your gift nor your message. Martin Franc

has gone from home."
" Then keep it for yourself."

" Nay, Sir Monk," replied Marguerite, casting

down her eyes ;
" I can take no bribes here in the

church, and in the very chapel of my husband's

patron saint. You shall bring it to me at my
house, if you will."

The friar put up his purse, and the conversation

which followed was in a low and indistinct under-

tone, audible only to the ears for which it was in-

tended. At length the interview ceased ; and—
woman !—the last words that the virtuous Mar-

guerite uttered as she glided from the church

were

—

"To-night—when the abbey-clock strikes

twelve; remember!"
It would be useless to relate how impatiently the

friar counted the hours and the quarters as they

chimed from the ancient tower of the abbey, while

he paced to and fro along the gloomy cloister. At
length the appointed hour approached ; and just

before the convent-bell sent forth its summons to

call the friars of St. Anthony to their midnight

devotions, a figure, with a cowl, stole out of a

postern-gate, and, passing silently along the de-

serted streets, soon turned into the little alley

which led to the dwelling of Martin Frane. It

was none other than the Friar Gui. He rapped

softly at the tradesman's door, and casting a look

up and down the street, as if to assure himself that

his motions were unobserved, slipped into the

house.
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" Has Martin Franc returned?" inquired he, in

a whisper.

" No," answered the sweet voice of his wife

;

'« ho will not be back to-night."

" Then all good angels befriend us !" continued

the monk, endeavouring to take her hand.
" Not so, good monk," said she, disengaging hor-

Belf. " You forget the conditions of our meeting."

The friar paused a moment; and then, drawing

a heavy leathern purse from his girdle, ho threw

it upon the table ; at the same moment a footstep

was heard behind him, and a heavy blow from a

club threw him prostrate upon the floor. It came
from the strong arm of Martin Franc himself

!

It is hardly necessary to say that his absence was

feigned. His wife had invented the story to decoy

the monk, and thereby to keep her husband from

beggary, and to relieve horself, once for alb from

the importunities of a falso friend. At first, Mar-

tin Franc would not listen to the proposition; but

at length ho yielded to the urgent entreaties of his

wife; and the plan finally agreed upon was, that

Friar Gui, after leaving his purse beliind him,

should bo sent back to the convent with a severer

discipline than his shoulders had ever rec

from any penitence of his own.

The affair, howevor, took a more serious turn

than was intended; for, when they tried to raise

tho friar from the ground, ho was dead. The
blow aimed at his shoulders fell upon his ahavon

crown; and, in tho excitement of the moment,
Martin IYanc had dealt a heavier stroke than ho

intended. Amid the grief and consternation which

followed this discovery, the quick imagination of

hi s wife suggested an expedient of safety. .». bunch

of keys at tho friar's girdle caught hor eye.

y unfastening tho ring, she gave tho keys to

her husband, exclaiming

—

" For tho Holy Virgin's sake, be quick ! One of

these keys doubtless unlocks tho gate of the con-

vont-gardon. Carry the body thither, and leave it

among the ferae

Martin I'Yanc threw the dead body of tho monk
across his shoulders, and with a heavy heart took

tho way to tho abbey. It was a clear, starry

night; and though the moon had not yet t

her light was in tho sky, and camo reflectod down
in a soft twilight upon earth. Not a sound was

1 through all the long and solitary streets,

savo at intervals the distant crowing ofacook, or

the melancholy hoot of an owl from tho lofty tower

of the abbey. The silence weighed liko an accusing

spirit upon tho guilty DOnanloniW of Martin Franc.

He started at tho sound of his own breathing, as

ho panted under the heavy burden of the monk's

body; and if, perchance. I bat flitted near him on

drowsy wings, he paused, and his heart beat

audibly with terror. At length he reached the

garden-wall of the abbey, opened the postcm-gate

with tho key, and, bearing the monk into tho
garden, seated him upon a stone bench by tho edgo
of the fountain, with his head resting against a
column, upon which was sculptured an imago of

the Madonna. He then replaced the bunch of

keys at the monk's girdle, and returned home with

hasty steps.

When the prior of the convent, to whom the

repeated delinquencies of Friar Gui were but too

well known, observed that ho was again absent

from his post at midnight prayers, ho waxed
exceedingly angry : and no sooner were the dutios

of the chapel finished, than he sent a monk in

pursuit of tho truant sacristan, summoning him
to appear immediately at his cell. By chance it

happened that the monk chosen for this dut
j

an enemy of Friar Gui ; and very shrewdly sup-

posing that tho sacristan had stolen out of tho

garden-gate on some midnight adventure, he took

that direction in pursuit. The moon was just climb-

ing tho convent-wall, and threw its silvery light

through the trees of the garden, and on the

sparkling waters of the fountain, that fell with a

soft lulling sound into the deep basin below. As
tho monk passed on his way, ho stopjxxlto quench

his thirst with a draught of the cool water, nnd

was turning to depart, when his eye caught tho

motionless form of tho sacristan, sitting erect in

the shadow of the stone column.
44 How is this, Friar Gui p" quoth tho monk. " Is

this a place to bo sleeping at midnight, when tho

brotherhood are all at their prayers P"

Friar (iui made no answer.

"Up, up! thou eternal sleeper, and do penanco

for thy negligence. The prior call at his

cell!" continued tho monk, growing angry, and

shaking tho sacristan by the shoulder.

But still no an

"Then, by St. Anthony. I'll wake the.

And saying this, he dealt tho sacristan a heavy

box on the oar. The body bent slowly forward

from its erect position, and, giving a headlong

plunge, sank with B heavy splash into tho basin of

the fountain. The monk waited a few moments in

ation of seeing Friar Qni rise dripping from

his cold bath] but ho waited in vain; for he lay

motionless at the bottom of the beam, hil

open, and his ghastly face distorted by the ripples

of the water. With beating monk

stooped down, and grasping the skirt of tho

sacristan's habit, at length succeeded in drawing

him from the water. All efforts, however, to re-

suscitate him were unavailing The monk waa

filled with tcrmr. nut doubting that tho friar had

died untimely by his hand; and as the anil

between them was no secret in tho convent, ho

!. that, when tin- deed was known, ho should

bo accused of murder. He therefore looked

round for an c.\j If from the
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(Drawn by oydney Smith.)

dead body ; and the well-known character of the

sacristan soon suggested one. He determined to

carry the body to the house of the most noted

beauty of Rouen, and leave it on the door -step

;

so that all suspicion of the murder might fall

upon the shoulders of some jealous husband. The
beauty of Martin Franc's wife had penetrated even

the thick walls of the convent. Accordingly, the

dead body of Friar Gui was laid upon the monk's
brawny shoulders, carried back to the house of

Martin Franc, and placed in an erect position

against the door. The monk knocked loud and

long ; and then, gliding through a bye-lane, stolo

back to the convent.

A troubled conscience would not suffer Martin

Franc and his wife to close their eyes ; but they

lay awake, lamenting the doleful events of the

night. The knock at the door sounded like a

death-knell in their ears. It still continued at

intervals, rap—rap—rap !—with a dull low sound,

as if something heavy were swinging against the

panel ; for the wind had risen during the night,

and every angry gust that swept down the alley

swung the arms of the lifeless sacristan against the
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door. At length Martin Franc mustered courage

enough to dross himself and go down, while his

wife followed him with a lamp in her hand ; hut

no Booner had he lifted the latch, than the pon-

derous hody of Friar Gui fell stark and heavy

into his arms.

"Mercy!" exclaimed Marguerite, crossing her-

self; "here is the monk gain !"

" Yes, and dripping wet, as if he had just been

dragged out of the river."

"Oh! we are betrayed!" exclaimed Marguerite,

in agony.

"Then the Evil One himself has betrayed us,"

replied Martin Franc, disengaging himself from

the embrace of the sacristan ;
" for I mot not a

living being ; the whole city was as silent as the

grave."

"St. Martin defend us!" continued his terrified

wife. " Here, take this scapulary to guard you from

the Evil One ; and lose no time. You must throw

tho body into the river, or wo are lost! Holy

Virgin ! How bright the moon shines !

"

Saying this, she threw round his neck a scapu-

lary, with the figure of a cross on ono end, and

an image of tho Virgin on the other ; and Martin

Franc again took the dead friar upon his shoulders,

and with fearful misgivings departed OO his dismal

errand. He kept as much as possiblo in the sha-

dow of the houses, and had nearly reached tho

quay, when suddenly ho thought he heard footsteps

behind him. Ho stopped to listen ; it was no

vain imagination ; they came along tho pavement,

tramp, tramp ! and every stop grew louder and

nearer. Martin Franc tried to quicken his pace,

but in vain; his knees smote togethor, and he

staggered against tho wall. His hand relaxed its

grasp, and tho monk slid from his back and stood

ghastly and straight beside him, supported by

chance against the shoulder of his bearer. At that

moment a man came round the corner, tottering

beneath the weight of a huge sack. As his head

was bent downwards, he did not perceive Martin

Franc till ho was close upon him; and when, on

looking up, he saw two figures standing motion-

less in the shadow of the wall, ho thought himself

waylaid, and, without waiting to be assaulted.

dropped the sack from his shoulders and ran off

at full speed. The sack fell heavily on tho pave-

ment, and directly at the feet of Martin Franc. In

the fall tho string was broken; and out came the

bloody head, not of a dead monk, as it first seemed

to the excited imagination of Martin Franc, but of

a dend hog ! When the terror and surprise eatiso 1

by this singular event had a little subsided, an idea

came into tho mind of Martin Franc, very similar

to what would have come into the mind of almost

any person in similar circumstances. He took the

hog out of tho sack, and, putting the body of the

monk into its place, secured it well with tho rem-

nants of the broken string, and then hurried

homeward with the animal upon his shoulders.

He was hardly out of sight when the man with

the sack returned, accompanied by two others.

They were surprised to find the sack still lying on

the ground, with no one near it, and began to jaar

the former bearer, telling him hehad been frightened

at his own shadow on the wall. Then one of them
took tho sack upon his shoulders, without tho

least suspicion of the change that had been made
in its contents, and all three disappeared.

Now it happened that the city of Rouen was at

the time infested by three street robbers, who
walked in darkness like the pestilence, and always

Carried the plunder of their midnight marauding

to tho "Tetc-de-Btruf," a little tavern in one of

the darkest and narrowest lanes of the city. The

host of the "Tetc-de-B'cuf" was privy to all their

schemes, and had an equal share in tho profits

of their nightly excursions. He gave a helping

hand, too, by the length of his bills, and by plun-

dering th of any chance traveller that

was luckless enough to sleep under his roof.

On the night of the disastrous adventure of

friar <!ui, this little marauding party had been

prowling about the city until late hour, without

finding anything to reward their labours. At
ii, however, tbl I to spy a hog hang-

ing under a shed in a butcher's yard, in read

for the next day's market ; and as they were n<

fastidious in selecting their plunder, but, on tho

contrary, rather addicted to taking whatever they

could lay their hands on, the hog was straightway

purloined, thrust into a hi and sent to the

"Tctc-de-H iuf" on the shoulders of one of the

party, while the other two continued their noc-

turnal excursions. It was this person who had

so terrified at the appearance of Martin Franc ami

tho dead monk; and M this encounter had in-

terrupted any further operations of the party, the

dawn of day being near at hand, thoy all rent

to their gloomy den in the "Tete-de-Bosuf." Tho

host was impatiently waiting their return ;

asking what plunder they had brought with them.

proceeded without delay to remove it from the

sack. Tho first thing that presented itself, on

untying tho string, was the monk's hood.

"Hang it!" criod the host, as he opened tho

neck of the sack, " what's this P Your hog wears

a cowl
!"

" Tho poor brute has become disgusted with tho

world, and turned monk!" said he who held the

light, a little surprised at seeing tho head co\

with a coarse grey cloth.

iro enough he has!" exclaimed another,

starting back in dismay, as the shaven crown

hastly face of the friar appeared. " Holy St.

dJot bo with us ! It is a monk stark dead I

*'

"A dead monk, indeed !" said a third, with an
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incredulous shake of the head ;
" how could a

dead monk get into this sack ? No, no ; there

is some diablerie in this. I have heard it said

that Satan can take any shape he pleases ; and

you may rely upon it this is Satan himself, who
has taken the shape of a monk to get us all hanged.

My advice is, to take him to the butcher's yard,

and hang him up in the place where we found

the hog."

This proposition so pleased the others that it

was executed without delay. They carried the

friar to the butcher's house, and, passing a strong

cord round his neck, suspended him to a beam
in the shade, and there left him.

When the night was at length past, and day-

light began to peep into the eastern windows of

the city, the butcher arose, and prepared himself

for market. He was casting up in his mind what
the hog would bring at his stall, when, looking

upward, lo ! in its place he recognised the dead

body of Friar Gui.

"By St. Denis!" quoth the butcher, "I always

feared that this friar would not die quietly in his

cell ; but I never thought I should find him hang-

ing under my own roof. This must not be ; it will

be said that I murdered him, and I shall pay for

it with my life. I must contrive some way to get

rid of him."

So saying, he called his man, and, showing him
what had been done, asked him how he should dis-

pose of the body, so that he might not be accused

of murder. The man, who was of a ready wit, re-

flected a moment, and then answered

—

" This is indeed a difficult matter ; but there is

no evil without its remedy. We will place the

body on horseback as well as we may, and bind it

fast with cords ; and then set the horse loose in

the street, and pursue him, crying out that the

monk has stolen the horse. Thus all who meet
him will strike him with their staves as he passes,

and it will be thought that he came by his death

that way."

Though this seemed to the butcher rather a mad
project, yet, as no better one offered itself at the

moment, and there was no time for reflection, mad
as the project was, they determined to put it into

execution. Accordingly, the butcher's horse was
brought out, and the friar was bound upon his

back, and with much difficulty fixed in an upright

position. The butcher then gave the horse a blow
upon the crupper with his staff, which set him
into a smart gallop down the street, and he and
his man joined in pursuit, crying

—

" Stop thief I Stop thief ! The friar has stolen

my horse."

As it was now sunrise, the streets were full of

people,—peasants driving their goods to market,
and citizens going to their daily avocations. When
they saw the friar dashing at full speed down the

street, they joined in the cry of " Stop thief !

—

Stop thief I" and many who endeavoured to seizo

the bridle, as the friar passed them at full speed,

were thrown upon the pavement, and trampled
under foot ; others joined in the halloo and tho

pursuit; but this only served to quicken the gal-

lop of the frightened steed, who dashed down ono
sti*eet and up another like the wind, with two or

three mounted citizens clattering in full cry at his

heels. At length they reached the market-place.

The people scattered right and left in dismay ; and
the steed and rider dashed onward, overthrowing

in their course men and women, and stalls, and
piles of merchandise, and sweeping away like a

whirlwind. Tramp—tramp—tramp !—they clat-

tered on ; they had distanced all pursuit. They
reached the quay ; the wide pavement was cleared

at a bound,—one more wild leap,—and splash !—
both horse and rider sank into the rapid current

of the river,—swept down the stream,—and were

seen no more

!

MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS.

[From Byrd's Collection of "Psalms, Sonnets, etc.," published In 1588.]

My mind to me a kingdom is,

Such perfect joy therein I find,

That it excels all other bliss

That God or Nature hath assigned

:

Though much I want that most would have,

Yet still my mind forbids to crave.

No princely port, nor wealthy store,

Nor force to win a victory

;

No wily wit to salve a sore,

No shape to win a loving eye :

To none of these I yield as thrall,

For why, my mind despiseth all.

I see that plenty surfeits oft,

And hasty climbers soonest fall

;

I see that such as are aloft,

Mishap doth threaten most of all

;

These get with toil, and keep with fear

:

Such cares my mind can never bear.

I press to bear no haughty sway

;

I wish no more than may suffice

;

I do no more than well I may,

Look what I want, my mind supplies

:

Lo, thus I triumph like a king,

My mind's content with anything.
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I laugh not at another's loss,

Nor grudge not at another's gain

;

No worldly waves my mind can toss

;

I brook that is another's bane

;

I fear no foe, nor fawn on friend

;

I loathe not hie, nor dread mine end.

My wealth is health and perfect ease,

And conscience clear my chief defence ;

I never sock by bribes to pin
Nor by desert to give offence :

Thus do I live, thus will I dio

;

Would all do so as well as 1

1

(I>raim by E. Wieoamj )

Lo ! 'tis a gala night

Within tho lonesomo latter years

!

An angel throng, bowingod, bodight

In veils, and drowned in tears,

Sit in a theatre, to soo

A play of hopes and fears,

While the orchostra breathos fitfully

Tho music of tho sphoros.

Mimes, in tho form of God on high,

Mutter and mumble low,

And hither and thither Hy ;

Mere puppots they, who come and go
At bidding of vast formless Bring!

That shift the scenery to and fro,

Flapping from out their condor wings

Invisible Woe

!

That motloy drama—oh, bo sure

It shall not be forgot I

With its Phantom chased for evermore,

By a crowd that Boize it not,

THE CONQUEROR WORM.
[£. A. Pox. St4 Pag* &]

Through a circle that ever returneth in

To the solfsamo spot

;

And much of Madness, and moro of Sin

And Horror the soul of the plot.

But see, amid the mimic rout

raffling shape intrudo !

A blood-ml thing that writhes from out

Tho scenic solitude

!

It writ In-.-. ! -it -with mortal pangs

Tho mimes become its food,

And the angels sob at vermin fangs

In human gore iinhuod.

Out—out aro the lights—out all I

Ami, uvi r rich quivering form,

The curtain, a funeral jmll,

Comes down with tho rush of a st-

And tho angels, all pallid and wan,

Uprising, unveiling, ailirm

That the play is the tragi- •
I y. " M:m,"

And its hero the I r Worm.
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ON SEEING CHARLIE AT PLAY.

[Edward Capern. See Payc 8.]

Ere thy locks of golden light

Change to winter's snowy white,

And old Care has passed his plough

O'er the sunshine of thy brow

;

Ere a troop of sorrows march

O'er thy pretty eyebrows' arch,

And each brow reversed wears

Footprints of the woes of years

;

"Whilst thine eyes, like sable sloes,

Each with lustrous beauty glows,

Whilst they sparkle forth their glee

At the shout of revelry

;

Ere those orbs that, wondering, stand

Looking out on fairy land,

To cavernous shades retire,

Sullen with their wasted fire,

Shrinking from each ray of hope,

Like a peevish misanthrope;

Ere the rose has fled thy cheek,

Whilst thy coral lips are sleek,

And sweet smiles around them play,

Sportive as a dancing fay,

Whilst thine ears to bend are slow

To the tenderest tale of woe

;

Whilst thy parent's fondest strain

Lures thee to the daisied plain

;

Whilst sweet music tunes thy breath,

And thy thoughts are free from death

;

Like the lark, go dance and sing,

Making all the welkin ring

;

As the butterfly and bee,

Let thy wanderings be free,

And, throughout thy May-time hours.

Live upon the Bweetest flowers

;

Happy, happy days for thee,

Days of love and poesy.

vol. L 29
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ABOUT HUSBANDS.
[Jon* Q. Saxji. 8m Pag» 78.]

Johnson was right. I doVt agree to all

The Bolemn dogmas of the rough old Btagor :

But very much approve what one may call

The minor morals of the " Ursa Major."

Johnson was right. Although some men adore

Wisdom in woman, and with learning cram her,

There isn't one in ten but thinks far more

Of his own grub than of his spouse's grammar.

I know it is the greatest shame in life

;

But who among them (save, perhaps, myself),

Returning hungry home, but asks his wife

What beef—not books—she has upon her shelf?

Though Greek and Latin be the lady's boast,

Thoy're little valued by her loving mate

;

Tho kind of tongue that husbands relish most

Is modern, boiled, and served upon a plate.

Or if, as fond ambition may command,
Some home-made verse the happy matron show

him,

What mortal spouse but from her dainty hand
Would sooner Bee a pudding than a poem p

Young lady— deep in love with Tom or Harry

—

'Tis sad to tell you such a tale as this
;

But here's the moral of it : don't ye marry

;

Or, marrying, take your lover aa he is

—

A very man, with something of tho brute

(Unless he prove a sentimental noddy),

With passions strong, and appetite to boot

—

A thirsty soul within a hungry body I

A very man—not one of Nature's clods

—

With human feelings, whether saint or sinner

;

Endowed, perhaps, with genius from the gods,

But apt to take his temper from his dinner.

THE PRESENT TO TnE PRIEST*
[Mr. Samuel Lover was born in Dublin in 1797. Ho began life as a painter, and was a member of tho Royal Hibernian Society

of Arts. But literature speedily claimed him j and, as poet, novelist, dramatist, and musician, he has dukghted, and still

lives to delight, thousands.]

"Wht, thin, I'll tell you," said Rory. "I pro-

mised my mother to bring a present to the priest

from Duhlin, and I could not make up my mind
rightly what to get all the time I was there. I

thought of a pair o' top-boots ; for, indeed, his

reverence's is none of the best, and only you know
them to be top-boots, you would not take them to

be top-boots, bekaso the bottoms has been put in

so often that the tops is wore out intirely, and

is no more like top-boots than my brogues. So
I wint to a shop in Dublin, and picked out the

purtiost pair o' top-boots I could see—(whin I say

purty, I don't mane a flourishin* taarin* pair, but

sitch as was fit for a priest, a respectable pair o'

boots)—and with that, I pulled out my good

money to pay for thim, whin jist at that minit,

romemboring tho thricks o' the town, I bethought

o' myself, and says I, ' I suppose those are the

right thing P' says I to the man.—' You can thry

thorn,' says ho.
—

* How can I thry them P ' says I.

—'Pull them on you,' says he.
—

' Throth, an' I'd

be Borry,' Bays I, 'to take sitch a liberty with

thom,' says I.
—

' Why, aren't you goin' to ware

thim P' says ho.
—

' Is it meP' says I, 'mo ware top-

boots P Do you think it's takin' lave of my sinsis

I am P' says I.
—

' Then what do you want to buy
them forP' says he.

—'For his roverenco, Father

kinshela,' says I. 'Are they the right sort for

himP'—'How should I know?' says ho.—' You'ro

a purty bootmaker,' says I, ' not to know how to

make a priest's boot!'—'How do I know his

size?' says ho.
—'Oh, don't be comin' off that

way,' says I. 'Thero's no sitch great difler

betune priests and other min !

'

"

" I think you were very right there," said the

pale traveller.

" To bo sure, sir," said Rory ;
" and it was only

jist a come off (or his own ignorance.'—'Tell me his

says tho follow, ' and I'll fit him.'—' Ho's

betuno five and six fut,' says I.
—

' Most men are,'

says he, laughin' at mo. He was an impidint

fellow.
—

' It's not tho five, nor six, but his two foot

I want to know the size of,' says he. So I per-

saived he was jcerin' mo, and says I, ' Why, thin,

you respectful vagabone o' tho world, you Dublin

jackeen! do you mane to insinivato that Father

Kinshela evor wint barefuttod in his lifo, that I

could know tho size of his fut,' says I, and with

that I throw the boots in his face. ' Take I

says I, 'you dirty thief o' the world! you impidint

vagabone o' tho world! you ignorant citizen gf

the world!' And with that I left the placo." • • •

" It is their usual practico," said tho traveller,

" to take measure of their customers."
>', thinP"

ratty is."

"See that, now!" said Rory, with an air of

triumph. " Yon would think that they wor

* Bj kind permission of Messrs, Rontledsje and Boas.
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cleverer in the town than in the counthry ; and

they ought to be so, by all accounts; but in the

regard of what I towld you, you see, we're before

them intirely."

" How so ? " said the traveller.

" Arrah ! bekase they never throuble people in

the counthry at all with takin' their measure ; but

you jist go to a fair, and bring your fut along

with you, and somebody else dhrives a cartful o'

brogues into the place, and there you sarve your-

self; and so the man gets his money and you get

your shoes, and every one's plazed." * * *

"But what I mane is—where did I lave off

tellin' you about the present for the priest?

—

wasn't it at the bootmaker's shop?—yes," that was

it. Well, sir, on laving the shop, as soon as I

kem to myself afther the fellow's impidence, I

begun to think what was the next best thing I

could get for his reverence ; and with that, while

I was thinkin' about it, I seen a very respectable

owld gintleman goin' by, with the most beautiful

stick in his hand I ever set my eyes on, and a

goolden head to it that was worth its weight in

goold ; and it gev him such an iligant look alto-

gether, that says I to myself, ' It's the very

thing for Father Kinshela, if I could get sitch

another."

And so I wint lookin' about me every shop I

seen as I wint by, and at last, in a sthreet they

call Dame Sthreet—and, by the same token, I

didn't know why they called it Dame Sthreet till I

ax'd; and I was towld they called it Dame Sthreet

bekase the ladies were so fond o' walkin' there

;

and lovely craythurs they wor ! and I can't b'lieve

that the town is such an onwholesome place to

live in, for most o' the ladies I seen there had the

most beautiful rosy cheeks I ever clapt my eyes

upon—and the beautiful rowlin' eyes o' them

!

Well, it was in Dame Sthreet, as I was sayin', that

I kem to a shop where there was a power o' sticks,

and so I wint in and looked at thim ; and a man
in the place kem to me, and ax'd me if I wanted a

cane P ' No,' says I, ' I don't want a cane ; it's a

stick I want,' says I. 'A cane, you mane,' says

he. ' No,' says I, ' it's a stick '—for I was deter-

mined to have no cane, but to stick to the stick.

1 Here's a nate one,' says he. ' I don't want a nate

one,' says I, 'but a responsible one,' says I.

' Faith
!

' says he, ' if an Irishman's stick was

responsible, it would have a great dale to answer

for'—and he laughed a power. I didn't know
myself what he meant, but that's what he said."

" It was because you asked for a responsible

stick," said the traveller.

" And why wouldn't I," said Rory, " when it

was for his reverence I wanted it P Why wouldn't

he have a nice-lookin', respectable, responsible

stick?"
" Certainly," said the traveller.

"Well, I picked out one that looked to my likin'

—a good substantial stick, with an ivory top to it

—for I seen that the goold-headed ones was so

dear I couldn't come up to them ; and so says I,

1 Give me a howld o' that,' says I—and I tuk a

grip iv it. I never was so surprised in my life.

I thought to get a good, brave handful of a solid

stick, but, my dear, it was well it didn't fly out o'

my hand a'most, it was so light. ' Phew!' says I,

' what sort of a stick is this ?
' 'I tell you it's not a

stick, but a cane,' says he. ' Faith ! I b'lieve you,'

says I. ' You see how good and light it is,' says

he. Think o' that, sir !—to call a stick good and
light—as if there could be any good in life in

a stick that wasn't heavy, and could athreck a

good blow !
' Is it jokin' you are P' says I. ' Don't

you feel it yourself?' says he. 'Throth, I can
hardly feel it at all,' says I. 'Sure that's the

beauty of it,' says he. Think o' the ignorant

vagabone !—to call a stick a beauty that was as

light a'most as a bulrush !
' And so you can

hardly feel it
!

' says he, grinnin'. ' Yis, indeed,'

says I; 'and wh "'a worse, I don't think I could

make any one else feel it either.' ' Oh ! you want
a stick to bate people with!' says he. 'To be
sure,' says I ;

' sure that's the use of a stick.'

'To knock the sinsis out o' people!' says he,

grinnin' again. ' Sartinly,' says I, ' if they're

saucy'—lookin' hard at him at the same time.

'Well, these is only walkin'-sticks,' says he.

' Throth, you may say riMwwV-sticks,' says I, ' for

you daren't stand before any one with sich a
thraneen as that in your fist.' 'Well, pick out

the heaviest o' them you plaze,' says he ;
' take

your choice.' So I went pokin' and rummagin'
among them, and, if you believe me, there wasn't a

stick in their whole shop worth a kick in the shins

—divil a one !

"

" But why did you require such a heavy stick

for the priest? "

" Bekase there is not a man in the parish wants
it more," says Rory.

"Is he so quarrelsome, thenP" said the

traveller.

"No, but the greatest o' pacemakers," says

Rory.
" Then what does he want the heavy stick forP "

" For wallopin' his flock, to be sure," said Rory.
" Walloping !

" said the traveller, choking

with laughter.

" Oh ! you may laugh," said Rory, " but 'pon

my sowl ! you wouldn't laugh if you wor undher
his hand, for he has a brave heavy one, bless him
and spare him to us !

"

" And what is all this walloping for P
"

" Why, sir, whin we have a bit of a fight, for

fun, or the regular faction one, at the fair, his

reverence sometimes hears of it, and comes av

coorso."



228 ILLUSTRATED READINGS.

" Cood heaven!" Baid the traveller, in real

astonishment, "does the priest join the battle P"
" No, no, no, sir ! I see you're quite a sthranger

in the counthry. The priest join it !—Oh ! by no

manes. But he comes and stops it! and, av

coorse, the only way he can stop it is, to ride into

thim, and wallop thim all round before him, and
disparse thim—scatther thim like chaff before

the wind ; and it's the best o' sticks he requires

for that same."
" But might ho not use his heavy stick for that

purpose, and make use of a lighter one on other

occasions P"
" As for that matther, sir," said Rory, " there's

no knowin' the minit he might want it, for he

is often neccssiated to have recoorse to it. It

might be, going through the village, the public-

house is too full, and in he goes and dhrives thim

out. Oh ! it would delight your heart to see the

stylo ho clears a public-house in, in no timo !

"

" But wouldn't his speaking to them answor the

purpose as well?"
" Oh, no ! he doesn't like to throw away his

discoorse on thim ; and why should he P—he

keeps that for the blessed althar on Sunday, which

is a fitter place for it : besides, ho docs not like to

be sevare on us."

" Severe
!

" said the traveller, in surprise

;

" why, haven't you said that he thrashes you

round on all occasions P
"

"Yis, eir; but what o' that P— sure that's

nothin' to his tongue—his words is like swoords

or razhors, I may say : wo're used to a lick of a

stick every day, but not to sich language as his

revorence sometimes murthers us with whin we
displace him. Oh ! it's terrible, so it is, to have

tho weight of his tongue on you ! Throth ! I'd

i a' Ikt let him bate me from this till to-morrow,

than have one angry word with him."
" I see, then, he must have a heavy stick," said

the traveller.

" To be sure ho must, sir, at all times ; and that

was the raison I was so particular in tho shop."
" But about tho gridiron P

"

" Suro I'm tellin' you about it," said Rory

;

"only I'm not come to it yet. You soe," con-

tinued he, " I was so disgusted with them shop-

keepers in Dublin, that my heart was fairly

broke with their ignorance, and I seen they knew
nothin* at all about what I wanted, and so I came
away without anything for his reverence, though

it was on my mind all this day on the road ; and

comin' through the last town in the middle o'

the rain, I thought of a gridiron."

" A very natural thing to think of in a shower

of rain," said the traveller.

" No, 'twasn't the rain made me think of it—

I

think it was God put a gridiron in my heart,

seein' that it was a present for the priest I in-

tended ; and when I thought of it, it came into

my head afther, that it would be a fine thing to

sit on, for to keep one out of the rain, that was
ruinatin' my cordheroys on the top o' the coach

;

so I kept my eye out as we dhrove along up the

sthreet, and sure enough what should I see at a

shop half way down the town but a gridiron hang-

ing up at the door; and so I went back to get it."

" But isn't a gridiron an odd presontP—hasn't

his reverence one already?"

"He had, sir, before it was bruk—but that's

what I remembered, for I happened to bo up at

his place one day, sittin' in the kitchen, when Molly

was brilin' some mate an it for his reverence ; ami
while sho jist turned about to get a pinch o' salt to

shako over it, tho dog that was in the place made a

dart at the gridiron on the fire, and threw it down,

and up he whips the mate, before one of us ooold

stop him. With that Molly whips up the gridiron,

and says she, 'Bad luck to you, you disrespectful

baste! would nothin' sarve you but tho priest's

dinner P ' and she made a crack o' the gridiron

at him. ' As you have tho mate, you shall have

the gridiron too,' says she ; and with that she

gave him such a rap on the head with it, that tho

bars flew out of it, and his head went though it,

and away ho pulled it out of her hands, and ran

off with the gridiron hangin' round his neck like a

necklace; and ho went mad a'most with i:

though a kettle to a dog's tail is nath'rel, a grid-

iron round his neck is 'very surprisin' to him
;

and away ho tatthered over tho country, till there

wasn't a taste o' tho gridiron loft together."

THJ BATTLE Of LAKK REGILLUS*
I
Lord Macaulai. 8m Toy* LS.J

North looked the Dictator,

North looked bs long and hard,

And spake to us,

The captain of the guard
i

" Caius, of all tho Romans
Thou hast tho koencst sight;

Say what, through yonder storm of dust,

Conies from tho I,aiian right*"
• liy kinii frnmimtem tl M

Then answered Caius C<

" I see an evil sight,

—

The. banner of proud Tuseulum
Comes from the Latian right

j

I see the plumed horsemen,

And far before the •

I seethe dark grey charger,

I see tho purple \.

Longman and Co.
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(Drawn by C. E. Bibch.)

I see the golden helmet

That shines far off like flame

—

So ever rides Mamilius,

Prince of the Latian name."

" Now hearken, Caius Cossus,

Spring on thy horse's back

—

Ride, as the wolves of Apenninc

"Were all upon thy track

!

Haste to our southward battle.

And never draw thy rein,

Until thou find TTcrminius,

And bid him come amain !

"

So Aulus spake, and turned him
Again to that fierce strife

;

And Caius Cossus mounted,

And rode for death and life.

So came he far to southward,

"Where fought the Roman host

Against the banners of the marsh,

And banners of the coast.

" Herminius, Aulus greets thee,

He bids thee come with speed,

To help our central battle,

For sore is there our need.
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There wars the youngest Tarquin,

And there the crest of flame,

The Tusculan Mamilius,

Prince of the Latian name.

Valerius hath fallen, fighting

In front of our array,

And Aulus, of the seventy fields,

Alone upholds tho day!"

Herminius beat his bosom,

But never word -ho spake,

He clapped his hand on Auster's mane,

He gave the reins a shake

:

Away, away went Auster,

Like an arrow from the bow ;

Black Auster was the fleetest

From Aufidus to Po.

Bight glad were all tho Romans,
Who in thai hour of dread.

Against great odds bore up the war
Around Valerius d

When from the south tho cheering

Rose, with a mighty swell

—

" Herminius comes—Herminius,

Who kept the bridge so well
!"

Mamilius spied Eerznini

And dashed across tho way i

" llcriuinius, I have Bought thee

Through many a bloody day.

One of us too, llerminius,

Shall never more go home ;

I will lay on for Tuseuhim,

And lay thou on for Rome !"

All round them paused the hatile.

While met in mortal fray,

The Roman and the Tusculan,

The horses black and gray,

minim smote Mamilius

Through breast-plate md through bn
And fast flowed out the purple bl

( her the purple \

Mamilius smote Herminius

Through bead'pieoe and through head,

And side by side thoso chiefs of pride

Together fell down dead.

Down fell they dead* together,

In a great lake of gore,

And still stood all who saw them fall,

While men might count a score.

Fast, fast, with heels wild spurning,

The dark grey charger fled

;

He burst through ranks of fighting men,
He sprang o'er heaps of dead.

His bridle far out-streaming,

His flanks all blood and foam,

He sought the southern mountains,

The mountains of his home.
The pass was steep and rugged,

The wolves they howled and whined ;

But he ran like a whirlwind up the pass,

And he left the wolves behind.

Through many a startled hamlet

Thundered his flying 8

lh- rushed through the gate of Tuseuhim,

He rushed up the long white str.

Re rushed by tower and temple,

And paused not from his race

Till ho stood before his master's door

In tho stately market-place.

But, like a graven in

Black Auster kept his place,

wistfully he g:vzod

his master's face;

The raven mane that daily,

With pats and f'eflid caresses,

The young Hcrminia washed and combed
And twined in BT6fl tresses.

And decked with coloured ribbons

From her own gay att

Hung sadly o'er her father's corpse

In carnage and in mire.

Aulus, the Dictator,

Stroked Auster's raven mane,

With 1 d he looked unto tho girths,

With heed i; n,

"Now bear me well, black Auster,

Into yon thick array,

And thou and I will have revenge

For thy good lord this d

TELL ME NOT, SWEET.
[Colonel Lovelacb. S*4 Pag* 160.]

TllX me D 1 am unkind,

—

That fmm the nunnery
( >l' thy chasto breast and quiet mind
To war and arms I tly.

True, a new mistress now I chaso,

The first foe in the field;

And with a etrongor faith cmorace

A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy it such

As you, too, shall adore

;

I could not love tine, dear, so much,

l
1 1 not honour nioro.
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THE GREAT PLAGUE IN LONDON.
[Daniel Defoe. See Page 111.]

UCH about the same
time I walked out

into the fields towards

Bow, for I had a

great mind to see h®w
things were managed

in the river and

among the ships.

Musing how to satisfy

my curiosity in that

point, I turned away over the fields,

from Bow to Bromley, and down to

Blackwall, to the stairs that are there

for landing or taking water.

Here I saw a poor man walking on

the bank or sea-wall, as they call it, by

himself. I walked awhile also about,

seeing the houses all shut up ; at last I fell into

some talk, at a distance, with this poor man.

First, I asked him how people did thereabouts.

" Alas ! sir," says he, " almost desolate ; all dead

or sick. Here are very few families in this part,

or in that village"—pointing at Poplar—"where

half of them are not dead already, and the rest

sick." Then, pointing to one house :
" There

they are all dead," said he, "and the house

stands open; nobody dares go into it. A poor

thief," says he, "ventured in to steal something,

but he paid dear for his theft, for he was carried

to the churchyard too last night." Then he

pointed to several other houses. "There," says

he, "they are all dead—the man and his wife

and five children."

" Why," says I, " what do you here all alone ?
"

"Why," says he, "I am a poor desolate man:
it hath pleased God I am not yet visited, though

my family is, and one of my children dead."
" How do you mean, then," said I, " that you

are not visited ?
"

" Why," says he, " that is my house "—pointing

to a very little low boarded house—" and there my
poor wife and two children live," said he, " if they

may be said to live ; for my wife and one of the

children are visited, but I do not come at them."

And with that word I saw the tears run very

plentifully down his face ; and so they did down
mine too, I assure you.
•" But," said I, " why do you not come at them ?

How can you abandon your own flesh and blood?"
" Oh, sir," says he, " the Lord forbid. I do not

abandon them ; I work for them as much as I am
able ; and, blessed be the Lord, I keep them from

want."
" Well," says I, " honest man, that is a great

mercy, as things go now with the poor. But

how do you live then, and how are you kept from
the dreadful calamity that is now upon us all ?

"

" Why, sir," says he, " I am a waterman, and
there is my boat," says he ;

" and the boat serves

me for a house: I work in it in the day, and
sleep in it in the night; and what I get I lay it

down upon that stone," says he, showing me a

broad stone on the other side of the street, a good
way from his house ;

" and then," says he, " I

halloo and call to them till I make them hear, and
they come and fetch it."

" Well, friend," says I, " but how can you get

money as a waterman? Does anybody go by water

these times ?
"

" Yes, sir," says he, " in the way I am employed,

there does. Do you see there," says he, "five ships

lie at anchor P
"—pointing down the river a good

way below the town—" and do you see," says he,

" eight or ten ships lie at the chain there, and at

anchor yonder P
"—pointing above the town. "All

those ships have families on . board, of their

merchants, and owners, and such like, who have

locked themselves up, and live on board, close shut

in, for fear of the infection ; and I tend on them
to fetch things for them, and carry letters ; and
every night I fasten my boat on board one of the

ships, and there I sleep by myself; and, blessed be

God, I am preserved hitherto."

"Well," said I, "friend, but will they let you
come on board after you have been on shore here,

when this has been such a terrible place, and so

infected as it is ?
"

Why, as to that," said he, " I very seldom go
up the ship-side ; I deliver what I bring to their

boat, but lie by the side, and they hoist it on board."
" Nay," says I, " but that may be worse, for you

must have those provisions of somebody or other

;

and since all this part of the town is so infected,

it is dangerous so much as to speak with anybody."

"That is true," added he; "but you do not

understand me right. I do not buy provisions

for them here ; I row up to Greenwich, and buy

fresh meat there, and sometimes I row down to

Woolwich, and buy there. I seldom come on

shore here ; and I came only now to call my wifo,

and hoar how my little family do, and give them

a little money which I received last night."

" Poor man !

" said I; " and how much hast thou

gotten for them P
"

" I have gotten four shillings," said he, " which

is a great sum, as things go now with poor men

;

but they have given me a bag of bread too, and a

salt fish, and some flesh ; so all helps out."

"Well," said I, "and have you given it them

yet?"



232 ILLUSTRATED READINGS.

{Drawn by W. Jokes.)

" No," said ho, " but I have called, and my wife

has answored that she cannot como out yet ; but in

half an hour sho hopes to come, and I am waiting

for hor. Poor woman!" says ho, " sho is brought
sadly down; sho has had a swelling, and it is

broke, and I hope sho will recover, but I fear the

child will die; but it is tho Lord!" Heir ha

stoppod, and wept very much.

At length, aftor some further talk, the poor

woman opened the d ><>r, and called " Robort,

Robert;" ho answered, and bid hor stay a few

raomonts and ho would come; so ho ran down Un-

common stairs to his boat, and fetohed up a sack,

in which wero tho provisions ha ha 1 brought from

tho ships ; and wlum ho returned, ho hallooed

again ; then ho wont to tho groat stono which ho
showe I mo, and omptiod tho sack, and laid all out,

ovorything by themselves, and then retired ; and
his wifo came with a little boy to fetch them away;
and ho called, and said, such a captain had sent

such a thing, and such a captain such a thing;

and at the end adds i
" God has sont it all ; givo

thanks to him." When tho poor woman had
up all, sho was so weak, sho could n>i

it at onco in. though the weight was not much
neither; so she loft tho biscuit, which was in a
littlo bag, and left a little boy to watch it.

" Well, but," says I to him, "did you loav

the four shillings too, which you said was your

wook's payP"

" Yes, yos," says he ;
" you shall hear her own

it." So ho calls again !
" Rachel, Rachel "—which

it seems was her name—"did you take up the

money P" " Yes," said sho. " How much was it P"

said ho. M Four shillings and a groat," said she.

"Well, well," says he. "the Lmd keep you all;"

and so he turned to go away.

As I could not refrain from contributing tears

to this man's story, so neither could I refrain my
charity for his assistance; so I called him. " Hark

thee, friend," said I, "come hither, for I b<

thou art in health, that I
;

" so

I pulled out my hand, which was in my pocket

before, " Here," says I, " go and call thy Rachel

onco more, and gi\ e her a little more comfort from

me; God will n ko a family that trust in

him iws thou dost:" so I gave him four i

shillings, and bid him go lay them on the stono,

and call his wife.

I have not words to express tho poor man's

thankfulness, ncithor could ho express it himself,

but by tears running down his face. He called

his wife and told hor God had moved the heart of

a stranger, upon hearing their condition, to give

them all that money; ami a great deal more such

as that he said to her. Tho woman, too, made
signs of Ike like thankfulness, as well to 11

as to mo. and joyfully picked it up ; nnd I parted

with no money all that year that I thought better

bestowed.
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WITH MUSICAL SOCIETY."*

[Mr. Henry S. Leigh is a well-known contributor

I looked for lodgings long ago,

Away from London's fogs and fusses

;

Some rustic Paradise, you know,
Within a walk of trains or busses.

I made my choice, and settled down
In quite a lovely situation,

About a dozen miles from town,

And very near a railway station.

Within this pastoral retreat

No creditor, no care intruded;

My happiness was quite complete,

(The " comforts of a home " included.)

I found the landlord most polite

;

His wife—if possible—politer.

Their two accomplished daughters quite

Electrified the present writer.

A nicer girl than Fanny Lisle

To sing a die-away duet with

—

Say something in the Verdi style

—

Upon my life, I never met with.

And yet I wavered in my choice,

For I believe I'm right in saying

That nothing equalled Fanny's voice,

Unless it was Maria's playing.

of sparkling vers de societe to the magazines.]

If music be the food of love,

That was the house for Cupid's diet

;

For those two gushing girls, by Jove

!

Were never for one instant quiet.

I own that Fanny's voice was sweet

;

I own Maria's touch was pearly

;

But music's not at all a treat

For those that get it late and early.

The charms that soothe a savage breast

Hav3 got a vice versa fashion

Of putting folks who have the best

Of tempers in an awful passion.

And when it reached a certain stage,

I must confess I couldn't stand it

;

I positively scowled with rage,

And frowned like any Surrey bandit.

I paid my rent on quarter-day

;

Packed up my traps in quite a hurry,

And quick as lightning fled away
To other lodgings down in Surrey.

I'm warned at last, and not in vain

;

For one resolve that I have made is

Never to trust myself again

With any musical young ladies !

VOL. I.

* By kind permission of the Author.
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ADVENTURES OF GULLIVER IN BROBDINGNAG.
[Johathah Swift, Dean of St. Patrick's. Born in Dublin, 1667. Educated at Trinity College. Took orders, 1692. Was
chaplain to Sir W. Temple. Towards the end of a chequered and miserable life his reason gave way. He died 19th Oct., 1745. J

SHOULD have lived happy enough
in that country, if my littleness

had not exposed me to several ridi-

culous and troublesome accidents,

some of which I shall venture to

relate. Glumdalclitch often carried

me into the gardens of the court in

my smaller box, and would some-

times take me out of it, and hold me
in her hand, or set me down to walk.

I remember, before the dwarf left the

queen, he followed us one day into

those gardens, and my nurse having set me down,

he and I being close together near some dwarfapple

trees, I must need show my wit by a silly allusion

between him and the trees, which happens to hold

in their language as it doth in ours. Whereupon
the malicious rogue, watching his opportunity

when I was walking under one of them, shook it

directly over my head, by which a dozen apples,

each of them near as largo as a Bristol barrel,

came tumbling about my ears ; one of them hit

me on the back as I chanced to stoop, and knocked
me down flat on my face ; but I received no other

hurt, and the dwarf was pardoned at my desiro,

because I had given the provocation.

Another day Glumdalclitch left me on a smooth
grass-plat to divert myself, while she walked at

some distance with her governess. In the mean-

time there suddenly fell such a violent shower of

hail, that I was immediately by the force of it

struck to the ground ; and when I was down, the

hail-stones gave mo such cruel bangs all over the

body, as if I had been pelted with tennis-balls;

however, I made a shift to creep on all-fours, and
shelter myself by lying flat on my face, on the lee-

side of a bordor of lemon thyme, but so braised

from head to foot that I could not go abroad in

ton days. Neither is this at all to be wondered
at, because Nature in that country observing the

same proportion through all her operations, a

hail-stone is near eighteen hundred times as

large as one in Europe, which I can assert upon
experience, having been so curious to weigh and
measure them.

But a more dangerous accident happened to mo
in the same garden, when my little nurse, believing

she had but me in a secure place, which I i

entreated her to do, that I might enjoy my own
thoughts, and having left my box at home to avoid

the trouble of carrying it, went to another part of

the garden with her governess and some 1

of her acquaintance. While she was absent, and
out o hearing, a small white sp.micl belonging to

one of the chief gardeners, having got by accident

into the garden, happened to range near the place

where I lay ; the dog, following the scent, came
directly up, and taking mo in his mouth ran
straight to his master, wagging his tail, and set

mo gently on tho ground. By good fortune he had
been so well taught, that I was carried bet

eth without tho least hurt, or even tearing

my clothes. But the poor gardener, who knew me
well, and had a great kindness for me, was in a
terrible fright; he gently took me up in both his

hands, and asked me how I did; but I was so

amazed and out of breath, that I could not speak
a word. In a few minutes I came to myself, and
he carried mo safe to my little nurse, who by this

time had returned to the place where she left me,
and was in cruel agonies when I did not ap;

nor answer when she called : she severely repri-

manded tho gardener on account of his dog. But
the thing was hushed up, and never known at

court ; for tho girl was afraid of the queen's anger,

and truly, as to myself, I thought it would not be
for my reputation that such a story should go
about.

This accident absolutely determined Glumdal-
clitch never to trust mo abroad for tho future out

of her sight. I had been long afraid of this reso-

lution, and therefore concealed from her some little

unlucky adventures that happened in those times

when I was left by myself. Once a kite, hovering

over the garden, made a stoop at mo, and if I had

not resolutely drawn my hanger, and run under a

thick espalier, he would have certainly carried me
away in his talons.

I cannot tell whether I were more pleased or

mortified to observe in those solitary walks that

the smaller birds did not appear to be at all afraid

of me, but would hop about mo. within a yard's

distance, looking for worms and other food with as

much indifference and security as if no creature at.

all were near them. I remember a thrush had the

confidence to snatch out of my hand, with his bill, a

piece of cake that (Jlumdalclitch had just given me
for my breakfast. When I attempted to catch any

of these birds, they would boldly turn against me,

endeavouring to peck my fingers, which I durst

not
%
venturo within their reach ; and then they

would hop back unconcerned to hunt for worms or

snails, as thoy did before. But one day I took a

thick cudgel, and threw it with all my strength so

luckily at a linnet, that I knocked him down, and

Miring him bj the neck with both my hards, ran

with him in triumph to my none. Howev.

bird, who had only been stunned, recovering him-
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self, gave me so many boxes with his wings on

both sides of my head and body, though I held

him at arm's length, and was out of the reach

of his claws, that I was twenty times thinking to

let him go. But I was soon relieved by one of

our servants, who wrung off the bird's neck, and

I had him next day for dinner by the queen's

command. This linnet, as near as I can remem-

ber, seemed to be somewhat larger than an England

swan.

But the greatest danger I ever underwent in that

kingdom was from a monkey, who belonged to one

of the clerks of the kitchen. Glumdalclitch had

locked me up in her closet, while she went some-

where upon business, or a visit. The weather

being very warm, the closet-window was left open,

as well as the windows and the door of my bigger

box, in which I usually lived, because of its large-

ness and conveniency, As I sat quietly meditating

at my table, I heard something bounce in at the

closet-window, and skip about from one side to the

other ; whereat, although I were much alarmed,

yet I ventured to look out, but not stirring from

my seat; and then I saw this frolicsome animal

frisking and leaping up and down, till at last he

came to my box, which he seemed to view with

great pleasure and curiosity, peeping in at the

door and every window. I retreated to the farther

corner of my room, or box, but the monkey looking

in at every side put me into such a fright, that I

wanted presence of mind to conceal myself under

the bed, as I might easily have done. After some
time spent in peeping, grinning and chattering, he

at last espied me, and reaching one of his paws in

at the door, as a cat does when she plays with a

mouse, although I often shifted place to avoid him,

he at length seized the lappet of my coat (which

being made of that country's silk, was very thick

and strong), and dragged me out. He took me up
in his right fore-foot, and held me as a nurse does

a child she is going to suckle, just as I have seen

the same sort of creature do with a kitten in

Europe; and when I offered to struggle, he

squeezed me so hard, that I thought it more
prudent to submit. I have good reason to believe

that he took me for a young one of his own species,

by his often stroking my face very gently with his

other paw. In these diversions he was interrupted

by a noise at the closet-door, as if somebody were
opening it ; whereupon he suddenly leaped up to

the window, at which he had come in, and thence

upon the leads and gutters, walking on three legs,

and holding me in the fourth, till he clambered up
to a roof that was next to ours. I heard Glum-
dalclitch give a shriek at the moment he was
carrying me out. The poor girl was almost dis-

tracted ; that quarter of the palace was all in an
uproar ; the servants ran for ladders ; the monkey
was seen by hundreds in the court, sitting upon

the ridge of a building, holding me like a baby in

one of his fore-paws, and feeding me with the other,

by cramming into my mouth some victuals he had
squeezed out of the bag on one side of his chops,

and patting me when I would not eat ; whereat

many of the rabble below could not forbear laugh-

ing; neither do I think they justly ought to be

blamed, for without question the sight was ridicu-

lous enough to everybody but myself.

The ladders were now applied, and mounted by
several men, which the monkey observing, and
finding himself almost encompassed, not being

able to make speed enough with his three legs,

let me drop on a ridge tile, and made his escape.

Here I sat for some time, five hundred yards from

the ground, expecting every moment to be blown

down by the wind, or to fall by my own giddiness,

and come tumbling over and over from the ridge

to the eaves ; but an honest lad, one of my nurse's

footmen, climbed up, and putting me into his

breeches-pocket, brought me down safe.

I was almost choked with the filthy stuff the

monkey had crammed down my throat ; but my
dear little nurse picked it out of my mouth with

a small needle. Yet I was so weak, and bruised

in the" sides with the squeezes given me by this

odious animal, that I was forced to keep my bed

a fortnight. The king, queen, and all the court,

sent every day to inquire after my health, and

her majesty made me several visits during my
sickness. The monkey was killed, and an order

made that no such animal should be kept about

the palace.

When I attended the king after my recovery to

return him thanks for his favours, he was pleased

to rally me a good deal upon this adventure. He
asked me what my thoughts and speculations were
while I lay in the monkey's paw ; how I liked tho

victuals he gave me ; his manner of feeding ; and
whether the fresh air on the roof had sharpened

my stomach. He desired to know what I would
have done upon such an occasion in my own
country. I told his majesty that in Europe we
had no monkeys except suck as were brought for

curiosities from other places, and so small that I

could deal with a dozen of them together, if they
presumed to attack me. And as for that mon-
strous animal with whom I was so lately engaged

(it was indeed as large as an elephant), ifmy fears

had suffered me to think so far as to make use of

my hanger (looking fiercely, and clapping my hand
upon the hilt as I spoke) when he poked his paw
into my chamber, perhaps I should have given

him such a wound as would have made him glad

to withdraw it with more haste than he put it in.

This I delivered in a firm tone, like a person who
was jealous lest his courage should be called in

question. However, my speech produced nothing

else besides loud laughter, which all the respect
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due to his majesty from those about him could

not make them contain. This made me reflect how
vain an attempt it is for a man to endeavour to do

himself honour among those who are out of all

degree of equality or comparison with him. And
yet I have seen the moral of my own behaviour

very frequent in England since my return, where
a little contemptible varlet, without the least title

to birth, person, wit or common sense, shall pre-

sume to look with importance, and put himself

upon a foot with the greatest persons of the

kingdom.

THE LEPER.
[Nathaniel Fabker Willis. Born at Portland, Maine, January 20, 1807. Educated at Boston and Tale College,

in England as author of " Pencillings by the Way." He died January 20th, 1867.]

Best known

" Room for the leper ! Room !

" And, as he came,

The cry passed on—" Room for the leper ! Room !"

Sunrise was slanting on the city gates

. and beautiful, and from the hills

The early risen poor were coming in,

Duly and cheerfully to their toil, and up
Rose the sharp hammer's clink, and the far hum
Of moving wheels and multitudes astir,

And all that in a city murmur swells

—

Unheard but by the watcher's weary ear,

Aching with night's dull silence, or the sick

Hulling the welcome light and sounds that chase

The death-like images of the dark away.
" Room for the leper !

" And aside they stood —
Matron, and child, and pitiless manhood—all

Who met him on his way—and let him pass.

And onward through the open gate he came,

A lepor, with the ashes on his brow,

Sackcloth about his loins, and on his lip

A covering, stepping painfully and slow,

And with a difficult utterance, like one

Whose heart is with an iron nerve put down,

Crying, "Unclean ! unclean !"

'Twas now the first

Of the Judiean autumn, and the lea

\\ hose shadows lay so still upon his path.

Had put their beauty forth beneath the eye

Of Judah's palmiest noblo. He was young,

And eminently beautiful, and life

Mantled in eloquent fulness on his lip,

And sparkled in his glance: and in his mien

There was a gracious pride that every eye

Followed with benisons--and this was he!

With the soft airs of summer there had come

DOT on his frame, which not the speed

Of his bait barb, nor music, nor the blast

Of the hohl huntsman's horn, nor aught that stirs

The spirit to its bant, might drive away.

The blood beat not as wont within his veins
;

Dimness crept o'er his oyo : a drowsy sloth

red his limhs like palsy, and his mien.

With all its loftiness, seemed struck with eld.

livi ii his voice u;i- changed; a languid moan

Taking the place of the clear silver key;

And brain and sense grew faint, as if the light

Ami rery air « ! in sluggishness.

He strove with it awhile, as manhood will.

Ever too proud for weakness, till the rein

Slackened within his grasp, and in its poise

The arrowy jereed like an aspen shook.

Day after day he lay, as if in sleep.

His skin grew dry and bloodless, and white scales,

Circled with livid purple, covered him.

And then his nails grow black, and fell away
From the dull flesh about them, and the hues

Deepened beneath the hard unmoistene

d

And from their edges grew the rank white hair

—

And Helon was a leper

!

Day was breaking,

When at the altar of the temple stood

The holy priest of God. The incense lamp
Burned with a struggling light, and a low chant

Swelled through the hollow arches of the roof

Like an articulate wail, and there, alone,

Wasted to ghastly thinness, Helon knelt.

The echoes of the melancholy strain

Died in the distant aisles, and he rose up,

Struggling with weakness, and bowed down his

head

Unto the sprinkled ashes, and put off

His costly raiment for the leper's garb:

And with the sackcloth round him, and his lip

Hid in a loathsome covering, stood still,

Waiting to hear his doom :

—

Depart ! depart* < > child

Of Israel, from the temple of thy Godl
1

'. >r He has smote thee with His chastening rod ;

And to the desert wild,

From all thou lo\ •

That from thy plaguo Hifl people may be free-

Depart ! and come not near

The l>si-y mart, the crowded city, DM

Nor set thy foot a human threshold <

And stay thou not. to beat

Voices that call thee in the way; and tly

>m all who in the wilder! hy.

not thy burning lip

In streams that to a human dwelling glide,

: bat where the oofati haintaini 1

kneel thee down to dip
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The water wnere the pilgrim bends to drink,

By desert well or river's grassy brink

;

And pass tbou not between

The weary traveller and the cooling breeze

;

And lie not down to sleep beneath the trees

Where human tracks are seen

;

Nor milk the goat that browseth on the plain,

Nor pluck the standing corn, or yellow grain.

And now, depart ! and when
Thy heart is heavy, and thine eyes are dim,

Lift up thy prayer beseechingly to Him
Who, from the tribes of men,

Selected thee to feel His chastening rod.

Depart ! O Leper ! and forget not God

!

And he went forth—alone ! not one of all

The many whom he loved, nor she whose name

Was woven in the fibres of the heart

Breaking within him now, to come and speak

Comfort unto him. Yea—he went his way,

Sick, and heart-broken, and alone—to die

!

For God had cursed the leper

!

It was noon,

And Helon knelt beside a stagnant pool

In the lone wilderness, and bathed his brow,
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Hot with the burning leprosy, and touched

The loathsome water to his fevered lips,

Praying that he might be so blest—to die !

Footsteps approached, and, with no strength to

flee,

He drew the covering closer on his lip,

Crying, "Unclean! unclean!" and in the folds

Of the coarse sackcloth shrouding up his

He fell upon the earth till they should pass.

Nearer the Stranger came, and bending o'er

The leper's prostrate form, pronounced his name

—

" Helon !
" The voice was like the master-tone

Of a rich instrument—most strangely sweet

;

And the dull pulses of disease awoke,

And for a moment beat beneath the hot

And leprous scales with restoring thrill.

"Helon! arise!" and he forgot his cui

And rose and stood beiore Him.

Love and awe
Mingled in the regard of Helon's eye

As he beheld the Stranger. He was not

In costly raiment clad, nor on His
I

The symbol of a princely lineage wore

;

No followers at His back, nor in His hand
Buckler, or sword, or spear—yet in His mien
Command sat throned sereno, and if He smiled,

A kingly condescension graced His lips,

The lion would have crouched to in his lair.

i rb was simple, and His sandals worn

;

ilis suture modelled with a perfect grace;

mntenance the impress of a God,

Touched with the open innocence of a child;

e was blue and calm, as is the sky
In the serenest noon ; His hair unshorn
Kell to His shoulders; and His curling beard
The fulness of perfect nod bore.

1 1
1
looked on Helon i awhile,

As it His heart were moved, and, stooping down,
He took a ! band,

And laved the sull'erer's brow, and saidj "Bo

And lo ! the scales fell from him, and his blood

Coursed with d IS through his voins,

And his dry pal moist, and his lips

dewy softness of an infant's stole.

His leprosy Wl . and he fell down
Prostrate at Jos:; I worshipped Him.

THE PEIDB OF THE VILL

The village was one of thrso so<; spots

which still retain some vestiges of old En
customs. It had its rural festivals and holiday

pastimes, and still kept up some faint observance

of the once popular rites of May. These, indeed,

had been promoted by its present pastor, who
was a lover of old customs, and one of I

simple Christians that think their mission fulfilled

by promoting joy on earth and good-will among
mankind. Under his auspices the May-pole stood

from year to year in the centre of the vil I

on May-day it was decorated with garlands and
streamers; and a queen or lady of the Max
appointed, as in former turn ids at the

sports, and distribute the prizes and rewards. The
picturesque situation of the village, and the fanci-

famess of its rustic fetes, would often attract the

notice of casual visitors. Among these, on one
May-day, was a young officer, whose regiment

had been recently quartered in the neighbourhood.

Ho was charmed with the native taste that per-

vaded this village pageant; but, above all, with

the dawning loveliness of tho Queen of May. It

was the village favourite, who was Drowned with

flowers, and blushing and smiling in all the

beautiful confusion of girlish diffidence and de-

light. Tho ar of rural habits enabled

him readily to make her acquaintance; he gra-

dually won his way info her intimacy; and paid

[Washington Irviso. See Pag* 1.]

his court to her in that onthihkihg way in which

young offioers are too apt to trillo with rustic

simplr

There was nothing in his advances to startlo

or alarm. He talked of love; but

there are mode3 of making it more eloquent

than language, ami which convey it subtilly and

itibly to the heart. The beam of the eye,

th« tone of voice, the thousand ISM which

emanate from I

' ion

—

oence <>f 1 can

always l e fob and ui

Can we wonder that they should readily win

a heart young, trail. ptibloP As to

ho loved almost unconsciously; she scarcely

inquired what was the growing passion that was

absorbingevery though! ami feeling, or what wore

to bo its consequences. She. indeed, 1 >okod not

to the future. "When present, his looks and n

occupied her whole attention; when absent,

she thought but of what had passed at their

interview. She would wander with him
through the green lanes and raral of tho

vicinity. He tBUgl

natun

•dtivated lite, aid breathed into her car the

witcheries of romance and poetry.

haps there could t BSSJ a passion,

xes, more pure than this innocent
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girl's. The gallant figure of her youthful admirer,

and the splendour of his military attire, might at

first have charmed her eye ; but it was not these

that had captivated her heart. Her attachment

had something in it of idolatry. She looked up
to him as to a being of a superior order. She felt

in his society the enthusiasm of a mind naturally

delicate and poetical, and now first awakened to a

keen perception of the beautiful and grand. Of
the sordid distinctions of rank and fortune, she

thought nothing ; it was the difference of intellect,

of demeanour, of manners, from those of the rustic

society to which she had been accustomed, that

elevated him in her opinion.

Her lover was equally impassioned; but his

passion was mingled with feelings of a coarser

nature. He had begun the connection in levity

;

for he had often heard his brother officers boast of

their village conquests, and thought some triumph

of the kind necessary to his reputation as a man
of spirit. But he was too full of youthful fervour.

His heart had not yet been rendered sufficiently

cold and selfish by a wandering and a dissipated

life : it caught fire from the very flame it sought

to kindle ; and before he was aware of the nature

of his situation, he became really in love.

What was he to do ? There were the old ob-

stacles which so incessantly occur in these heed-

less attachments. His rank in life—the prejudices

of titled connections—his dependence upon a proud
and unyielding father—all forbad him to think of

matrimony ; but when he looked down upon this

innocent being, so tender and confiding, there was
a purity in her manners, a blamelessness in her
life, and a beseeching modesty in her looks, that

awed down every unworthy feeling. In vain did

he try to fortify himself by a thousand heartless

examples of men of fashion ; and to chill the glow
of generous sentiment, with that cold derisive

levity with which he had heard them talk of

female virtue. Whenever he came into her pre-

sence she was still surrounded by that mysterious,

but impassive charm of virgin purity, in whose
hallowed sphere no guilty thought can five.

The sudden arrival of orders for the regiment to

repair to the Continent completed the confusion of

his mind. He remained for a short time in a state

of the most painful irresolution; he hesitated to

communicate the tidings, until the day for march-
ing was at hand, when he gave her the intelligence

in the course of an evening ramble.

The idea of parting had never before occurred to

her. It broke in at once upon her dream of felicity

;

she looked upon it as a sudden and insurmountable

evil, and wept with the guileless simplicity of a

child. He drew her to his bosom, and kissed the

tears from her soft cheek ; nor did he meet with a

repulse ; for there are moments of mingled sorrow

and tenderness, which hallow the caresses of affec-

tion. He was naturally impetuous : and the sight

of beauty, apparently yielding in his arms ; the

confidence of his power over her, and the dread of

losing her for ever, all conspired to overwhelm
his better feeling : he ventured to propose that

she should leave her home, and be the companion
of his fortunes.

He was quite a novice in seduction, and blushed
and faltered at his own baseness ; but so innocent

of mind was his intended victim, that she was at

first at a loss to comprehend his meaning ; and
why she should leave her native village, and the
humble roof of her parents. When at last the

nature of his proposal flashed upon her pure mind
the effect was withering. She did not weep—she

did not break forth into reproach—she said not a

word—but she shrunk back aghast as from a viper

;

gave him a look of anguish that pierced to his very

soul ; and clasping her hands in agony, fled, as if

for refuge, to her father's cottage.

The officer retired, confounded, humiliated, and
repentant. It is uncertain what might have been
the result of the conflict of his feelings, had not his

thoughts been diverted by the bustle of departure.

New scenes, new pleasures, and new companions,

soon dissipated his self-reproach, and stifled his

tenderness
;

yet, amidst the stir of camps, the

revelries of garrisons, the array of armies, and

even the din of battles, his thoughts would some-

times steal back to the scene of rural quiet and
village simplicity—the white cottage—the foot-

path along the silver brook and up the hawthorn
hedge, and the little village maid loitering along it

leaning on his arm.

The shock which the poor girl had received, in

the destruction of all her ideal world, had indeed

been cruel. Paintings and hysterics had at first

shaken her tender frame, and were succeeded by
a settled and pining melancholy. She had beheld

from her window the march ofthe departing troops.

She had seen her faithless lover borne off, as if in

triumph, amidst the sound of drum and trumpet,

and the pomp of arms. She strained a last aching

gaze after him, as the morning sun glittered about

his figure, and his plume waved in the breeze : he

passed away like a bright vision from her sight,

and left her all in darkness.

It would be trite to dwell on the particulars

of her after-story. It was like other tales of love-

melancholy. She avoided society, and wandered

out alone in the walks she had most frequented

with her lover. She sought, like the stricken deer,

to weep in silence and loneliness, and brood over

the barbed sorrow that rankled in her soul. Some-
times she would be seen late of an evening sitting

in the porch of the village church ; and the milk-

maids, returning from the fields, would now and

then overhear her singing some plaintive ditty in

the hawthorn walk.
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She felt a conviction that she was hastening to

the tomb, but looked forward to it as a place of

rest. The silver cord that had bound her to exist-

ence was loosed, and there seemed to be no more
pleasure under the sun. If ever her gentle bosom
had entertained resentment against her lover, it

was extinguished. She was incapable of angry
passions; and in a moment of saddened tenderness

she penned him a farewell letter. It was couched

in the simplest language, but touching from its

very simplicity. She told him that she was dying,

and did not conceal from him that his conduct was
the cause. She even depicted the sufferings which
she had experienced ; but concluded with saying

that she could not die in peace until she had sent

him her forgiveness and her blessing.

By degroes her strength declined, that she could

no longer leave the cottage. She could only totter

to the window, where, propped up in her chair, it

was her enjoyment to sit all day and look out upon
the landscape. Still she uttered no complaint, nor

imparted to any one the malady that was preying
on her heart. She never even mentioned her lover's

name; but would lay her head on her mother's

bosom and weep in silence. Her poor parents hung,

in mute anxiety, over this fading blossom of their

hopes, still flattering themselves that it might

revive to freshness, and that the bright unearthly

bloom which sometimes flushed her cheek might be
tho promise of returning health.

In this way she was seated between them one
Sunday afternoon; her hands were clasped in t

the lattice was thrown open, and the soft air that

stole in brought with it the fragrance of the

clustering honeysuckle which her own hands had

trained round the window.

Her father had just been reading a chapter in

the Bible i it spoke of the vanity of worldly things,

and of the joys of heaven. It seemed to diffuse

comfort and serenity through her bosom. Her eye

was fixed on the distant village church ; the bell

had tolled for the evening service ; the last villager

was lagging into the porch ; and everything bed

sunk into that hallowed stillness peculiar to the

day of rest. Her parents were gazing on her with

yearning hearts. Sickness and sorrow, which pass

so roughly over some faces, had given to hers the

expression of a seraph's. A tear trembled in her

soft blue eye. Was she thinking of her fait

lover, or wero her thoughts wandering to that

distant churchyard, into whose bosom she might

soon be gathered P

Suddenly the clang of hoofs was heard. A horse-

man galloped to tho cottage—ho dismounted before

tho wind. iw. The poor girl gave a faint exclamut ion,

and sunk back in the chair: it was her repentant

lover! He rushed into the house, and flew to clasp

her to his bosom ; but her wasted form—her death -

like countenance—so wan, yet bo lovely in its

desolation, smote him to tho soul, and he threw

himself in an agony at her feet. She was too faint

to rise—she attempted to extend her trembling

hand—her lips moved as if she spoko, but no word

was articulated ; she looked down upon him with

a smile of unutterable tenderness, and closed her

eyes for ever.
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(Drawn by C. Robinson.)

PIGWACKET CENTRE SCHOOL.
[Oliver Wendell Holmes. See Page 30.]

The truth was, that District No. 1, Pigwacket
Centre, had had a good deal of trouble of late

with its schoolmasters. The committee had done
their best, but there were a number of well-grown

and pretty rough young fellows who had got the

upper hand of the masters, and meant to keep it.

Two dynasties had fallen before the uprising of

this fierce democracy. This was a thing that

used not to be very uncommon ; but in so " in-

telligent " a community as that of Pigwacket
Centre, in an era of public libraries and lyceum-

lectures, it was portentous and alarming.

The advent of Master Langdon to Pigwacket
Centre created a much more lively sensation than

had attended that of either of his predecessors.

Looks go a good way all the world over, and
though there were several good-looking people in

the place, and Major Bush was what the natives

of the town called a "hahnsome mahn," that is,

big, fat, and red, yet the sight of a really elegant

young fellow, with the natural air which grows
up with carefully-bred young persons, was a
novelty. The Brahmin blood which came from
his grandfather as well as from his mother, a
direct descendant of the old Flynt family, well

known by the famous tutor, Henry Flynt (see

Cat. Harv. Anno 1693), had been enlivened and

vol. i

enriched by that of the Wentworths, which has

had a good deal of ripe old Madeira and other

generous elements mingled with it, so that it ran

to gout sometimes in the old folks, and to high

spirit, warm complexion, and curly hair in sorao

of the younger ones. The soft curling hair Mr.

Bernard had inherited,—something, perhaps, of

the high spirit ; but that we shall have a chance

of finding out by-and-by. But the long sermons

and the frugal board of his Brahmin ancestry,

with his own habits of study, had told upon his

colour, which was subdued to something more of

delicacy than one would care to see in a young
fellow with rough work before him. This, how-

ever, made him look more interesting, or, as the

young ladies at Major Bush's said, " interestin'."

Monday came, and the new schoolmaster was in

his chair at the upper end of the schoolhouse, on

the raised platform. The rustics looked at his

handsome face, thoughtful, peaceful, pleasant,

cheerful, but sharply cut round the lips and

proudly lighted about the eyes. The ringleader

of the mischief-makers, the young butcher, looked

at him stealthily, whenever he got a chance to

study him unobserved ; for the truth was, he felt

uncomfortable whenever he found the large dark

eyes fixed on his own little, sharp, deep-set grey

31
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ones. But he managed to study him pretty well,

—first his face, then his neck and shoulders, tin;

set of his arms, the narrowing at the loins, the

make of his legs, and the way he moved. In

short, he examined him as he would have ex-

amined a steer, to see what he could do and how
he would cut up. If he could only have gone to

him and felt his muscles, he would have been

entirely satisfied. He was not a very wise youth,

but he did know well enough, that, though big

arms and legs are very good things, there is

something besides size that goes to make a man ;

and he had heard stories of a fighting-man, called

" The Spider," from his attenuated proportions,

who was yet a terrible bitter in the ring, and had

whipped many a big-limbed fellow in and out of

the roped arena.

Presently the draughtsman of the school set a

caricature in circulation, labelled, to prevent mis-

takes, with the schoolmaster's name. An im-

mense bell-crowned hat, and a long, pointed.

swallow-tailed coat showed that the arti -t had in

his mind the conventional dandy, as shown in

prints of thirty or forty years ago, rather than

any actual human aspect of the time. One morn-

ing, on going to the Bchoolroom, Master Langdon

found an enlarged copy of this sketch, with its

label, pinned on the door. Be took it down,

smiled a little, put it into his pocket) and entered

the schoolroom. An insidious silenee prevailed,

whioh looked as if some plot were brewing. The
boys were ripe for mischief, but afraid. They
had really no fault to find with the m
that he was dressed like a gentleman, which a

certain class of fellows always consider a p
insult to themselves. Bat the older one

evidently plotting, and more than once the warn-

ing ah' hi .' was heard, and a dirty little scrap of

paper rolled into a wad shot from one seat to an-

other. One of these happened to striki

funnel, and lodged on the ni; : \. He was

cool enough not to seem to notice it. Be aoonrod

it, however, and found an opportunity to look at

it, without being Obeaived by the boys. It re-

quired no immediate notice.

,
He who should have enjoyed the privilege of

looking upon .Mr. Bernard Langdon tho next

morning, when his toilet was about half finished,

would have had a very phw litOUl exhi-

bition. First, he buckled the strap of his ti

v tightly. Then he took up a pair of heavy
dumb-bells, and swung than toe • few mh
then two great "Indian chilis," with which he

enacted all sorts of impossible-look ing fed ft, Bil

Umbfl were not very large, nor his should

markablv br tad ; but if you knew at much of the

M all persons who look at

pictures with u critical eye ought to 1:

—if you knew tho trapezius, lying diamond-

shaped over the back and shoulders like a monk's

cowl—or the deltoid, which caps the shoulder like

an epaulette—or the triceps, which furnishes tho

calf of the upper arm— or the hard-knotted

biceps—any of the great sculptural landmarks, in

fact—you would have said tfa a pretty

show of them, beneath the white satiny skin of

Mr. Bernard a. And if you had seen him,
when he had laid down the Indian clubs, (

hold of a let p that hung from the 1

of the old-fashioned ceiling, and lift and I

If over and over again by his left hand
alone, you might have thought it a very simple

and easy thing to do, until you tried to do it

yourself. - Mr. Bernard looked at himself with .

the eye of an expert y well!" he
— "not so much fallen otf as I <•

Then he set up his bolster in a very knowing
sort of way, and delivered two or three bl

straight as rub wift as winks. "That
will d . 1. Then, as if determined to

make a certainty of his condition, e

dynamometer from one of the drawers in hi

veneered bureau. 1 with his

two hands. Then In Moor and
steadily, strongly. The spring

and cracked; the in<! with a gr<

far up into the high figures of the scale
; itwi

good lift. Ho was satisfied. He sat down on the

edge of his bed, and looked at his clean

arms. " If I striko one of those boobt

afraid I shall spoil him," he said. S rung

man, when weighed with his class at the col

could barely turn one hundred and

pounds in t —not a heavy weigh

but some of the middle weights I

a far finer quality of muscle than tho bulkier

Cello

er Langdon took his seat, and began tho

s of his school. Tho small-

thoir 1- U enough, but somo of the la

ones were negligent and surly. 1

1

of them looking toward the d

expecting somebody or something in ti

tion. At half-past nine »

junior, who had not yet shown himself, made

appearance. He was followed by nil "yallah

dog," without his muzzle, who squatted down

very grimly near tho door, and gave a wolfish

look round the room, as if he were considering

which was the plumpest boy to begin with,

young butcher, meanwhile, went to his

looking somewhat flu I the lips-,

which were hardly as red as common,
rply.

"Put out that dog, Aimer Briggs
!

" Tho

master in speaks Una*

man. when there aro rocks foaming at the

right under his iuo.
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Abner Briggs answered as the helmsman an-

swers,- when he knows he has a mutinous crew

round him that mean to run the ship on the reef,

and is one of the mutineers himself. "Put him

aout y'rself, 'f ye a'n't afeard on him !

"

The master stepped into the aisle. The great

Cur showed his teeth, and the devilish instincts

of his old wolf-ancestry looked out of his eyes,

and flashed from his sharp tusks, and yawned in

his wide mouth and deep red gullet.

The movements of animals are so much quicker

than those of human beings commonly are, that

they avoid blows as easily as one of us steps out

of the way of an ox-cart. It must be a very

stupid dog that lets himself be run over by a fast

driver in his gig ; he can jump out of the wheel's

way after the tire has already touched him. So,

while one is lifting a stick to strike or drawing

back his foot to kick, the beast makes his spring,

and the blow or the kick comes too late.

It was not so this time. The master was a

fencer, and something of a boxer ; he had played

at single-stick, and was used to watching an

adversary's eye and coming down on him without

any of those premonitory symptoms by which

unpractised persons show long beforehand what
mischief they meditate.

" Out with you !

" he said, fiercely, and ex-

plained what he meant by a sudden flash of his

foot that clashed the yellow dog's white teeth

together like the springing of a bear-trap. The
cur knew he had found his master at the first

word and glance, as low animals on four legs, or a

smaller number, always do; and the blow took

him so by surprise, that it curled him up in an

instant, and he went bundling out of the open

schoolhouse-door with a most pitiable yelp, and

his stump of a tail shut down as close as his owner
ever shut the short, stubbed blade of his jack-knife.

It was time for the other cur to find who his

master was.
" Follow your dog, Abner Briggs !

" said Master
Langdon.

The stout butcher-youth looked round, but the

rebels were all cowed, and sat still.

" I'll go when I'm ready," he said,
—

" 'n' I

guess I won't go afore I'm ready."

"You're ready now," said Master Langdon,

turning up his cuffs so that the little boys noticed

the yellow gleam of a pair of gold sleeve-buttons,

once worn by Colonel Percy Wentworth, famous

in the Old French War.
Abner Briggs, junior, did not apparently think

he was ready, at any rate ; for he rose up in his

place, and stood with clenched fists, defiant, as

the master strode towards him. The master

knew the fellow was really frightened, for all his

looks, and that he must have no time to rally.

So he caught him suddenly by the collar, and,

with one great pull, had him out over his desk

and on the open floor. He gave him a sharp

fling backwards, and stood looking at him.

The rough-and-tumble fighters all clinch, as

everybody knows; and Abner Briggs, junior,

was one of that kind. He remembered how he

had floored Master Weeks, and he had just

pluck enough left in him to try to repeat his

former successful experiment on the new master.

He sprang at him, open-handed, to clutch him.

So the master had to strike—once, but very hard,

and just in the place to tell. No doubt, the

authority that doth hedge a schoolmaster added

to the effect of the blow ; but the blow was
itself a neat one, and did not require to be

repeated.

" Now go home," said the master, " and don't

let me see you or your dog here again." And
he turned his cuffs down over the gold sleeve-

buttons. %
This finished the great Pigwacket Centre School

rebellion. What could be done with a master who
was so pleasant as long as the boys behaved

decently, aiid such a terrible fellow when he got

"riled," as they called it? In a week's time

everything was reduced to order, and the school-

committee were delighted.

ON THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES.

[Joseph Addison. See Page 79.

J

Menippus the philosopher was a second time
taken up into heaven by Jupiter, when, for his

entertainment, he lifted up a trap-door that was
placed by his footstool. At its rising, there issued

through it such a din of cries as astonished the

philosopher. Upon his asking what they meant,
Jupiter told him that they were the prayers that

were sent up to him from the earth. Menippus,
amidst the confusion of voices, which was so great

that nothing less than the ear of Jove could dis-

tinguish them, keard the words " riches, honour,"

and " long life," repeated in several different tones

and languages. When the first hubbub of sounds

was over, the trap-door being left open, the voices

came up more separate and distinct. The first

prayer was an odd one ; it came from Athens, and

desired Jupiter to increase the wisdom and the

beard of his humble supplicant. Menippus knew
it by the voice to be the prayer of his friend

Licander the philosopher. This was succeeded

by the petition of one who had just laden a ship,

and promised Jupiter, if he took care of it, and
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returned it home again full of riches, he would
make him an offering of a silver cup. Jupiter

thanked him for nothing; and, bending down
his ear moro attentively than ordinary, heard

a voice complaining to him of the cruelty of

an Ephesian widow, and beggod him to breed

compassion in her heart. " This," says Jupiter,

" is a very honest fellow. I have received a

great deal of incense from him: I will not be so

cruel to him as to hear his prayers." He was

then interrupted with a whole volley of vows

which were made for the health of a tyrannical

prince by his subjects who prayed for him in his

presence. Menippus was surprised, after having

listened to prayers offered up with so much ardour

and devotion, to hear low whispers from the same

assembly, expostulating with Jove for suffering

such a tyrant to live, and asking him how his

thunder could lie idle? Jupiter was so offended

with these prevaricating rascals, that ho took down
the first vows, and puffed away the last. The
philosopher seeing a great crowd mounting up-

wards, and making its way directly to the trap-door,

inquired of Jupiter what it meant. "This," says

Jupiter, " is the smoke of a whole hecatomb that is

offered me by the general of an army, who is very

importunate with me to let him cut offa hundred

thousand men that are drawn up in array against

him. What does the impudent wretch think I see

in him, to bolievo that I will mako a sacrifice of so

many mortals as good as himself, and all this to his

glory, forsooth ? Bat hark !" says Jupiter, " thoro

is a voico I never heard but in timo of danger:
'tis a rogue that is shipwrecked in the Ionian soa.

I saved him on a plank but three days ago, upon
li is promise to mend his manners; the scoundrel

is not worth a groat, and yet has the impudence to

oiler mo a temple, if I will keep him from sink-

ing. But yonder," says he, "is a special youth for

you ; he desires me to take his lather, who keeps a

great estate from him, out of the misories of human

life. The old fellow shall live till he makes his

heart ache, I can tell him that for his pains." This

was followed by the soft voice of a pious lady,

desiring Jupiter that she might appear amiablo

and charming in the sight of her emperor. As tho

philosopher was reflecting on this extraordinary

petition, there blew a gentle wind through the

trap-door, which he at first mistook for a gale of

zephyrs, but afterwards found it to be a breeze of

sighs. They smelt strongly of flowers and incense,

and were succeeded by most passionate complaints

of wounds and torments, fires and arrows, cruelty,

despair, and death. Menippus fancied that such
lamentable cries arose from some general execution,

or from wretches lying under tho torture; but
Jupiter told him that they came up to him from
tho isle of Paphos, and that he every day received

complaints of the same nature from that whimsical

tribe of mortals who aro callod lovers. " I am so

trifled with," says he, "by this generation of both

sexes, and find it so impossible to plcaso them,

whether I grant or refuse their petitions, that I

shall order a western wind for the future to i

cept them in their passage, and blow tin

random upon the earth." The 1 n lie heard
was from a very aged man, of near a hundred

old, begging but for one year more life, and then

promised to die contented. " This is the rarest old

fellow !" says Jupiter ;
" he has made this pra\

me for above twenty years together. When ho was
but fifty years old, ho desired only that ho might
livo to see his son settled in the world. I gi-

lt. Ho then bogged the same favour for his daugh-
ter, and afterward that ho might seo the educ

of a grandson. When all this was brought about,

ho puts np a petition, that ho might livo to finish

a house he was building. In short, hois on unrea-

sonable old cur. and never wonts on excuse; 1 will

no more of him." Upon which he flung down tho

trap-door in a passion, and was resolved to gi

more audiences that day.

DICK ()•

[Waltir

Tiik lad with the bonny blue feather,

That bore away jewel and ring;

That struck down Sir Walter de Traccy,

Before the proud ry>-s of the king.

Tawny-yellow his doublet of satin.

His hat was looped up with a stone,

oarf was a flutter of oris

As ho leaped like a prince on his roan.

The heralds their trumpets of silver

Blew loud at the multitude's shout

;

I saw the brave charger curvet tine:.

As Richard wound prancing about.

THE DIAMOND*
Thornbury. See Page 5-1.]

But silent thoy grow when Sir Tracey

gold mine could scarce glitter more)

Galloped into the lists, cold and sullen,

Fool ! eyeing the jowels he wore.

There were diamonds on hat and on feather,

inonds from crest unto heel;

Collars of diamonds and sapphires,

Hiding the iron and steel.

ngs were silver and purple.

All blazoned with legend and crest

:

earned by the sword of no battle.

For Sir "Walter de Tracoy loved rest.

»m 1 permission of the Author.
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il'OUD.)

The lad with the bonny blue feather

Was a page and a gentleman born

;

But Sir Walter, a Knight of the Garter,
Curled his thin lip in anger and scorn.

Shall he, who the lion at Bullen
Helped trample the tall fleur-de-lys,

Compete for the prize of the jewel
With such a mere stripling as this ?

" No, no ! " cried the crowd of his varlets,

Waving with yellow and gold,

All shaking their colours and ribbons,

And tossing their banner's fringed fold.

To heighten the insolent clamour.,

The drummers beginning to beat,

Bid the trumpet sound quick for the mounting

;

Never sound to my ear was so sweet.

For the varlets were flocking round Richard,

To hurry him down from his seat

;

I saw him look fierce at the rabble,

Disdaining to back or retreat.

That moment the drums and the trumpeto

Made all the proud ears of them ring,

As slowly, his cheek flushed with anger,

Rode into the tilt-yard the King.
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Pale grew the lips of the vassals,

Sir Tracey turned colour and frowned
;

But the people, with scorn of oppression,

ad, and the hisses flew round.

Then the: King waved his hand as for silence,

Stamped loud on the step of his thione,

And bade the two rivals together

Dismount, and their errors disown.

" Ah! this page is a rival for any,

And fit to break lance with his king;

the gallants first meet in the toun

And afterwards ride for the ring."

Dick stood at the feet of the monarch,

.And bowed till his plume swept the ground
;

Then, clapping on helmet and leather,

Rode into the lists with a bound.

Sir Walter was silently waiting;

I
1 - shone like a statue of gold

;

Blue heads of* big pearls, like a netting,

Pell over his housings' red fold.

On his helmet a weathercock glittered,

A device of his errantry showing

—

To prove he was ready to ride

Any way that the wind might be blowing.

Dick lifted his oyes up and smiled;

Oh, it brought the blood hot to my cheek !

1 could see from his lips lie was praying

That God would look down on the weak.

imed to bo grown to Ins saddle

—

I felt my brain tremble and reel

;

He moved like a fire-ruling spirit,

Blazing from helmet to heel.

The King gave the Sign, and the trumpet

med to madden the hones, and drive

Them fast as the leares in a temp
With a shock that tOOgh iron would rivo.

Moth lances flew up. ami the shivers

I. *ped over the banners and flags,

As tin- champions, reining their d
Sat holding the quivering jags.

sh lances !" God's blessing on Dicky

A blast, and in flashes they go

;

Well broken again on his scutcheon

—

Again the wood snaps with a blow.

Alas for Sir Walter de Tracey

!

His spear has flown out of his hand,

While over his bright, gilded crupper,

He stretches his length on the sand.

One start, he is up in a moment,
His sword waves, a torch, in his grasp;

Dick leaps from his foam-covered chaiv

And springs with a (lash to his clasp.

Sir V. horn of his splendour
;

II is wi athercock beaten to d

imour has lost all its glitter,

And is dented with hammer mul tint.

•Is. and Dick presses him sorely.

And smites him as smiths do a forge;

He reels like mi a\r-.M ricken cedar;

yea, by God and St. George!

Then, oh! for the clamour and cheering

That rang round the circling ring,

As Dick, his blue feather gay blowing.

Knelt down at the foot of the King!

Then the King to<>k the brightest of diamonds

That shone on Ins finger that day
;

Ho gave it to bonny blue feather,

And made him the Baron of B

Then the varlets bote oil" their Sir Walter,

The jewels beat out of his ch

His armour all battered and d

h less of proud blood in his veins.

Then they caught his mad, froth-covered ch:.

That had torn off its hoosil "1;

They gathered up ribbons and feat]

And downoaet his banner they furl.

-till looking down on the boa'

When Dick o* the Diamond sprang in,

And, without a good-morrow or greeting,

lb te from brow unto chin.

WESTMINSTER ABBliV.

»2]

[Washikotoh Irving

^tfawVL N one of t
1 r and rather

f iW^ melancholy days in the Utter part

Jpfnln^S of autumn, when the shad'

Slll'^w'Mf mormn8 n,1 'l evening almost

^\j3*&Mrl minglo and throw a

V^S^^f gloom over the decline of the

| 1 hours in

rambling about Westminster Abbey.

As I paced the cloisters, sometimes contem-

plating this mingled picture of glory and d

and endeavouring to decipher the in-

scriptions on the tombstones which formed the

Stt ra.jt 1.]

pavement beneath my fee"

.

wa§ nttrnr

three Bgurei rudely carved in relief, but nearly

Won away by the footsteps of many generations.

They were the effigies of three of the early a!

liitaphs v. ly effaced ; the i

alone remained, having no doubt been renewed in

later: aMs . Abbas . 1082, and Gislobeitus
Cri8pinus . Abbas . 11 II, and Laurent in

-

11 7'">). I remained some little while musing

of antiquity, thus left like

wrecks upon this distant shore of time, telling

no tale but that such beings had been and had
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perished; teaching no moral but the futility of

that pride -which hopes still to exact homage in

its ashes, and to live in an inscription. A little

longer, and even these faint records will be oblite-

rated, and the monumens will cease to be a memo-
rial. Whilst I was yet looking down upon these

gravestones, I was roused by the sound of the

abbey clock, reverberating from buttress to but-

tress, and echoing among the cloisters. It is

almost startling to hear this warning of departed

time sounding among the tombs, and telling the

lapse of the hour, which, like a billow, has relied

us onward towards the grave. I pursued my walk

to an arched door opening to the interior of

the abbey. On entering here the magnitude of

the building breaks fully upon the mind, con-

trasted with the vaults of the cloisters. The eye

gazes with wonder at clustered columns of gigantic

dimensions, with arches springing from them to

such an amazing height ; and man wandering

about their bases, shrunk into insignificance in

comparison with his own handiwork. The spa-

ciousness and gloom of this vast edifice produce

a profound and mysterious awe. We step cau-

tiously and softly about, as if fearful of disturbing

the hallowed silence of the tomb ; while every

footfall whispers along the walls, and chatters

among the sepulchres, making us more sensible

of the quiet we have interrupted.

It seems as if the awful nature of the place

presses down upon the soul, and hushes the

beholder into noiseless reverence. We feel that

we are surrounded by the congregated bones of

the great men of past times who have filled

history with their deeds, and the earth with their

renown.

And yet it almost provokes a smile at the vanity

of human ambition to see how they are crowded

together and jostled in the dust; what parsimony
is observed in doling out a scanty nook, a gloomy
corner, a little portion of earth, to those whom,
when alive, kingdoms could not satisfy.

I passed some time in Poets' Corner, which
occupies an end of one of the transepts or cross

aisles of the abbey. The monuments are gene-

rally simple, for the lives of literary men afford

no striking themes for the sculptor. Shakespeare

and Addison have statues erected to their memo-
ries ; but the greater part have busts, medallions,

and sometimes mere inscriptions. Notwithstand"

ing the simplicity of these memorials, I have
always observed that the visitors to the abbey
remain longest about them. A kinder and fonder

feeling takes place of that cold curiosity or vague

admiration with which they gaze on the splendid

monuments of the great and the heroic. They
linger about these as about the tombs of friends

and companions ; for indeed there is something of

companionship between the author and the reader.

Other men are known to posterity only through

the medium of history, which is continually grow-

ing faint and obscure; but the intercourse between

the author and his fellow-men is ever new, active,

and immediate. He has lived for them more than

for himself; he has sacrificed surrounding enjoy-

ments, and shut himself up from the delights of

social life, that he might the more intimately com-

mune with distant minds and distant ages. Well

may the world cherish his renown, for it has been

purchased, not by deeds of violence and blood,

but by the diligent dispensation of pleasure. Well

may posterity be grateful to his memory, for he

has left it an inheritance, not of empty names and

sounding actions, but whole treasures of wisdom,

bright gems of thought, and golden veins of

language.

JEMMY DAWSON.
[William Shehstone. Born at the Leasowes, Halesowen,

Died February

Come listen to my mournful tale,

Ye tender hearts and lovers dear

;

Nor will you scorn to heave a sigh,

Nor will you blush to shed a tear.

And thou, dear Kitty, peerless maid,

Do thou a pensive ear ineline

;

For thou canst weep at every woe,
And pity every plaint but mine.

Young Dawson was a gallant youth,

A brighter never trod the plain
;

And well he loved one charming maid,
And dearly was he loved again.

One tender maid she loved him dear,

Of gentle blood the damsel came

;

Shropshire. Educated at Pembroke College, Oxford.

11, 1763.J

And faultless was her beauteous form,

And spotless was her virgin fame.

But curse on party's hateful strife,

That led the favoured youth astray

;

The day the rebel clans appeared,

Oh, had he never seen that day !

Their colours and their sash he wore,

And in the fatal dress was found

;

And now he must that death endure,

Which gives the brave the keenest wound.

How pale was then his true love's cheek,

When Jemmy's sentence reached her ear

!

For never yet did Alpine snows

So pale or yet so chill appear.
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With faltering voico she weeping said,

" Oh, Dawson, monarch of my heart

!

Think not thy death shall end our lovea,

For thou and I will never part.

" Yet might sweet mercy find a pi

And bring relief to Jemmy's woe
Oh, George ! without a prayer for thee

My orisons should never close.

" The gracious prince that gave him life

Would crown a never-dying flame;

And every tender habo I bore

Should learn to lisp the giver's name.

"But though, dear youth, thou shouldst he dr.

To yonder ignominious •

Thou shalt not want a faithful friend

To share thy bitter fate with thee."

Oh, then her mourning-coach was called,

The sledge moved slowly on before
;

Though borne in her triumph:;

She had not loved her favourito more.

She followed him, prepared to ,

The terrible bebaofai of law

;

And the last sceno of Jemmy'
With calm and steadfast eye she

Distorted was that blooming face.

Which she hod fondly loved so long

;

And stifled was that t.-.neful breath.

Which in her praise had sweetly sung:

And severed was that, beauteous neek.

Round which her arms had fondly ol

And mangled was that beauteous bl

On which her love-sick

And ravished v

She did to ovivy heart piv

Eor though it could its king fi

"1'was true and loyal still to her.

Amid those unrelenting flames

She bore this constant heart to s

llut when fcWM mouldered in!

** Now, now," she criod, " 1 follow I

" My death, my death alone can >how
The pure and lasting U*1

;>t, O Heaven ! of w irs,

DO more."

The d and past,

Th , >u rn ful 1 red

The maid drew back her languid hi

1. sighing forth his
i

Though pi ail,

The tear my Kitty sheds is duo;

•i\ shall she hear a tale

So sad, 8o tender, and so tr
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TOM BROWN AT SCHOOL*

[Mr. T. Hughes, M.P. See Page 100.]

TitE school-houso prayers wero the samo on the

first night as on the other nights, save for the

gaps caused by the absence of those boys who
came late, and the lino of new boys, who stood all

together at the further table—of all sorts and
sizes, like young bears with all their troubles to

come, as Tom's father had said to him when he

was in the same position. He thought of it as he

looked at tho lino, and poor little slight Arthur
standing with them, and as he was leading him
tipstairs to Number 4, directly after prayers, and
showing him his bed. It was a huge, high, airy

room, with two large windows looking on to tho

school close. There wore twelve beds in the

room. The one in the furthest corner by tho

fire-place occupied by the sixth-form boy, who
was responsible for the discipline of the room,
and the rest by boys in the lower-fifth and other

junior forms, all fags, for tho fifth-form boys, as

has been said, slept in rooms by themselves.
Being fags, the eldest of them was not more than

Within a few minutes, therefore, of their entry,

all tho other boys who slept in Number 4 had

come up. Tho little fellows went quietly to their

own beds, and began undressing and talking to

each other in whispers ; while the elder, amongst
whom was Tom, sat chatting about on ono

another's beds, with their jackets and waistcoats

off. Poor littlo Arthur was overwhelmed with

the novelty of his position. The idea of sleeping

in tho room with strange boys had clearly never

crossed his mind before, and was as painful as it

was strange to him. Ho could hardly bear to

take his jacket off; however, presently, with an

effort, off it came, and then he paused and looked

at Tom, who was sitting at tho bottom of his bed

talking and laughing.

"Please, Brown," ho whispered, " may I wash

my faco and hands ?
"

"Of course, if you like, "said Tom, staring;

"that's your washliand-stand, under the window,

second from your bed. You'll have to go down for

about sixteen years old, and wero all bound to bo
|
more water in tho morning, ifyou use it all." And

up and in bed by ten ; the sixth-form boys came
to bed from ten to a quarter-past (at which time
the old verger came round to put the candles

out), except when they sat up to read.

* By kind permission of tho Author. This acknowledgment was in nlvortcntly omitted at pa<?e 100.

VOX. I.

on he went with his talk, whilo Arthur stolo timidly

from between the beds out to his washhand-stand,

and began his ablutions, thereby drawing for a

moment on himself tho attention of the room.

32
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On went the talk and laughter. Arthur finished

hi* washing ami ondressing, and put on his night-

gown. Ho then looked round more nervou.dy

tlian ever. Two or three of the little hoys were

already in bed, sitting up with their chins on their

knees. The light burned clear, the noise went
on. It was a trying moment for the poor little

lonely boy; however, this time Ik; didn't ask Tom
what he might or might not do, but dropped
on his knees by his bedside, as he had done

every day from his childhood, to open his heart

to Him who heareth the cry and beareth the

sorrows of the tender child, and the strong man
in agony.

Tom was sitting at tho bottom of his bod

enlacing his boots, so that his back was towards

Arthur, and he didn't see what had happened,

and looked up in wonder at the sudden silence.

Then two or three boys laughed and sneered, and

a bi<j brutal fellow, who was standing in the

middle of the room, picked up a slipper, and

shied it at. the kneeling boy, calling him a snivel-

ling young shaver. Then Tom saw the whole,

and the next, moment the boot he had just polled

Oft* flew Straighl at the head of the bully, who had

just time to throw up his arm and catch it on his

elbow.

"Confound yon, Brown! what's that for?"

roared In-, stamping with pain.

"Never mind what 1 mean."' said Tom, stepping

on to the Boor, every drop of blood in his body

t ogling; "if any fellow wants the other boot, he
knows how to get it."

What would have heen the remit is doubtful,

for at this moment the sixth-form boy came in.

and- not another word could be said. Tom and

the rest rushed into bed ami finished their un-

robing there, and the old verger, as punctual as

the clock, had put out the candle in another

minute, and toddled on to the next room, shutting

t heir door with his usual " Qood night, genl'in "n."

There were many hoys in the room by whom
that little scene was taken to heart before they

slept,. Hut, sleep seemed to ha\e deserted the

pillow of poor Tom. For some time his excite-

meiit, and the Hood of memories which chased

one another through his brain, kept him from

thinking or resolving. His head throbbed, his

heart leaped, and he could hardly keep himself

from springing out of bed and running about the

room. Then the though! of his own mother came

aOrOSS him, and the piomi e he had made at her

knee, years SgO, R6V0T to FoTgOl to kneel by his

bedside, and give himself up to his Father, before

he laid his head on the pillow, from which it

might never rise; and he laid down gently, and

cried ns if his heart would break. He was only

fourteen yean old.

It was no light act of courage in those days,

my dear boys, lor a little fellow to say US p:

publicly, even at Bugby. A few years later, when
Arnold's manly piety had begun to leaven the

school, the tables turned; before he died, in tho

school-house at least, and I believe in the other

houses, the rulo was tho other way. But poor
Tom had come to school in other times. The firs:

few nights after he came. he did not kneel down
because of the noise, but sat u;> in bed till the

candle was out, and then stole out anil said his

prayers, in fear lest some one should find him
out. So did many another poor little fellow.

Then he began to think that ho might ju

well say his prayers in bed. and then that it didn't,

matter whether ho was kneeling or sittin

lying down. And SO it had COme to pass with

Tom, as with all who will not confess their

Lord before men; and for the la-t year he had

probably not said his prayers in earnest a doaen

t imes.

Poor Tom ! the first and bitterest feeling which
was like to break his heart, was the sense of his

own cowardice. The vice of all others which he

loathed was brought in and burned in on his own
soul. II" had lied to his mother, to his con-

science, to his ( !od. Bow could he bear it P And
then the poor little weak boy. whom he had pitied

and almost scorned for his weakness, had done

that which he. braggirl as he was. dared not do.

The first dawn of comfort cine t i him in BVi

ing to himself that he would stand by thai boy

through thick and thin, an 1 cheer him. and help

him, and bear his burdens, for the good deed done

that night Then he res lived to write home next

day and tell bifl mother all. and what a coward

her sop. had been. And then pcaCO came to him

BS he resolved, lastly, to bear his testimony next

morning. The morning would be harder than tho

night to begin with, but he felt that he could no:

afford to let one chance slip. Several thro

faltered, for tin- devil showed him. first, all his old

friends calling him ** Saint" and "Squared
and I dozen hard names, ami whispered to him

that his motive- would be misunderstood, and

ho would only be left alone with the new boy

;

whir. his duty to keep all

influence, that he might do go >d to the 1
:

number. And then came the more sub;

tion, "Shall 1 ml be |fa iwing myself braver than

others by doing thisP II ivc I any righl

it now:- Ought I not rather to pray in m\

study, letting < her boys knew that I do §o,

trying to lead them to it, while in publ

I should gO on as I have done?" However, his

good angel was toa strong that night *od ho

turned on his side and slept, fired of trying to

tired to follow the impulse which

had been so strong, and in which he had found

peace.
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Next morning ho was up, and washed, and
dressed, all but his jacket and waistcoat, just as

the ten minutes' bell began to ring, and then in

the face of the whole room knolt down to pray.

Not five words could he say— the bell mocked
him ; he was listening for every whisper in the

room—what were they all thinking of him ? He
was ashamed to go on kneeling, ashamed to rise

from his knees. At last, as it were from his

inmost heart., a still small voice seemed to breathe

forth the words of the publican, " God be merciful

•to me a sinner!" He repeated them over and
over, clinging to them as for his life, and rose

from his knees comforted and humbled, and ready

to face the whole world. It was not needed ; two
other boys besides Arthur had already followed

his example, and he went down to the great school

with a glimmering of another lesson in his heart

—the lesson that he who has conquered his own
coward spirit has conquered the whole outward

world ; and that other one which the old prophet

learned in the cave in Mount Horeb, when he hid

his face, and the still small voice asked, " What
doest thou here, Elijah?"—that however we may
fancy ourselves alone on the side of good, the

King and Lord of men is nowhere without his

witnesses; for in every society, however seem-

ingly corrupt and godless, tbere are those who
have not bowed the knee to Baal.

He found, too, how greatly he had exaggerated

the effect to be produced by his act. For a few

nights there was a sneer or a laugh when lie knelt

down, but this passed off soon, and one by one all

the other boys but three or four followed the lead.

I fear that this was in some measure owing to the

fact, that Tom could probably have thrashed any

boy in the room except the prepositor ; at any
rate, every boy knew that he would try upon very

slight provocation, and didn't choose to run the

risk of a hard fight because Tom Brown had taken

a fancy to say his prayers. Some of the small

boys of Number 4 communicated the new state

of things to their chums, and in several other

rooms the poor little fellows tried it on ; in one

instance or so, where the prepositor heard of it

and interfered very decidedly, with partial suc-

cess; but in the rest, after a short struggle, the

confessors were bullied or laughed down, and the

old state of things went on for some time longer.

Before either Tom Brown or Arthur left the

school-house, there was no room in which it had

not become the regular custom. I trust it is so

still, and that the old heathen state of things has

gone out for ever.

THE BULL-FIGHT.

[Lord Byron, born in London, January 22, 1788. Educated at Dulwich and Harrow, and afterwards at Trinity College, Cambridge.

His life was an unhappy one. He went to Greece to aid the struggle for independence. Died at Missolonghi, January 4, 182 1.J

The lists are oped, the spacious area cleared,

Thousands on thousands piled are seated round

;

Long ere the first loud trumpet's note is heard,

No vacant space for lated wight is found

:

Here dons, grandees, but chiefly dames abound

:

Skilled in the ogle of a roguish eye,

Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound

:

None through their cold disdain are doomed to

die,

As moon-struck bards complain, by Love's sad

archery.

Hushed is the din of tongues—on gallant steeds,

With milk-white crest, gold-spur, and light-

poised lance,

Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds,

And lowly bending to the lists advance ;

Rich are their scarfs, their chargers featly

prance

;

If in the dangerous game they shine to-day,

The crowd's loud shout and ladies' lovely glance,

Best prize for better acts, they bear away,

And all that kings or chiefs e'er gain their toils

repay.

In costly sheen and gaudy cloak arrayed,

But all afoot, the light-limbed matadors

Stands in the centre, eager to invade

The lord of lowing herds, but not before

The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed

o'er,

Lest aught unseen should lurk to thwart his

speed :

His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more
Can men achieve without the friendly steed

—

Alas ! too oft condemned for him to bear and bleed.

Thrice sounds the clarion ; lo ! the signal falls,

The den expands, and expectation mute
Gapes round the silent circle's peopled walls.

Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty

brute,

And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot,

The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe

:

Here, there, he points his threatening front, to

suit

His first attack, wide waving to and fro

His angry tail ; red rolls his eye's dilated glow.

Sudden he stops ; his eye is fixed : away,

Away, thou heedless boy ! prepare the spear

:

Now is thy timo to perish, or display

The skill that yet may check his mad career.
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With well-timed croupe tho nimblo con:

veer;

On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes;

Streams from his Hank the crimson torrent

clear

:

H« (lies, he wheels, distracted with his throes;

Dart follows dart; lance, lance; loud bellowings

peak his woes.

Agkin ho comes; nor dart, nor lance avail,

Nor the wild plunging of the tortured bone;
Though man and man's avenging arms assail,

Vain are his weapons, vainer is his force.

One gallant steed is stretched a mangled corse;

Another, hideous eight! unseamed app
His gory chest unveils life's panting sou:

Though death-struck, still his feeble frame he
rears

;

Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unharmed
he bears.

Foiled, bleeding, broathlose, furious to tho last,

Full in the centre stands the bull at bay,

Mid wounds, and clinging darts, and lances

brass,

And foes disabled in the brutal fray
i

And now the matadores around him play,

Shake the red cloak, and poise the ready brand;

OnOS mote through all he bursts his thundering
way-

Vain rage! the mantle quits the oonjnge hand,

Wraps his fierce oye
—

'tis past—he sinks upon the

sand !

Where his vast neck just mingles with the

spine.

Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon Bl

He stops—ho starts disdaining to decline :

Slowly ho falls, amidst triumphant cries,

Without a groan, without a struggle dies.

The decorated car appeari -mi high

The coi-si- is piled sweet Hghi for vulvar t

J

Four steeds that spurn the rein, as swill as thy,

Hurl the dark bulk along, scarce seen in dashing

by.

EMMETS SONG TO ERIN
[Thomas Moore. Sm Fagt 92. ]

Wiikv ho who adores theo has left but the name
Of his fault and his sorrows behind,

Oh] say, wilt thou weep when they darken the fame

Of a life that for thee was resigned P

Yes, weep, and, however my toes may condemn,

Thy tears shall ellaee their deereo;

For Heaven can witness, though guilty to them,

I have been but too faithful to thee.

With theo wcro the dreams of my earliest lo.

Every thought of my reason was thino;

In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above,

Thy name shall be mingled with mine.

Oh! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live

The days of thy glory tQ

But the next dearest hlogfling that Heaven can give

Is the prido of thus dying for lb

THE BATTLE OF
iimas Campbell.

( >k Nelson and the North

Sing the glorious day's renown.

When to battle Beroa came forth

All the might Of Denmark's crown.

And her arms along the deep proudly shone :

By each gun the lighted brand

In a bold, determined hand ;

And thfl prince of all the land

Led them on.

Likl leviathans afloat,

bay their bulwarks on the brine,

While the sign of battle Bow
0*6* tho lofty British line i

It was ten Of April morn by the chime,

As (hey drifted on their path;

There was silence deep ai death.

And the boldest held hhl breath

For a tin

Tin: BALTIC.
Set Page 110.]

Hut the might of England Hushed,

To anticipate t!

And her van the fleeter rushed

O'er the deadly SpOOS between. Tgun

"Hearts OfOak 1
M our captains cried; when

i

From its adamantine lips

Spread a death-shade round the ships,

Like the hurricane eclipse

Of tin- sun.

a ! again ! again!

And the havoc did not slack.

Till a feebler cheer the Dane

To our (In • lis bark
;

Their shots along the deep slowly boom :

—

Then ceased, and all is wail.

As they strike the ihsttfl

Or. in oonflagration pale,

III.



THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIC. 253

(Drawn 6y C. Uouinson.j

Out spoke the victor then,

As he hailed them o'er the wave

:

" Ye are brothers ! we are men

!

And we conquer but to save

:

So peace instead of death let us bring

;

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet,

With the crews, at England's feet,

And make submission meet
To our king."

Then Denmark blessed our chief,

That he gave her wounds repose

;

And the sounds of joy and grief

From her people wildly rose,

As death withdrew his shades from the day,-

While the sun looked smiling bright

O'er a wide and woeful sight,

Where the fires of funeral light

Died away.

Now joy, Old England, raise,

For the tidings of thy might,

By the festal cities' blaze,

Whilst the wine-cup Bhinea in light:



251 1LLUSTUATEU READINGS.

And yet amidst that joy ami uproar

Let us think of them that sleep,

Full many a fathom deep,

J5y thy wild and stormy Bleep,

Elsinorc.

Brave hearts! to Britain's pride

» hni; so faithful ami so true,

On the deck of fame that died,

With the gallant good Riou:

Soft sigh the winds of heaven o'er then-

grave
;

While the billow mournful rolls,

And the mermaid's song condoles,

Singing glory to the souls

Of the brave.

THE STORY OF THE CHINESE MATRON.
[Olivek Goldsmith. 8m J'uyc 10.]

frVlIOANl! was the I'm.

husband, and JIansi the

most endearing wife in all

the kingdom of Korea ;

they were a pattern of con-

jugal bliss; the inhabitants

(*-
,

'
''^^^^^- \\ of the country around saw

n\-—Z~& " \. and envied their felicity.

Wherever Ohoang came
JIansi was sure to follow;

and in all the pleasure! of Eansi Choang
was admitted a partner. They walked

hand-in-hmd wherever they appeared, showing

every mark of mutual satisfaction ; embracing,

kissing, their mouths were for ever johud, and, to

speak in the language of anatomy, it was with

them one perpetual anastoutOt

Their love was so great, that it was thought
nothing could interrupt their mat ual peace; when
an accident happened which., in some measurei

diminished the husband's assurance of his wile's

fidelity^ for love s" refined as his was subject to a

thousand little disquietudes.

Happening to go on- day akme among the tomba
that lay at, some distance from hi] house, he there

perceived aladj in the deepest mourning

(being clothed :ill over in white). Banning the wet

clay that was raised over one of the graves with a

large fan, which she held in her band. Ohoang,
who hail early bees taught wisdom in the school of

l.io, was unable to assign a can 8 lor her present

employment] and coining up, civilly demanded

tson. "Alas," replied the lady,her eyes bathed

in tears, " how is it possible to survive the loss of

my husband, who lies buried in this grave F Be
i' men, the tenderest of husbands;

with his dying breath he bid me never marry

again till Lhe earth over his grave shonld be dry;

ami here you see me steadily resolving to obey his

will, and endeavouring to dry it, with my fan. I

have employed two whole days in fulfilling his

commands, and am determined not, to marry till

they are punctually obeyed,even though his grave

should take op four days in drying."

CmoaniFj who was struck with th

beauty, could not, however, avoid smiling at her

to be married; but concealing the can

his mirth, civilly invited her home, adding that

he had a wife who might be capable of giving her

some consolation. As soon as he and his guest

were returned, he imparted to llansi in private

what ho had seen, and could not avoid expre

his uneasiness that such might be his own caso

if his dearest wife should one day happen to

survive him.

It is impossible to describe Han incut

at so unkind a suspicion. As her passion for him
was not only great, but extremely delicate,

employed I r, frowns, and exclamation-,

to chide his suspicions: the widow herself was

inveighed against; and llansi declared sh.

resolved never to sleep under the same roof with

a wretch who, like her, could be guilt}- of such

barefaced inconstancy. The night was cold and

stormy; however, the stranger was obliged to

seek another lodging, for Choang was not dis]

-r, and llansi would have her way.

The widow had aoaros been gone an hour, when

an old disciple Of Choaug's, whom In- bail no!

for man)- years, oame t<> pay him a visit. II

ed with the utmost ceremony, placed in the

most honourable seat at Slipper, and the wine

began to circulate with great freedom. Choang

and llansi exhibited open marks of mutual tender-

and unfeigned reconciliation : nothing could

equal theirapparent happiness . so fond a husband,

so obedient a wile, few could behold with

ting their own infelicity. When, lo! their happi-

ness was at once disturbed by a most fatal accident.

Choang fell lifeless in an apoplectic tit upon the

livery method WM used, but in vain, for

v. llansi was at first inconsolable for

his death: after some hours, however, she found

spirits to read his last will. The ensuing da\

to moralise and talk wisdom; the next day,

he WM able tO comfort the young disciple; and,

on the third, to shorten a long story, they both

agreed to be married.

There WM BOW no loUgOr mourning in the

apartments; the body of Choang S 'met



THE THREE WARNINGS.

into an old coffin, and placed in one of the meanest

rooms, there to lie unattended until the time pro-

scribed by law for his interment. In the mean-

time Hansi and the young disciple were arrayed

in the most magnificent habits ; the bride wore in

her nose a jewel of immense price, and her lover

was dressed in all the finery of his former master,

together with a pair of artificial whiskers that

reached down to his toes. The hour of their

nuptials was arrived; the whole family sympa-

thised with their approaching happiness ; the apart-

ments were brightened up with lights that diffused

the most exquisite perfume, and a lustre moro
bright than noonday. The lady expected her

youthful lover in an inner apartment with impa-

tience; when his servant, approaching with terror in

his countenance, informed her that his master was

fallen into a fit, which would certainly be mortal,

unless the heart of a man lately dead could be ob-

tained, and applied to his breast. She scarcely

waited to hear the end of his story, when, tucking

up her clothes, she ran with a mattock in her hand

to the coffin where Choang lay, resolving to apply

the heart of her dead husband as a cure for the

living. She therefore struck the lid with the utmost

violence. Soon the coffin flew open, when the

body, which to all appearance had boon dead, began

to move. Terrified at the sight, Hansi dropped

the mattock, and Choang walked out, astonished

at his own situation, his wife's unusual magnifi-

cence, and her more amazing surprise. He went

among the apartments, unable to conceive the cause

of so much splendour. He was not long in suspense

before his domestics informed him of every transac-

tion since he first became insensible. He could

scarcely believe what they told him, and went in

pursuit of Hansi herself in order to receive more
certain information, or to reproach her infidelity-

But she prevented his reproaches : he found her

weltering in blood ; for she had stabbed herself to

the heart, being unable to survive her shame
and disappointment.

Choang, being a philosopher, was too wise to

mal:e any loud lamentations : he thought it best

to bear his loss with serenity ; so, mending up the

old coffin where he had lain himself, he placed h:

a

faithless spouse in his room; and unwilling that

so many nuptial preparations should be expended

in vain, he the same night married .the widow
with the large fan.

As they both were apprised of the foibles of

each other beforehand, they knew how to excuse

them after marriage. They lived together for

many years in great tranquillity, and not ex-

pecting rapture, made a shift to find content-

ment.

THE THREE WARNINGS.
[Mrs.THRALE (afterwards Mrs. Piozzi). Bovn at Bodville, Carmarthen, in

at Clifton, 1822.]

1740. A great friend of Dr. Johnson. Died

The tree of deepest root is found

Least willing still to quit the ground

;

Twas therefore said by ancient sages,

That love of life iiiercased with years

So much, that in our latter stages,

When pains grow sharp, and sickness rages,

The greatest love of life appears.

This great alfection to believe,

Which all confess, but few perceive,

If old assertions can't prevail,

Be pleased to hear a modern tale.

When sports went round, and all were gay,

On neighbour Dodson's wedding-day,

Death called aside the jocund groom
With him into another room,

And looking grave—" You must," says he,

" Quit your sweet bride, and come with me."

"With you ! and quit my Susan's side?

With you !" the hapless husband cried.

"Young as I am, 'tis monstrous hard !

Besides, in truth, I'm not prepared :

My thoughts on other matters go

;

This is my wedding-day, you know."

What more he urged I have not heard,

His reasons could not Avell be stronger

;

So Death the poor delinquent spared,

And left to live a little longer.

Yet calling up a serious look,

His hour-glass trembled while he spoke

—

" Neighbour," he said, " farewell ! no more
Shall Death disturb your mirthful hour:

And further, to avoid all blame
Of cruelty upon my name,

T< > gi ve you time for prepjiration.

And fit you for your future station,

Three several warnings yon shall hare,

Before you're summoned to the grave:

Willing for once I'll quit my prey,

And grant a kind reprieve
;

In hopes you'll have no more to say;

But, when I call again this way,

Well pleased the world will leave."

To these conditions both consented,

And parted perfectly contented.

What next the hero of our tale befell,

How long he lived, how wise, how well,
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How roundly he pursued his course,

Anil smoked his pipe, BDd stroked Ins horse,

The willing muse shall tell:

He chaffered, then he bought and sold,

Nor once perceived his growing old,

Nor thought of Death as neat-

:

His friends not false, his wife no shrew,

Many his gains, his children few,

He passed his hours in peace.

(iV.lir II (h, ft, Wlf... (N|. |

Bui while he viewed his wealth in*

While thus akmg life's dusty road.

The beaten track content he trod.

old Tune, whose haste no mortal ij

l 'ncalled. unheeded, unav.

Brought oti his eightieth year.

And now. one night, in musing mood,

As all alone I

The unweleom.

( mce more before him stood

Half-killed with anger and surprise,
" So soon returned ! " old Dodson cries,

" So soon, d'ye call it
':" Death rap]

" Surely, my friend, you're but in jest!

Since I was here before

ix-and-thirty years at least,

And you are now fourscore."

" So much the worse," the clown rejoined ;

" To spare the aged would be kind :

However, seeyour search be legal

:

And your authority is'i regal?

ElseyOU are come on a fool's errand,

With but a secretary's warrant.

Besides, you promised me three

warnings,

Which I have looked for nights and

morning
But for that loss of time and ease

I can recover damages."

" I know," erics Death, "that at

the best

in am a welcome gift

But don't bo captious, friend, at

least :

1 little thought you'd still be able

To st ump about your farm and si able:

Your years hare run to a g

length

;

h you joy, though, of your

strength !"

" Hold !" says the farmer ;
" not

SO fast !

T have been lame these four
J

past."

"And no great wonder," Death

replies

:

" However, you still keopyour •

And. sure to see one's loves and
friends,

l'or lags and arms would I

aim :

" Perha] Dodson, " BO it

might,

But latterly I\e lost my sight."

" This is a shocking tale, 'tis t

But still there's comfort left forvou

Ka< h strivesyour sadnesstoamnse;
.mini \<>u hear all the hi

'• There's none," oris he |

" and if there w.

I'm grown SO deaf, 1 could not hear."

'• Nay. then," the rejoined,

•• These are unjustifiable yearninj

[fyOS are lame, and deaf, and blind,

You'l e had your three sufficient warnn

Fo come along; no more we'll part."

He said, and touched him with his dart.

And now old Dodson, turning pale.

Yields to li end my tale.



THE CHANGELING

(Drawn by L. C. Hesley.)

THE
[j.

CHAN
B. Lowell.

I had a little daughter,

And she was given to me
To lead me gently backward
To the Heavenly Father's knee,

That I, by the force of nature,

Might in some dim wise divine

The depth of His infinite patience

To this wayward soul of mine.

I know not how others saw her,

But to me she was wholly fair,

And the light of the heaven she came from
Still lingered and gleamed in her hair

;

For it was as wavy and golden,

And as many changes took,

As the shadows of sun-gilt ripples

On the yellow bed of a brook.

To what can I liken her smiling

Upon me, her kneeling lover,

How it leaped from her lips to her eyelids,

And dimpled her wholly over,

Till her outstretched hands smiled also,

And I almost seemed to see

The very heart of her mother
Sending sun through her veins to me

!

She had been with us scarce a twelvemonth,
And it hardly seemed a day,

When a troop < if wandering angels

Stole my little daughter away
^

VOL. I.

GELING.
Sec Page 41.

J

Or perhaps those heavenly Zincali

But loosed the hampering strings,

And when they had opened her cage-door,

My little bird used her wings.

But they left in her stead a changeling.

A little angel child,

That seems like her bud in full blossom,

And smiles as she never smiled.

When I wako in the morning, I see it

Where she always used to lie,

And I feel as weak as a violet

Alone 'neath the awful sky

;

As weak, yet as trustful also ;

For the whole year long I see

All the wonders of faithful Nature

Still worked for the love of me;
Winds wander and dews drip earthward,

Rain falls, suns rise and set,

Earth whirls, and all but to prosper

A poor little violet.

This child is not mine as the first was,

I cannot sing it to rest,

I cannot lift it up fatherly,

And bliss it upon my breast;

Yet it lies in my little one's cradle,

And sits in my little one's chair,

And the light of the heaven she's gone to

Transfigures its golden hair.
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CHARLES XII.

[Dr. Samukl Johnson, born September 18, 1709. H;id a severe struggle to obtain recognition in literature.

Died December 13, 1781]

fN what foundation stands

the warrior's pride,

How just his hopes let Swe-

dish diaries decide

;

A frame of adamant, a soul of

fire,

dangers fright him, and no

lalxnirs tiro
;

O'er love, o'er fear, oxtends his

wide domain,

Unconqucrcd lord of pleasure and of pain

;

No joys to him pacific sceptres yield,

War Bounds the trump, ho rushes to the field;

Behold, surrounding kings their powers combine,

And one capitulate, and one resign;

courts his hand, but spreads her charms in

vain

:

"Think nothing gained," ho cries, "till naught
remain

;

On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards fly,

And all be mine beneath the Polar sky."

The march begins in military state,

And nations on his ej led wait

;

And Winter barrics : ,1ms of IV

Ho comes, not want and cold h ielav ;

Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa's day :

inquuhed hem mds,
And shows his miseries in distant lands

;

Condemned a needy supplicant to •••

While ladies interp

But did not chance at length her error mend t

Did no sub. pire mark his end t

Or hostilo millions press him t<> the ground?
His fall WS : to a barren strand,

-. and a dubious hand :

He left the name, at which the; world grew pale,

To point a moral, or adorn at,

[William Cowi>er. See Page 39.

Close by 1 he threshold of a door nailed

Three kittens sat; each kitten looked aghast.

I, passing swift and inattentive by,

At the three kittens cast a careless

Not much concerned to know what they did there.

Nor deeming kittens worth a poet's care.

But presently, a loud and furious h

Caused me to stop, and to exclaim, " Wl
When lol upon the threshold met my view,

With head erect, and eyes of fiery hue,

A viper long as Count do Grasse's queue.

Forth from his head his forked tongue he throws,

Darting it full against a kitten's n

Who, never having seen, in field or house,

The like, sat still and silent as a m
Only projecting, With attention due,

Ber whiskered (hoe, sho asked him, "Who are

you ?
"

On to the hall I went, with pace not slow

But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe:

With which, well armed, I hastened to the spot

THE COLUBRIAD.
The " Lines on the Death of a Favourite Cat," erroneously attributed to Cowper at page 105,

are by Gray.]

To find the viper, but I found him not.

And turning up the leaves and shrubs around.

Found only that ho was not to be found;

But still the kittens, sitting as before,

Sat watching close the bottom of the door.

"I hope," said I, " the villain I would kill

lipt between the door and the door-sill

;

And if I make dispatch, and follow I

No doubt but 1 shall find him in the yard."

(For long ere now it should have I n reheat

'Twas in the garden that I found him first).

Ten there I found him : there the full-grown cat

His head with velvet paw did gently

As our

To learn what this phenomenon might D
Filled with heroic ardour at the Bight,

And (earn moment he would bite,

And rob our household of our only

That was i

With
And taught hi as there d

Tin; PIT and tin: pendi
roc. 8m Pag* a]

I w \s sick—sick unfo death with that V

and when they at length unbound me. and I was

permitted aring
Mie. The it li

—
was the lost of distinct accentuation which reached

my ears. After that, the sound of the inquisitorial

in one il

initiate bum. 1

-perhaps from

with the burr of a mill-wheel. This only for a
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brief period ; for presently I heard no more. Then

silence, and stillness, and night were the universe.

I had swooned, but still will not say that all of

consciousness was lost. What of it there remained

I will not attempt to define, or even to describe

;

yet all was not lost. In the deepest slumber—no!

In delirium—no ! In a swoon—no ! In death

—

no ! Even in the grave all is not lost. Else there

is no immortality for man.

Very suddenly there came back to my soul

motion and sound—the tumultuous motion of the

heart, and in my ears the sound of its beating.

Then a pause in which all is blank. Then again

sound, and motion, and touch—a tingling sensa-

tion pervading my frame. Then the mere consci-

ousness of existence, without thought—a condition

which lasted long. Then, very suddenly, thought,

and shuddering terror, and earnest endeavour to

comprehend my true state. Then a strong desire

to lapse into insensibility. Then a rushing revival

of soul and a successful effort to move. And now
a full memory of the trial, of the judges, of the

sable draperies, of the sentence, of the sickness,

of the swoon. Then entire forgetfulness of all

that followed—of all that a later day and much
earnestness of endeavour have enabled me vaguely

to recall.

So far, I had not opened my eyes. I felt that I

lay upon my back, unbound. I reached out my
hand, and it fell heavily upon something damp and

hard. There I suffered it to remain for many
minutes, while I strove to imagine where and what

I could be. I longed, yet dared not to employ my
vision. I dreaded the first glance at objects

around mo. It was not that I feared to lo«k upon
things horrible, but that I grew aghast lest there

should be nothing to see. At length, with a wild

desperation at heart, I quickly unclosed my eyes.

My worst thoughts then were confirmed. The
blackness of eternal night encompassed me. I

struggled for breath. The intensity of the dark-

ness seemed to oppress and stifle me. The atmo-

sphere was intolerably close. I still lay quietly, and

made effort to exercise my reason. I brought to

mind the inquisitorial proceedings, and attempted

from that point to deduce my real condition. The
sentence had passed, and it appeared to me that a

very long interval of time had since elapsed. Yet
not for a moment did I suppose myself actually

dead. Such a supposition, notwithstanding what

we read in fiction, is altogether inconsistent with

real existence : but where and in what state was I ?

The condemned to death, I knew, perished usually

at the "auto-da-fes," and one of these had been held

on the very night of the day of my trial. Had I

been remanded to my dungeon to await the next

sacrifice, which would not take place for many
months P This I at once saw could not be. Vic-

tims had been in immediate demand. Moreover,

my dungeon, as well as all the condemned cells

at Toledo, had stone floors, and light was not

altogether excluded.

A fearful idea now suddenly drovo the blood in

torrents upon my heart, and, for a brief period, I

once more relapsed into insensibility. Upon re-

covering, I at once started to my feet, trembling

convulsively in every fibre. I thrust my arms
wildly above and around me in all directions. I

felt nothing
; yet dreaded to move a step, lest I

should be impeded by the walls of a tomb. Per-

spiration burst from every pore, and stood in cold

big beads upon my forehead. The agony of

suspense grew at length intolerable, and I cau-

tiously moved forward, with my arms extended,

and my eyes straining from their sockets, in the

hope of catching some faint ray of light. I

proceeded for many paces ; but still all was
blackness and vacancy. I breathed more freely.

It seemed evident that mine was not, at least, the

most hideous of fates.

And now, as I still continued to step cautiously

onward, there came thronging upon my recollec-

tion a thousand vague rumours of the horrors of

Toledo. Of the dungeons there had been strange

things narrated—fables I had always deemed them
—but yet strange and too ghastly to repeat, save

in a whisper.

My outstretched hands at length encountered

some solid obstruction. It was a wall, seemingly

of stone masonry—very smooth, slimy, and cold.

I followed it up ; stepping with all the careful dis-

trust with which certain antique narratives had
inspired me. This process, however, afforded me
no means of ascertaining the dimensions of my
dungeon ; as I might make its circuit, and return

to the point whence I set out, without being aware

of the fact ; so perfectly uniform seemed the wall.

I therefore sought the knife which had been in

my pocket when led to the inquisitorial chamber.

But it was gone ; my clothes had been exchanged

for a wrapper of coarse serge. I had thought of

forcing the blade in some minute crevice of tho

masonry, so as to identify my point of departure.

The difficulty, nevertheless, was but trivial

;

although, in the disorder of my fancy, it seemed at

first insuperable. I tore a part of tho hem from

the robe, and placed the fragment at full length,

and at right angles to the wall. In groping my
way around the prison, I could not fail to en-

counter this rag upon completing the circuit. So,

at least, I thought ; but I had not counted upon
the extent of the dungeon, or upon my own weak-

ness. The ground was moist and slippery. I stag-

gered onward for some time, when I stumbled and
fell. My excessive fatigue induced me to remain

prostrate, and sleep soon overtook me as I lay.

Upon awaking, and stretching forth an arm, I

found beside me a loaf and a pitcher with water.
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too much exhausted to reflect upon this cir-

ru instance, but ate and drank with avidity. Shortly

afterward I resumed my tour around the prison,

and, with much toil, came at last upon the (rag*

ment of the serge. Up to the period when I fell,

I had counted fifty-two paces, and, upon resuming

my walk, had counted forty-eight more when I

arrived at the rag. There were in all, then, a

hundred paces; and, admitting two paces to the

yard, I presumed the dungeon to bo fifty yards in

circuit. I had met, however, with many angles in

the wall, and thus I could form no guess at the

shape of the vault—for vault I could not help

supposing it to bo.

I had little object—certainly no hope—in I

; but a vague curiosity prompted mo to

continue them. Quitting the wall, I resoh

cross tho area of the enclosure. At first I pro-

1 with extreme caution, fur the floor, although

Beemingly of solid material, was treacherous with

slime. At length, however, I took courage, and
did not hesitate to step firmly—endeavouring to

cross in as direct a line as possible. I hail advanced

nornc ten or km in this maimer, when the

remnant of the torn hem of mj teame

entangled I stepped on it, and
fell violently on my 1.

In the confusion attending my fall, I did not

immediately apprehend a somewhat startling

circumstance, which yet, in a few seconds after-

ward, and while 1 still lay pr crested my
attention. It was this : my chin rested upon the

floor of the prison, hut my lips and tho upper
portion of my head, alth singly at B

.on than the chin, touched nothing. At the

time, my forehead seemed bathed in a

clammy vapour, and the peculiar smell of d<

fungus arose to my nostrils. I put forward my
arm, and ihoddered to find that I had fallen at the
rerj brink of a circular pit, wh
I had no means of ascertaining at the moment.

low the margin,

I in dislodging a small fragment, and
fall into the abyss. For many seconds I

hearkened to itsreverborations a- it dash

idee of tie
. at length

there Idea plunge into water, suecoedod

by loud echoes. At the same moment, then'

: lie quick opes, rapid

closing of a door overhead, While a faint gleam of

iddenly through the gloom, and as

j Aided away.
v clearly the doom which had been pre'

for me. and congratulated myself upon the timely

accident hy which I had

before my fall, and the world had seen mo no
.voided, was of that

very. • hieh I had regarded ss fabulous

and frivolous it

To the victims of its tyranny there was the choice

of death with its direst physical agonies, or death

with its most hideous moral horrors. I had been
reserved for the latter.

Shaking in every limb, I groped my way back to

the wall—resolving there to perish rather than
risk the terrors of the wells, of which my imagi-

nation now pictured many in various positions

about the dungeon. In other conditions of mind
1 might have had courage to end my misery at

once, by a plunge into one of these abysses
;
but

now I was the veriest of cowards. Neither could

I forget what I had read of these pits—that the

' extinction of life formed no part of their

horrible plan.

Agitation of spirit kept me awake for many long

hours; but at length I again slumbered.

arousing, 1 found by my side, as before, a loaf and
B pitcher of water. A burning thirst consumed
m •. ami I emptied the vessel at a draught. It

ly had 1 drunk
• ibly drou -v. A

sleep fell upon like that of >i

How long it lasted, of OOUTSe I know not ; but

when
annin .

. the origin of which I could n

line, 1 was enabled to see the extent

of the pr

In its size I had been greatly mista 1

whole circuit of its walls did I

ids. In my t :>t at exploration I

had counted Jifiy-t wo paces, up.U> the period when

I fell; I must then have been within a pat

two of tho fragment of serge—in fact, I had n

performed the circuit of the vault. 1 then

anil, upon awaking, I m returned upon

my steps—thus supposing the circuit nearly double

what it actually was. |fy confusion of mind pre-

rving thi

with the wall to the left, and ended it with

wall to the right.

1 hail been d
of the end Ed feeling my way. I had found

many angles, and thus deduced an idea

irregularity ; s > dark-

upon one arousing from leth

re simply those of a few .slight

. or niches, at odd U

!' the prison was square. "What

I had taken for > be iron,

or some other metal, in In:

or join 'he depression. 'I

i of this mi losurowaa rudely da

in all tho 1 I to which

tho ofaarnel ion of the monks has g
F fiends in

<n forms. Hy fearful

walls. I
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life

(Drawn by A. J. Elwes.)

"Forth from his head his forked tongue he throws,

Darting it full against a kitten's nose."

—

Page 258.

observed that the outlines of these monstrosities

were sufficiently distinct, but that the colours

seemed faded and blurred, as if from the effect of

a damp atmosphere. I now noticed the floor, too,

which was of stone. In the centre yawned the

circular pit from whose jaws I had escaped;

but it was the only one in the dungeon.

All this I saw indistinctly and by much effort

—

for my personal condition had been greatly changed

during slumber. I now lay upon my back, and at

full length, on a species of low framework of wood.

To this I was securely bound by a long strap re-

sembling a surcingle. It passed in many con-

volutions about my limbs and body, leaving at

liberty only my head, and my left arm to such ex-

tent, that I could, by dint of much exertion, supply
' myself with food from an earthen dish which lay

by my side on the floor. I saw, to my horror, that

the pitcher had been removed. I say, to my horror,

for I was consumed with intolerable thirst. This

thirst it appeared to be the design of my perse-

cutors to stimulate—for the food in the dish was
pungently seasoned.

Looking upward, I surveyed the ceiling of my
prison. It was some thirty or forty feet overhead,

and constructed much as the side walls. In one

of its panels a very singular figure riveted my
whole attention. It was the painted figure ofTime
as he is commonly represented, save that, in lieu

of a scythe, he held what, at a casual glance, I

supposed to be the pictured image of a huge

pendulum, such as we see on antique clocks.

There was something, however, in the appearance

of this machine which caused me to regard it more
attentively. While I gazed directly up at it (for

its position was immediately over my own), I

fancied that I saw it in motion. In an instant after-

ward the fancy was confirmed. Its sweep was brief,
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and of course slow. I watched it for some minutes,

somewhat in fear, but more in wonder. Wearied

at length with observing its dull movement, I

turned my eyes upon the other objects in the cell.

A slight noise attracted my notice, and looking

to the floor, I saw several enormous rats traversing

it. They had issued from the well, which lay just

within view to my right. Even then, while I gazed,

they came up in troops, hurriedly, with ravenous

eyes, allured by the scent of the meat. From this

it required much effort and attention to scare them
away.

It might have been half an hour, perliaps even

an hour (for I could take but imperfect note

of time), before I again cast my eyes upward.

What I then saw confounded and amazed me.

The sweep of the pendulum had increased in ex-

tent by nearly a yard. As a natural consequence,

its velocity was also much greater. But what
mainly disturbed me was the idea that it had par*

ceptibly descended. I now observed—with what
horror it is needless to say—that its nether ex-

tremity was formed of a crescent of glittering

steel, about a foot in length from horn to horn

;

the horns upward, and the under edge evidently

as keen as that of a razor. Like a razor also, it

seemed massy ami heavy, tapering from the edge
into a solid and broad structure above. It was
appended to a weighty rod of brass, and the whole

I as it swung through the air.

I could no longer donbt the doom prepared for

me by monkish ingenuity in torture.

What boots it to tell of the long, long hours of

horror more than mortal, during which I counted

the rushing oscillat ions of the steel? Inch by inch

—line by line—with a descent only appreci;:

intervals that seemed ages—down and still down
it came ! Days passed—it might have been that

many days passed—ere it swept so closely over me
as to fan me with its acrid breath. The odour of the

sharp steel forced itself into my nostrils. I prayed—I wearied heaven with my prayer for its moro
spocdy descent. I grew frantically mad, and
Struggled to forco myself upward against the

weep of the fearful scimitar. And then I fell

suddenly calm, and lay smiling at tho glittering

death, as a child at some rare bauble.

Then' was another interval of utter insensibility;

brief; for, upon again lapsing into life, there

had been no perceptible descent, in the pendulum.
But it might have been long, for I know then

demons who took note of my swoon, and
who could have arrested the vibration at p!<

Upon my recovery,
too, I felt very—oh, inex*

pressihly -sick and weak, as if through long

inanition. Kven amid the agonies of that p
the human nature craved food. With painful

effort I oatatretohed nay left arm as far

bonda permitted, and took possession of the

small remnant which had been spared me by the

rats. As I put a portion of it within my lips,

there rushed to my mind a half-formed thought of

joy—of hope. Yet what business had /with hope?

-, as I say, a half-formed thought—man has

many such, which are never completed. I felt

that it was ofjoy—hope ; but I felt also that it had

perished in its formation. In vain I atrnggl

perfect—to regain it. Long suffering had nearly

annihilated all my ordinary powers of mind. I

was an imbecile—an idiot.

Tho ribration of the pendulum was at right

angles to my length. I saw that tfa

designed to cross tho region of the heart. It

would fray the serge of my robe—it would return

and repeat its operations—again—and again.

Notwithstanding its terrifically wide sweep (some

thirty feet or more), and the hissing vigour i

descent, sufficient to sunder these very walls of

iron, still the fraying of my pobe would Ik- all that

for several minutes it would accomplish. And at

this thought I paused. I dared not go farther than

this reflection. I dwelt upon it with a pertii

of attention, as if, in so dwelling, I could arrest

he descent of the steel. I forced myself to

ponder upon the sound of the crescent as it should

pass across the garment—upon the peculiar thrill-

ing sensation which the friction of cloth pro. i

on the nerves. I pondered upon all this frivolity

until my teeth were on edge.

Down—steadily down it crept. I took a frenzied

pleasure in contracting its downward with its

lateral velocity. To tho right—to the let:

and wide—with the shriek of a damned spin

my heart, with the stealthy pace of a tiger 1

Down—certainly, r. .down! [tvibi

within three inches of my bosom! I

violently—furiously—to freo my left arm. This

was freo only from the elbow to the hand. 1

. from the plat: me. to my
mouth, with great offbrt, but no farthor.

Down—still nnoeaainglj—still inevitably down
;

I gasped and i. I

shrunk eonvub;

I saw that some ten or twelve vibrations would

bring tho steel in actual contact with my rob

with this observation there Bud I r my
spirit all the keen, collected calm: pair.

For th«' first time during many ho . haps

days—I tltiiU'jht. It now occurred to me that

tho bandage or anroingle which enveloped mo was

nni'fm\ I was tiod by no

stroke of tho razor-like athwart any
portion of the band would so detach it that it

might be unwound from my person bj

my left hand. But how fearful, in thai

proximity of tho steel ! The result of thi

struggle, how deadly! Was it likely, mon
that tho minions of the torturer had not foreseen
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and provided for this possibility? Was it probable

that the bandage crossed my bosom in the track

of the pendulum ? Dreading to find my faint, and,

as it seemed, my last hope frustrated, I so far

elevated my head as to obtain a distinct view of my
breast. The surcingle enveloped my limbs and

body close in all directions

—

save in the path of the

destroying crescent.

Scarcely had I dropped my head back into its

original position, when there flashed upon my
mind what I cannot better describe than as the

unformed half of that idea of deliverance to which

I have previously alluded, and of which a moiety

only floated indeterminately through my brain

when I raised food to my burning lips. The
whole thought was now present, feeble, scarcely

sane, scarcely definite, but still entire. I pro-

ceeded at once, with the nervous energy of despair,

to attempt its execution.

For many hours the immediate vicinity of the

low framework upon which I lay had been literally

swarming with rats. They were wild, bold,

ravenous—their red eyes glaring upon me as if

they waited but for motionlessness on my part to

make me their prey. " To what food," I shudder-

ingly reflected, " have they been accustomed in

the well?"

They had devoured, in spite of all my efforts to

prevent them, all but a small remnant of the con-

tents of the dish. With the particles of the oily

and spicy viand which now remained, I thoroughly

rubbed the bandage wherever I could reach it;

then, raising my hand from the floor, I lay breath-

lessly still.

At first, the ravenous animals were startled

and terrified at the change—at the cessation of

movement. They shrank alarmed back; many
sought the well. But this was only for a moment

:

I had not counted in vain upon their voracity.

Observing that I remained without motion, one or

two of the boldest leaped upon the frame-work,

and smelt at the surcingle. This seemed the signal

for a general rush. Forth from the well they
hurried in fresh troops. They clung to the wood
—they overran it, and leaped in hundreds upon my
person. The measured movement of the pen-

dulum disturbed them not at all. Avoiding its

strokes, they busied themselves with the anointed

bandage. They pressed, they swarmed upon me
in ever-accumulating heaps. They writhed upon
my throat ; their cold lips sought my own ; I was
half stifled by their thronging pressure ; disgust,

for which the world has no name, swelled my
bosom, and chilled, with a heavy clamminess, my
heart. Yet one minute, and I felt that the struggle

would be over. Plainly I perceived the loosening

of the bandage. I knew that in more than one
place it must be already severed. With a more
than human resolution, I lay still.

Nor had I erred in my calculations—nor had I

endured in vain. I at length felt that I was free.

The surcingle hung in ribbons from my body;
but the stroke of the pendulum already pressed

upon my bosom. It had divided the serge of the

robe. It had cut through the linen beneath.

Twice again it swung, and a sharp sense of pain

shot through every nerve. But the moment of

escape had arrived. At a wave of my hand, my
deliverers hurried tumultuously away. With a
steady movement—cautious, sidelong, shrinking

and slow—I slid from the embrace of the bandage,

and beyond the reach of the scimitar. For the

moment, at least, J was free !

Free ! and in the grasp of the Inquisition ! I

had scarcely stepped from my wooden bed of

horror upon the stone floor of the prison, when
the motion of the hellish machine ceased, and I

beheld it drawn up, by some invisible force, through
the ceiling. This was a lesson which I took

desperately to heart. My every motion was un-

doubtedly watched. Free! I had but escaped

death in one form of agony to be delivered unto
worse than death in some other. With that thought

I rolled my eyes nervously around on the barriers

of iron that hemmed me in. Something unusual

—

some change which, at first, I could not appreciate

distinctly—it was obvious, had taken place in the

apartment. For many minutes of a dreamy and
trembling abstraction I busied myself in vain,

unconnected conjecture. During this period I

became aware, for the first time, of the origin of

the sulphurous light which illumined the cell. It

proceeded from a fissure, about half an inch in

width, extending entirely around the prison at the

base of the walls, which thus appeared, and were
completely separated from the door. I en-

deavoured, but of course in vain, to look through

the aperture.

As I rose from the attempt, the mystery of tho

alteration in the chamber broke at once upon my
understanding. I have observed that, although

the outlines of the figures upon the walls wero

sufficiently distinct, yet the colours seemed blurred

and indefinite. These colours had now assumed,

and were momentarily assuming, a startling and
most intense brilliancy, that gave to the spectral

and fiendish portraitures an aspect that might have

thrilled even firmer nerves than my own. Demon
eyes, of a wild and ghastly vivacity, glared upon

me in a thousand directions, where none had been

visible before, and gleamed with the lurid lustre of

a fire that I could not force my imagination to

regard as unreal.

Unreal ! Even while I breathed there came to

my nostrils the breath of the vapour of heated

iron ! A suffocating odour pervaded the prison ! a
deeper glow settled each moment in the eyes that

glared at my agony! a richer tint of crimson
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Smith.)

diffused itself over tho pictured horrors of blood.

I panted, I gasped for breath ! There could bo no

doubt of tho design of my tormentors ; oh !

unrelenting, most demoniac of men! I shrank

from tho glowing metal to tho centre of the

Amid tho thought of tho fiery destruction that

impended, the idea of tho coolness of tho well oame
over my soul like balm. I rushed to its deadly

brink. I threw my straining vision below. Tho
glare from the enkindled roof illumined its inmost

rocosses. Yet, for a wild moment, did my spirit

rehend tho meaning of what 1

At length it forced—it v. itl way into my
soul—it burned itself in upon my shuddering

reason. Oh! for a voire to speak ! -oh ! horror!

oh! any horror but this! Willi a shriek. I r

from the margin, and buried my face in my !

>ing bittorly.

The heat rapidly increaeod, and on I

1 up, shuddering as w i i h a lit of the

There had boon a eeoond change in the oeQ, and

now tho change was obviously in the form, Aj
boforo, it was in vain that I at first endeavoured to

appreciate or understand whai

Hut not long was I left, in doubt. The \r.

torial rengeanoe had been hurried by my tw

te, and there was to be HO more dallying with

the King of Terrors. The room had been square.

that two of it
i iron angV ite

two, oonaeanently,
'

Phe fearful difh

quickly mi h a low rumbling or m<

sound. In an instant the upartm
its form into th

stopped not here— T neither hoped nor

p. I could ha-. red walls •

h." I

said.
" ' the pi'

I

might I no' have known thr

tho objoct of the burning iron : ? Could \

lid I with

And now, flatter and flatter

tho lozenge, with a rapidity that left me no timo

for contemplation. Its centre, and of •

greatest width, i ning gulf.

I shrank back, but tho el

i for my -

writhii m inch ol

a the firm floor of the pri --on. I

no more, but tho agony of my soul found vent in

ono loud, long, and I

that I to: D the brink— I averted my—
Then was discordant hum of human \-

as of many trump
a harsh g of thunders !

bed back ! An out I
arm

eaugh* I fell, flint ing, into I

that of General Lasalle. The French

I T le la .u tho
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TO VIOLETS.
[Robert IIerkick. See Page 130.]

Welcome, maids of honour,

You do bring

In the spring

;

And wait upon her.

She has virgins many,
Fresh and fair;

Yet you are

More sweet than any.

Y'are the Maiden Posies,

And so grac't,

To be plac't,

'Fore damask roses.

Yet though thus respected,

By-and-by

Ye do lie,

Poor girls, neglected.

THE DEATH OF NELSON.
[Eobeet Southey, born 12th Aug., 1774. Partially educated at Westminster and Oxford. In early life was associated with

Coleridge in a pantisocratical scheme. Laureate iu 1813. Died 21st March, 1843.]

Nelson, having dispatched his business at Ports-

mouth, endeavoured to elude the populace by
taking a by-way to the beach ; but a crowd col-

lected in his train, pressing forward, to obtain a

sight of his face ; many were in tears, and many
knelt down before him, and blessed him as he
passed. England has had many heroes, but never
one who so entirely possessed the love of his

fellow-countrymen as Nelson. All men knew that
his heart was as humane as it was fearless ; that

there was not in his nature the slightest alloy

of selfishness or cupidity ; but that, with perfect

and entire devotion, he served his country with
all his heart, and with all his soul, and with all

his strength; and, therefore, they loved him as

VOL. I.

truly and as fervently as he loved England. They
pressed upon the parapet to gaze after him when
his barge pushed off, and he was returning their

cheers by waving his hat. The sentinels, who
endeavoured to prevent them from trespassing

upon this ground, were wedged among the crowd
;

and an officer who, not very prudently upon such

an occasion, ordered them to drive the people

down with their bayonets, was compelled speedily

to retreat ; for the people would not be debarred

from gazing till the last moment upon the hero

—the darling hero of England I

# # # # #

It had been part of Nelson's prayer, that the

British fleet might be distinguished by humanity

34
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in the victory which he expected. Setting an
example himself, he twice gave orders to cease

firing on the Redoubtable, supposing that she had
struck, because her guns were silent ; for, as she

carried no flag, there was no means of instantly

ascertaining the fact. From this ship, which he

had thus twice spared, he received his death. A
ball, fired from her mizen-top, which, in the then

situation of the two vessels, was not more than

fifteen yards from that part of the deck where ho

was standing, struck the epaulette on his left

shoulder, about a quarter after one, just in tho

heat of action. He fell upon his face, on the spot

which was covered with his poor secretary's blood.

Hardy, who was a few steps from him, turning

round, saw three men raising him up.
" They have done for me at last, Hardy," said he.

" I hope not," cried Hardy.

"Yes!" he replied; "my back-bone is shot

through."

Yet even now, not for a moment losing his

presence of mind, he observed, as they wen
lying him down tho ladder, that the tiller ropes,

which had been shot away, were not yet replaced,

and ordered that new ones should be rove immo-
diately; then, that he might not bo seen by the

Ctew, he took out his handkerchief, and covered

his face and his stars. Had he but com
badges of honour from the enemy, England,

perhaps, would not have had cause to receive

with sorrow the news of the battle of Trafalgar.

The cockpit was crowded with wounded and
dying men, over whose bodies he was with some
difficulty conveyed, and laid upon a pallet in the

midshipmen's berth. It was soon perceived, upon
examination, that the wound was mortal. This,

however, was concealed from all except Captain

Hardy, the chaplain, and the medical attendants.

Ho himself being certain, from the sensation in

his back, and the gush of blood he felt momently
within his breast, that no human care could

him, insisted that the surgeon should leave him,

and atd ml to those to whom ho might bo useful;

"for," said lie, " you can do nothing for me."

All that could be dono was to fan him with

paper, and frequently to give him lemonade to

alleviate his intense thirst. He was in great pain,

and expressed much anxiety for tho event of the

i, which now began to declare itself. As
often as a ship struck of the 1

hurraed; and at every "hurra!" a visible c>

of joy beamed in the eyes and marked the

countenance of the dying hero. 1 Jut he became

impatient to see Hardy; and as that officer,

h often sent for, could l tho deck.

•red that some fatal cause prev.

him, :.nd repeatedly cried: "Will no one bring

Hardy to meP ho must bo killed! he is surely

An hour and ten minutes elapsed

the time Nelson received his wound, before

Hardy could come to him. They shook hands in

silence, Hardy in vain struggling to suppress the

feelings of that most painful and yet sublimest

moment.
" Well, Hardy," said Nelson, " how goes the

day with us?"
"Very well," replied Hardy; "ten ships have

struck, but five of tho van have tacked, and show

an intention to bear down upon the Victory. I

have called two or three of our fresh ships round,

and have no doubt of giving them a drubbing."
" I hope,' lson, " none of our ships have

struck?"

1 Tardy answered, " there was no fear of th

Then, and not till then, Nelson spoke of him-

self. "I am a dead man, Hardy." said he; "I
am going fast; it will be all over with me soon.

Come nearer to me. Let my dear Lady Hamilton

have my hair.and all other things b
ly observed that ho hoped Mr. R

could yet hold out some prospect of life.

"Oh, no," he replied; "it is impossible. My
back is shot through. Reatty will tell you so."

ly then once more shook hands with him,

ami with a heart almost bursting, hastened upon
deck.

Ry this time all feeling belovr the b

gone ; and Nelson, having made tho sui

ascertain this, said to him, "You know I am
gone. I know it. I feel something rising in my

." putting his hand on his left side, " which

tells mo so." And upon Reatty's inquiring

whet Iter his pain was very gr

great, that he wished ho was dead. Y<

he, in a lower voice, "one would like to 1

little longer, too!" And after a few minut

tho same under-tone, he added, " W1
become of poor Lady Hamilton, if she knew my
situation P" Next to his country she occupied his

thoughts. Captain Hardy, some fifty minutes

after he had left the cockpit, returned, and again

taking the hand of his dying friend and

mander, congratulated him on having gained a

complete victory. How many of 1

1

taken ho did not know, as it was impossib:

them distinctly; but fourteen or fifteen

at least. weil." cried N.Imhi. " but I

bargained for twenty." And then, in a itn

he said: "Anchor, Hardy; anchor." Hardy,

upon this, hinted that Admiral Collingwood would

take Upon himself the direction of atl'a'

while I live, Har.lv." said the dying Nelson, in-

tally endeavouring to raise himself from the

bed) "do you anchor." His previous orders for

to anchor had shown how clearly ho

v the necessity of this. Presently, calling

Hanly back, ho said to him in a low voice, " Don't

throw me overboard;" and he desired that he
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might be buried by his parents, unless it should

please the king to order otherwise. Then, revert-

ing to private feelings :
" Take care of my dear

Lady Hamilton, Hardy: take care of poor

Lady Hamilton. Kiss me, Hardy," said he.

Hardy knelt down and kissed his cheek; and

Nelson said, " Now I am satisfied. Thank God I

have done my duty!" Hardy stood over him in

silence for a moment or two, then knelt again and

kissed his forehead. " Who is that ? " said Nelson;

and being informed, he replied, " God bless you,

Hardy!" And Hardy then left him—for ever.

Nelson now desired to be turned upon his right

side, and said, " I wish I had not left the deck

;

for I shall soon be gone." Death was, indeed,

rapidly approaching. He said to the chaplain,

"Doctor, I have not been a great sinner;" and
after a short pause, " Remember that I leave Lady
Hamilton and my daughter Horatia as a legacy to

my country." His articulation- now became diffi-

cult ; but he was distinctly heard to say, " Thank
God, I have done my duty!" These words he

repeatedly pronounced; and they were the last

words which he uttered. He expired at thirty

minutes after four—three hours and a quarter

after he had received his wound.
The death of Nelson was felt in England as

something more than a public calamity: men
started at the intelligence, and turned pale, as if

they had heard of the loss of a dear friend. An
object of our admiration and affection, of our

pride and of our hopes, was suddenly taken from

us ; and it seemed as if we had never till then

known how deeply we loved and reverenced him.

What the country had lost in its great naval hero

—the greatest of our own and of all former times

—was scarcely taken into the account of grief.

So perfectly, indeed, had he performed his part,

that the maritime war, after the battle of Trafalgar,

was considered at an end. The fleets of the enemy
were not merely defeated, but destroyed ; new
navies must be built, and a new race of seamen
reared for them, before the possibility of

their invading our shores could again be contem-
plated. It was not, therefore, from any selfish

reflection upon the magnitude of our loss that we
mourned for him : the general sorrow was of

a higher character. The people of England grieved

that funeral ceremonies, and public monuments,
and posthumous rewards, were all which they

could now bestow upon him whom the king, the

legislature, and the nation would have alike

delighted to honour ; whom every tongue would

have blessed; whose presence in every village

through which he might have passed would have

wakened the church bells, have given schoolboys

a holiday, have drawn children from their sports

to gaze upon him, and "old men from their

chimney-corner " to look upon Nelson ere they

died. The victory of Trafalgar was celebrated,

indeed, with the usual forms of rejoicing, but they

were without joy ; for such already was the glory

of the British navy, through Nelson's surpassing

genius, that it scarcely seemed to receive any

addition from the most signal victory that ever

was achieved upon the seas ; and the destruction

of this mighty fleet, by which all the maritime

schemes of France were totally frustrated, hardly

appeared to add to our security or strength ; for,

while Nelson was living to watch the combined

squadrons of the enemy, we felt ourselves as

secure as now, when they were no longer in

existence.

There was reason to suppose, from the appear-

ances upon opening his body, that in the course of

nature, he might have attained, like his father, to

a good old age. Yet he cannot be said to have

fallen prematurely whose work was done ; nor

ought he to be lamented, who died so full of

honours, and at the height of human fame. The
most triumphant death is that of the martyr; the

most awful that of the martyred patriot; the most

splendid that of the hero in the hour of victory

;

and if the chariot and the horses of fire had been

vouchsafed for Nelson's translation, he could

scarcely have departed in a brighter blaze of

glory. He has left us, not indeed his mantle of

inspiration, but a name and an example which

are at this hour inspiring thousands of the youth

of England—a name which is our pride, and an

example which will continue to be our shield and

our strength. Thus it is that the spirits of the

great and wise continue to live and to act aftev

them.

THE CELANDINE.*
[Edward Capekn. Set Page 73.]

Dear Celandine ! fresh from the green bank
springing,

I hail thy visit to our world again

;

I heard the skylark in the bright cloud sing-

ing.

I heard the thrush a-piping up the lane,

And saw the sun with lion-vigour flinging

The murky vapours from his golden mane.

Across my cheek the warm south wind cam.*

stealing,

By permission of the Author.
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With pressure soft as gentle mother's hand;

And Zephyr whispered, "Celandine's revealing

Her glory somowhere in this lovely land."

And then I wandered where, all joyously,

The stream rushed downward to the clamouring

mill,

And watched it foam and labour boisterously

To pour its force upon tho water-wheel.

And now I've found thee, bright as star-fire glow-

ing.

A little golden glory in the sun,

And feel new joy through all my being flowing,

As when I first beheld my only son.

'Tis passing strange, thou little thing enchanting,

That thou o'er me shouldst hold such sweet

control,

As thus to make me wander, lone and panting,

To seek this rapt enthralrnent of the soul:

Yet so it is ; I can't rosist the pleasure

;

I'd give a kingdom, had I ono to givo,

To dwell with thee, my pretty golden treasure,

And ever feel us I this moment live.

Where is thy little modest Primrose sister,

And pensive Snowdrop? Daisy, where is shop

It seems an age since I lasi saw and kissed her

All rain bewashed, upon the bleak, DSH

You say, " Whero golden Daffodils are creeping

Through brambles tangled, there the Snowdrop's
seen;

That Primrose from tho mossy bank is peeping,

And from the hill-top little ' Daisy Queen.'

"

A thank, my dear, I'm happier for this meeting

—

I seem to feel I'm youngor for it, too

;

I'll hie to them, and give them each a greeting,

And tell them all the joy I've had with you.

Ye souls ambitious, tossed on every billow,

Or foundering on the sands of discontent,

Peace would ye have, let Nature mako your
pillow,

With flowers, and moss, and dewy gems be-

sprent,

Go climb the hills where celandines and daisies,

And snowdrops with their primrose sisters

rest;

Go list tho birds, all jubilant of praises,

And calm the passions of your troubled breast

;

And you, whose lives are fettered by restriction,

Whom fate has pent from this delightful sight,

And labour grim, and wearying affliction,

Have doomed to witness one perpetual night,

should feel a joy within your bosom.

Whilst humming o'er my wild untutored lay,

I'll tell you why 1 plucked this fancy blossom

—

To mako tho face of grief look glad and gay.

A TOWN WIT DESCRIBED.
[Oliver Goldsmith. See Page 10.]

WHH tho morning arrived on which we were to

entertain our young landlord, it may be easily

Supposed what provisions were exhausted to mako

an appearance. It may be also conjoctured, that

my wife and daughters expanded their gayest

plumage on this occasion. Mr. Thornhill came

with a couple of friends, his cliaplain and feeder.

The servants, who wero numerous, he politely

Ordered to the next al. house: but my wife, in the

triumph of her heart, insisted on entertaining

them all; for which, by-the-bye, our family was

pinched for throe w r. As Mr. Burchell

bad hinted to us, the day before, that h

making some proposals of marriage to Miss

Wilmot, my son George's former mistress, this a

good deal damped the heartiness of his reception;

but aooident, in some measure, relieved our env

hSSmsntj for one of the company happening

tO mention her n.. Thornhill observed,

with an oath, that he never knew anything more

absurd than railing such ft fright a beauty: "For,

striko me ugly," continued he, " if I should not

find as much pleasure in choosing my mi -truss by

thti information of a lamp under the clock i

Dunstan's." At this he laughed, end so did we:

tho jr^ts of tho rich ore ever successful. Olivia,

too, could not avoid whispering, loud enough
to be heard, that ho hud an infinite fund of

humour.

After dinner I began with my usual toast, tho

Church; for this 1 was thanked by the chaplain,

.-aid tho Church was tho only mistress of his

affections.

" Come, tell us honestly, Frank," said the

squire, with his usual archness, "suppose the

Church, your present mistress, dressed in lawn

s, on one hand, and .Miss Sophia on tho

other, which would you be forP"
" 1'or both, to be suro," cried the chaplain.

" Bight) Frank," cried tho squire i " for

may this glass suffocate me, but a fine girl

(la all the priestcraft in tho creation;

for what are tithes and tricks but an im-

position, all a confounded imposture? and I can

it."

"
1 wish you would," Cried my son Moses; "anil

I think," continued he, "that I should be ablo to

answer you."
• Very well, sir," cried the Squire, who imme-

: him, and winking on the rest of

tnpany to prepare us for the sport: "if you

arc for a cool argument upon that subject, I am
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(Drawn by L. C. Henley.)

ready to accept the challenge. And first, whether
are you for managing it analogically or dia-

logically ?
"

" I am for managing it rationally," cried Moses,
quite happy at being permitted to dispute.

" Good again," cried the squire :
" and firstly,

of the first, I hope you'll not deny that whatever
is, is : if you don't grant me that, I can go no
further."

" Why," returned Moses, " I think I may grant
that, and make the best of it."

" I hope, too," returned the other, " you will

grant that a part is less than the whole."

" I grant that too," cried Moses :
" it is but just

and reasonable."

" I hope," cried the squire, " you will not deny

that the three angles of a triangle are equal to

two right ones."

" Nothing can be plainer," returned t'other, and
looked round with his usual importance.

"Very well," cried the squire, speaking very

quick ;
" the premises being thus settled, I pro-

ceed to observe, that the concatenation of self-

existence, proceeding in a reciprocal duplicate

ratio, naturally produce a problematical dialogism,

which, in some measure, proves that the essence



270 ILLUSTRATED READINGS.

of spirituality may bo referred to tho second

predicable."

"Hold, hold," cried the other, "I deny that.

Do you think I can thus tamely submit to such

heterodox doctrines P
"

" What," replied the squire, as if in a passion,
" not submit ! Answer me one plain question.

Do you think Aristotle right when he says that

relatives are related ?
"

" Undoubtedly," replied the other.

" If so, then," cried the squire, " answer mo
directly to what I propose: Whether do you judge
tho analytical investigation of the first part of my
enthymem deficient secundum quoad, or quoad
minus ? and give me your reasons, givo me your

us, I say, directly."

" I protest," cried Moses, " I don't rightly com-
prehend the force of your reasoning; but if it be

reduced to one single proposition, I fancy it may
then have an answer."

" Oh, sir," cried the squire, " I am your most
humble servant; I find you want mo to furnish

you with argument and intellects too. No, sir!

there, I protest, you are too hard for me."

This effectually raised tho laugh against poor

>, who sat the only dismal figure in a group

of merry faces; nor did ho offer a single syllable

more during the whole entertainment.

But though all this gave me no pleasure, it had
a very different effect upon Olivia, who mistook

it for humour, though but a mere act of tho

memory. She thought him, therefore, a very fine

gentleman; and such as (insider what powerful

ingredient! a good figure, fine clothes, and
fortune, are in that character, will easily forgive

her. Mr. Thornhill, notwithstanding his real

ignorance, talked with ease, and could expatiato

upon the common topics of conversation with

fluency. It is not surprising, then, that such

I should win tho affections of a girl who, by
education, was taught to value an appearan

herself, and, consequently, to sot a value upon it

in another.

>n his departure, wo again entered into a
• upon the morits of our young landlord.

As ht« directed his looks :r nation to

Olivia, it was no longer doubted but that sho

mi tho object that induced him to bo our visitor.

Nor did sho seem to be much displeased at tho

innocent raillory of her brother and sister upon
tliis occasion. Even Deborah herself scorned to

share the glotj of the day, and exulted in her

dangle «y, as if it wore her own.

'And now, my dear," cried sho to me, "I'll

fairly own that it was I that, instruct ed my girls

to encourage our landlord's addresses. I had

always some ambition, and you now see that I

was right ; for who knows how this may end P
"

" Ay, who knows that, indeed !

" answered I

with a groan. " For my part, I don't much like it

;

and I could have been better pleased with one
that was poor and honest, than this fine gentleman
with his fortune and infidelity; for, depend on't,

if he be what I suspect him, no freethinker shall

ever have a child of mine."
" Sure, father," cried Moses, " you are too severe

in this ; for Heaven will never arraign him for

what he thinks, but for what he does. Every man
has a thousand vicious thoughts, which arise

without his power to suppress. Thinking freely

of religion may be involuntary with this gentle-

man ; so that, allowing his sentiments to bo
wrong, yet, as ho ia purely passive in his assent,

he is no more to bo blamed for his errors,

than the governor of a city without walls for

tho shelter ho is obliged to afford an invading

enemy."
" True, my son," cried I ;

" but if the governor

invites the enemy there, ho is justly culpable ; and

such is always the case with those who embrace
error. Tho vice does not lie in assenting to the

proofs thoy see, but in being blind to many of tho

proofs that offer. So that, though our erroneous

opinions be involuntary when formed, yet, as wo
havo been wilfully corrupt, or very negligent in

forming them, we deserve punishment for our

vice, or contempt for our folly."

My wife now kept up the conversation, though
not the argument. She observed that b<

very prudent men of our acquaintance were

thinkers, and made very good husbands ; and she

knew some sensible girls that had had skill

enough to make converts of their spouses. " And
who knows, my dear," continued she, " what
Olivia may bo able to do? Tho girl has a great

deal to say upon every subject, and, to my know*

, is very well skilled in controversy."
'• Why, my dear, what controversy can sho have

read?" cried I. "It does not occur to mo that

I ever put such books into her hands
;

you
certainly over-rate her merit."

" Indeed, papa," replied Olivia, "she docs not;

I have read a great deal of controversy. I havo

read tho disputes between Thwackum and Square;

tho controversy between Robinson Crusoe and

Friday, the savage; and I am now employed
i ling the controversy in Religious Court-

ship."

' Very well." cried I, " that's a good girl. I find

you aro perfectly qualified for making com
and so go holp your mother to make tho gooso-

berry-;
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SHALL I, WASTING IN DESPAIR.

[George Wither, bora in Hampshire, 1588.

HALL I, wasting in despair,

Die because a woman's fair ?

Or make pale my cheeks with care,

Cause another's rosy are ?

Be she fairer than the day,

Or the flowery meads in May,

If she be not so to me,

What care I how fair she be?

Should my heart be grieved or pined

'Cause I see a woman kind ?

Or a well-disposed nature

Joined with a lovely feature ?

Be she meeker, kinder than

Turtle dove or pelican,

If she be not so to me,

What care I how kind she be ?

Shall a woman's virtues move
Me to perish for her love ?

Or her well-deservings, known,

Make me quite forget my own P

Served in the Parliamentary Army. Died 1667.J

Be she with that goodness blest

Which may gain her name of best,

If she be not such to me,

What care I how good she be ?

'Cause her fortune seems too high,

Shall I play the fool and die ?

Those that bear a noble mind,

Where they want of riches find,

Think what with them they would do

That without them dare to woo ;

And unless that mind I see,

What care I how great she be ?

Great, or good, or kind, or fair,

I will ne'er the more despair

:

If she love me, this believe,

I will die ere she shall grieve :

If she slight me when I woo,

I can scorn and let her go

;

For if she be not for me,

What care I for whom she be ?

THE BATTLE OF AGINCOURT.
[[Michael Drayton, born at Hartshill, Warwickshire, 1563.

Laureate in 1626.

Fair stood the wind for France

When we our sails advance,

Nor now to prove our chance

Longer will tarry

;

But putting to the main,

At Kaux, the mouth of Seine,

With all his martial train,

Landed King Harry.

And taking many a fort,

Furnished in warlike sort,

Marched towards Agincourt

In happy hour

;

Skirmishing day by day

With those that stopped his way,

Where the French general lay

With all his power.

Which in his height of pride,

King Henry to deride,

His ransom to provide

To the King sending
;

Which he neglects the while,

As from a nation vile,

Yet with an angry smile,

Their fall portending.

And turning to his men,
Quoth our brave Henry then,

" Though they to one be ten,

Be not amazed.

Supposed to have been at Oxford and in the army.

Died in 1631.]

Yet, have we well begun,

Battles so bravely won
Have ever to the sun

By fame been raised.

" And for myself," quoth ho,

" This my full rest shall be,

England ne'er mourn for me,

Nor more esteem me.

Victor I will remain,

Or on this earth lie slain

;

Never shall she sustain

Loss to redeem me.

" Poictiers and Cressy, tell

When most their pride did swell,

Under our swords they fell

;

No less our skill is

Than when our grandsire great,

Claiming the regal seat,

By many a warlike feat,

Lopt the French lilies."

The Duke of York so dread

The eager vanward led

;

With the main Henry sped,

Amongst his henchmen.

Excester had the rear,

A braver man not there,

—

Oh, ho ! how hot they were

On the false Frenchmen !

Poet



272 ILLUSTRATED READINGS.

: (W France
When wo our soil* advance."—Page 271.

They now to fight arc gone,

Armour on armour shone,

Dram now to dram <li<l groan

—

To hear was wonder;
That with the cries thoy make,
The very earth did shake,

Trumpet to trumpet spake,

Thunder to thunder.

"Well it thine age became,

O noble Erpinghanie,

Which did the signal aim
To our hid forces

;

When from a meadow by,

Like a storm suddenly,

The English archery

Stuck the French horses.

With Spanish yew so strong,

Arrows a cloth-yard let

That like to sorponts stung

Piercing the weather;
None from his follow sta

Rut playing manly p
And like true English h.

Stuck close together.

Winn down their bows tiny threw
Ami forth their bilbows d

And on the French they Hew i

Not one was tardy ;

Arms wore from shoulders sent,

Beelpe to the teoth wore t

Down the French peasants w<

Our men were lianly.

This while our noble king.

1 brandishing,

Down 1 ding,

to o'erwhehn it

;

And many | deep wound lent,

ins with blood besprent,

Ami many a cruel dent

Bruised his helmet.

Glos'ter, that duke so good,

Noxt of the royal blood,

For famous England stood

With his brave brother,

Clarence, in steel so bright,

Thoogfa but a maiden knight,

! that furious fight

Scarce such another.

\ ick in blood did wade,

Oxford the foe invade,

And cruel .slaughter made,

Still as they ran up;

Suffolk his axe did ply,

Beaumont and "Willoughhy

Bare them right doughtily,

ran and Fanl,

Upon Saint Crispin's day
. -lit was tail nolile fray,

"Which hme did not delay

To England to carry

;

Oh, when shall English)

With such acts fill a pen,

gland breed again

Such a King Harry P
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THE GARRISON HACK*
[Me. Sidney L. Blanchard is a son of the lamented Laman Blanchard. He is the author of several popular works, and a

journalist of established repute.]

The new comer was not long in alighting, and

while he did so Mr. Rocket discreetly retired out

of eyeshot, for it was just possible that there

might have been another occupant of the gharee

in the shape of a lady ; and, as ladies in India do

not always look quite presentable when travelling

by dak, gentlemen in India make a point of sparing

their feelings as far as possible. The new comer,

however, was alone, though he told the servants

he had a friend on the road, whom he had out-

stripped, owing to the unexpected alacrity of

his horse during the last stage. Having ordered

his luggage to be taken into a vacant room, he

commanded a couple of chairs to be brought

into the verandah, and, seating himself in true

Indian fashion, took a survey of the scene, thus

affording any person present a good opportunity

of taking a survey of him. He was a tall man,
of something more than forty, a trifle yellow

and a trifle withered, and his cleanly-shaven
face, the neatly clipped moustache alone excepted,

contributed to the sternness of aspect which
he seemed to cultivate. I may as well here men-
tion that his name and style, as described on
his baggage, were Major Martingale, and he was

also of the Army of the Hon. the East India

Company.
Acquaintanceships are soon maae in India.

The pair in the present case had met once before

—some years previously—at a mess dinner, and
they had heard of one another five hundred times

since, in the course of service duties and social

gossip. They were now as free as old friends, and
chattered as men only can, on such short notice,

who have interests, and hopes, and friends in

common. The inevitable question—" How's pro-

motion P "—was soon asked and answered on both

sides ; the dialogue being rife with such words

as " steps," " bonuses," and other technicalities,

with which I will not trouble the reader.

" You were at Cawnpore last year, I think you

said?" the major presently remarked. " Of course

you knew the brigadier ?
"

" The old Brig—old Crupper ? Of course I

did ; acted as his brigade major, and should hav<>

got the puckar appointment but for my rank—and

—and—well, I don't mind saying—a lady had

something to do with it."

"What, his wife?"
" No ; a young lady staying in the house."

By permission of the Author.
35
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" Ah ! then you have met Miss Barmecide ?"

" Met her, my boy ! I should like to know who
had not met Bella Barmecide anywhere between

the Himalayas and Cape Comorin. Why, she is

as well known as tho adjutant-general.''

" I have heard of her," rejoined the major care-

lessly. "Do you know her precise position in

the brigadier's family? She was no relative, I

believe?"
" Not the slightest—that is to say, I do know

what her precise position was—I mean that she

was not the slightest relative. She was the

daughter of a brevet captain, who died at Bays-

after taking a premature pension.

" Well, Bella—we all called her Bella, you know
—after skimming as much cream off an education

as the skyblue of a semi-fashionable school would

afford, was plaoed under the care of a lively aunt,

who paid not the smallest attention to her, and who
got rid of her onee and for all by shipping her off

iia. This she managed without much trouble

or expense. The Cruppers agreed to r>

and let her live with them until she got ma
if the aunt would send her out. So the aunt was

kind enough to pay her passage money by the P.

and ()., and launched her into deep water under

that anomalous kind of guardianship known us the
4 care of the captain,' who has usually a dozen or

so of young ladies so placed every voyage, and who
". the passengers under his care, if you come '

to that. Bella was the mildest of girls in England;

but there is nothing like sea air to bring out t rut h

and nature. There are many persons, I b
whoso characters may bo said to be written in in-

visible ink so long as they remain OB land; let them

loose on a v it in bold

as before a biasing fire. Bella Barmecide was one

of these. She began to flirt before she was out of

Southampton Water, and she was flirting when
she reached Garden Beach, at Calcutta; nor did

she leave off then, as I suppose you know, i

heard much about her. She was deep*

ill in the Bay, aa most young ladi at the

ruling passion was superior to at . and

she made her malady as powerful a weapon as

anyh rotdd have made her health. When
a girl is lit for nothing else, she can generally

•id when she

ie, she can, at any Lie sympathy.

Bella made the most of her opportunitie

may bo sure; and by remaining quiet at first,

kept curiosity, at least, alive. By the th

reached Gib, she wa amense execution in

the languid line, and by the time

she had establi tmplete empin
admirers of vivacity and dash. By this tii:

hail several promising flirtations on hand.

" Her arrival in ( lalcul

" Uib" aud " Malt." nro uii; raltar and Malta.

glorious. She had made the mistake of cultivating

only the male sex, who, of course, could no:

to receive her; and, having incurred by this

means the mortal enmity of every lady on b

of course none of these would have ahythii

do with her. There were two or three married

fellows, to be sure, among her particular friends,

but even these did not choose to take the re-

sponsibility of introducing her at their homes
;

so she was thrown back, after all, upon her formal

protector, the ship's captain, who v% drop

her at a boarding-house on shor • she

found her way Dp count iy to her friends as she

best might. She was just a little depressed, 1

-, but recovered !;,

on taking her place I " spin* of a Mo:

station. Bere she was all in her glory, and it

would bo difficult to say whether she made a

r fool of herself or of otl The old

Brig to whom she went out was not a Brig al

and whether upon i

' or other duty,

he was somehow marched about in a met-'

manner. During the | which el

from tho arrival of Bella to his getting the <

poro Brigade, ho was at some half-dozen dii!

08 in the north-west provinces and the

Punjaub, and Bella i to gain addif

experience by b 1 about on visits ; for slio

found it SI

she had powerful DW LOUgh her ' can

on ' was just as bad as it had been on board ship.

"To do her justice, 1 don't thin 1
.

any of the men whom she made love to, or v.

she allowed to I
liked the

be said; and 1 be]

like. As soon as things began to get ith a

man, she cut. him, and there was an end t

busini

the men did no with much m.

than she treated them. The jokes about hi

the m
ihamed of ben

door-knockerf to her any loi

men are not sensible, of <

as far as numbers «« The on!\

or two to whom she paid any bion, I

am bound to say, jilted her I

was more than once the subject of

of a rather mortifying char.i

which could lie

fellow pr

deolar marry any olli

be had a intment.

. when all the station was out in the early

inorni markably fin

found

I Uiijjbeaide tbe carriage and

MM
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tied to old Crupper's gate-post, with a pair of

spurs attached to his heels, and a label fastened

to his leg, after the manner of a presentation

turkey at Christmas-time, upon which was in-

scribed — ' For Miss Barmecide.' Everybody

laughed, of course, and the joke was communicated,

by 'our own correspondent,' to the Delhi Gazette;

'our own correspondent,' I have no doubt, being

one of the perpetrators of the mischief.

"At last, affairs began to grow serious. Mamma
Crupper, as well as the Brig, remonstrated with

her seriously upon the imprudence of her con-

duct as affecting her prospects in life, and even

gave her broad hints as to the pecuniary responsi-

bility which they were incurring on her behalf.

This indeed, began to assume dimensions beyond
a joke; for, although the aunt had made judicious

arrangement with a Calcutta milliner that her

bills were to stand over until her marriage, when
of course her husband would pay, the milliner

naturally grew anxious. Credit, like art, is long

;

but time is fleeting, and the Brig received por-

tentous warnings that if Miss Barmecide did not

choose to get a husband, somebody else must see

to the bills : and this was an alternative that the

Brig, who had been all his life in India, was deep

in the banks, and had only just begun to liquidate

his subaltern's debts, by no means relished. After

a great struggle, I believe, Bella condescended to

change her tactics. She was in no great hurry to

do so, as she imagined that she had but to hold

up her finger to have a ring put upon it then

and there; but when she condescended to make
the experiment, she found she had gone just a

little too far ; that she had reckoned, in fact, with-

out her host—of admirers.
" You ask," pursued Rocket, who had had the

talking tolerably well to himself all this time.

" when I was acquainted with the young lady.

Well, it was at Cawnpore, a year ago ; and then,

I don't mind confessing, that I made a fool of

myself, like the rest."

" I should like to know how you managed
thatp" said Martingale, looking just a little sar-

castic.

" Well, you shall," said Rocket, who was more
occupied with his own recollections than with his

companion, and was talking, I fancy, rather to

please himself than anybody else. " Well, you
shall. This is how it happened. There was a
ball one night—there was always a ball at that

time at Cawnpore—and Miss Barmecide was there

as a matter of course. I had not been long at

the station, but had already been fortunate enough
to earwig my way into thq post of brigade major
—only officiating of course. My duties took me a

great deal to the house, as the Brig held his office

there ; and somehow I found myself before long as

regular an attendant at tho tiffin-table as the

tunda moorghee* itself. Sometimes I stayed on all

day and dined, and nearly always I was pressed

into the service to go out riding or driving with

the family, or it might be with Bella alone. As
for the brigade business, it got shamefully

neglected. The office was fast being transferred

to the drawing-room—the whole business being

transacted on sofas, ottomans, or anywhere most
convenient. As to attending to any etiquette as

regarded uniform, I soon gave that up ; if the

Brig didn't care, why should I ?

" Well, in the mean time, I was a little taken

with this girl, I must confess, notwithstanding her

foolish way of going on and getting herself talked

about; and at the ball I mentioned just now I was
as nearly taking the fatal plunge as could well be.

It was after supper—of course it was, you will say

—and we had just finished a particularly wild

galop, and having got hotter than anybody ever

was before—as well we might, for though tho

punkahs were going, the thermantidotesf would
not work—we had gone out on to the verandah to

cool ourselves. The verandah was not cool enough,

so we descended into the garden, and there, as we
walked up and down a path separated by a row of

orange-trees from the house, as well as from the

band, which was playing in the open air close to

the verandah, the sweet moonlight, and the soft

atmosphere, and the charming character of the

scene generally, had such an effect upon me that

I felt myself suddenly impelled to make a declar-

ation of love. As to what followed, I confess to

being a little confused. It was after supper, as I

told you, and the air had set my head swimming
coming from the hot room. I know, however,

that I could not have said much, as to quantity,

when I heard myself addressed by name, and the

next moment a hand was laid upon my shoulder

by a small ensign who could scarcely reach it, but

who told me hurriedly that the Brig was ill, and
that Miss Barmecide was wanted immediately

—

to go home. We hurried back accordingly, my
head getting suddenly clear, and then I found

that just what I anticipated liad come to pass.

The Brig, without having exactly taken too

much, had become indisposed, not exactly

through having taken too little. He had no

head left, especially in hot weather, for

the slightest excess, and, as he could scarcely

keep his eyes open, it was desirable to get

him away as soon as possible, to save scandal.

Accordingly, he and his party were put into

their carriage, and I returned to my bungalow

very soon after, with a vague idea of something

being the matter. Nor was my idea entirely

unfounded.

* Cold fowl.

t runkahs—fans hung from the coiling. ThermantidoUs—
macluncs for punning cold air into the room.
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"The next day I received a note in the well-

known writing of BeDa Barmecide, asking me
whether what 1 had said to her in the garden the

night before had any meaning, or whether I was

only taking advantage of her unprotected condi-

tion to trifle with her feelings. I was requested to

return an early answer, as it would be 'quite'

impossible for us to meet again without an under-

standing upon the point.

" I never was more puzzled in my life. I hail

not the smallest recollection of what I had .said,

but I knew that I had not had time to say much,

so that it must have been very strong, whatever it

was, to have warranted such a letter. I did not

dare reply at once. Fortunately, my business at

the brigade office had been dispatched early in

the morning, the brigadier keeping his room all

day, and relieving mo from any further atten-

dance. Bella's letter had been sent to my bun-

galow, and I found it on my return to a late

breakfast. So I thought I would go over and tiir

at the mess, by way of a novelty, and take

counsel's opinion of one or two of the steadiest*

going of my brother officers as to how I should

get out of the scrape.

" I drovo over accordingly. The fellows had
just sat down when I entered tho mess-room, and
thero was a general chorus of congratulation at

my re-appearance among them in tho day-time;

indeed, I had even dined but seldom with them
since my appointment to tho staff and Miss Bar-

mecide's till'eetions. But I soon found I v.

marked man among them. Some jest had evi-

dently got about at my expense, and 1 could not

but fancy that it had something to do with

Barmecide. At last I go', hold of one of my more
discreet friends, and told him all about tho affair

of the night before, and ih- letter I had re.

that, morning. My discreet friend hurst into a fit

of Laughter, and drew me into the verandah, out of

earshot of the rest.

"'Be under no fear,' said he, ' of the letter ; it's

all a hoax; I heard them talking about it this

morning at clmta Iqeres.* Young Cowslip, the

greatest rip that ever missed parade, beard too,

describes it, spootwaj with BeDa, and the

result has been a little attempt at forgery, which,

haS pi o\ed successful.'

"Tho load was off my mind. 1 ly SO

dance with joy. I did nothing more absi.nl, how-

bing bank SO tho mess-room and
embracing Cowslip with tremendous demo
turns of affection, and tellinghim and the rest thai

I found out their plot, but forgave them all

in consideration of my delight at the

i ternoou, I need scarcely say, was spent in

tgfa enjoyment.

* Little l>i oAf-vat taken carljr in the morning in India.

" We sat so late that it was out of the qui

going to the band, the strains of which were borne

upon tho breeze while we were yet over our
cheroots. Suddenly I remembered that I

ed out to diimer that night. It was then
sunset. There was just time to go home, hat ho
and dress, and put in SB appearance. These pro-

cesses I punctually performed, and made such
haste that I was early of late at my
destination.

" Thero was only one person present when I

entered the drawing-room—a lady. She
looking over a scrap-book. She raised her

when 1 appeared. It was— Miss Barmc
"There seemed no reason why I should be con-

fused at meeting her; so, though I felt awl.

at first, I went up to her and entered into Oi

sation in my old familiar way. To my astonish-

ment, she made no reply, would not meet in v

but buried herself in the scrap-book, like the

ostrich in the sand, as if to ignore anything

that she did not see. We were both re)

when our hostess appeared, and other g
to arrive. Fortunately, nobodj

that Miss Barmecide and n

so no remark was made upon the fact. If any-

body had noticed it, by the way. they could not

. more at the po ning than

I did myself.
'• It was not until my arrival at the bri

office next day that the truth of tl

came out. There I found a letter, purporting
to come from Miss Barmecide, but of so

transparent a character, both as to handwriting

and diction, that it would not I

me for two minutes. This was the n

The o' r was Miss Barav .mine

"What follov. not take 1 hng.

I attempted explanations of my conduct, but they

were of no avail. To be I re, I did » my
offer of marriage, which, it seems, I had mado
in most decided however 1 DBS m tho

garden; and this, I suppose, had

to do with tho reception of my a

Bella was furious. SO was Mrs. CrUP]

SJ the Brig told continual

relations would be inconveii;

what had occurred, I took the hint sad

I got leave to the Bills next day.

D the lady who, hut for tho

upon me, would most Likely 1

Edward I

Lieutenant Rocket, by urtesy of tho

rtingals made no remarl ket

had concluded his story. He might ha\<

:. hut the noise of another dak

ing the compound distracted tl both
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(Drawn by W. H. Fisk.)

THE JACOBITES' CLUB.
(See Page 273.)

genfclomen from tlie subject in hand. The ghareo

stopped close to that which was waiting for the

major, and in full view of both him and his com-
panion, who somehow never thought of removing
out of eyeshot this time, but kept his scat. A
native ayah seated on the top between two port-

manteaus, and in the cheerful society of a poodle

and a parrot, was presumptive evidence that the

occupant was a lady. A great deal had to be
done, however, before the lady could be extri-

cated. Shawls, cloaks, and little boxes and parcels

were handed out and taken into the house; and

the mysterious directions and running backwards
and forwards incident to their removal occupied

no little time. At last the lady herself emerged.

Her figure was nearly concealed by a large mantle,

but a sufficiently coquettish turban-hat, worn
without a veil, left no mystery as to her face. It

was a pretty face, but had been prettier, being

worn at present, and sadly wanting in the charm
of good humour. The blue eyes and fair hair

alone retained their best looks.

As the lady alighted from the carriage, sh<

turned her head, as if for somebody to help her
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and, looking round, her eye met that of Edward

Rocket. Both were equally unprepared for the

meeting. The lady screamed, and ran into the

house. Rocket started to his feet, exclaiming to

his companion

—

"By Jove, Martingale, it's Bella Barmecide

herself f"

" I am well aware of the fact," was the dry

reply. " I was waiting for her. I was married to

her last Tuesday."

THE JACOBITES' CLUB.*
[W. O. Thohnblhy

Oj»B threw an orange in the air,

And caught it on his sword

;

Another crunched the yellow peel,

With his red heel on the board

;

A third man cried, " When Jackson comes

Into his large estate,

I'll pave the old hall down in Kent,

With golden bits of eight."

One turning with a meaning wink,

Fast double-locked the door,

Then held a letter to the fire

—

It was all blank before,

But now it's ruled with crimson lines,

And cyphers odd and quaint;

They cluster round, and nod, and laugh,

As one invokes a saint,

He pulls a black wig from his head;

Hi's •haven like a priest;

Be holds his finger to his no

And smiles, " The wind blows cast,

The Dutch canals are frozen, sirs;

I don't say anything,

Hit when you play at ombre 1.

Miud that I lead a king."

plot

!

See Pays 54.]

" Last night at Kensington I spent,

Twas gay as any lair;

Oh, how they stared to find that bill

Stuck on the royal chair.

. fouls cried 'Treason!'—some ' A
I slipped behind a screen,

And when the guards came fussii,

4 chatting with the Queen."

"I," cried a third, "was printing songs,

In a garret in St. Giles',

When I heard the watchman at tho door,

And flew up on tho ti!

The press HM low utlt,

Tin

1 think you'll own, my t r

I have a in."

A f
:

-i whisper at the &

A bell rings—then a shot:

" Shift, boys, the < I

i'ity ! the punch is hot."

A clash of swords—a shout—a sci

And all abreast in for.

The Jacobites, some twenty stroi

lk through and take to b<

QUEEN MAB.
[Wii > i am Shaekspxakc. Sm Pag* 33.]

11, then, I see Queen blab hath

been with you.

She is the fairies' midwife,

and she C

In shape no bigger than an

one

On the forefinger of an alder-

man,

Drawn with a team of little

atomics,

Athwart men's noses as they

lie asloop

:

lb r waL'on-spokoa made of long

spinners' legs;

The cover, of the wings of grass-

hop i

Tho traces, of the smallest spider's

web;
The collars, of the moonshine's wat'ry

beams ;

• By kind permission of the Author.

Her whip, Ol bone; tho lash, ol' film;

Her wagoner, imall gnat)

Not half so big as a round little; worm,

Pricked from the lazy finger of a maid
;

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut.

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub,

Time out of mind the fair.

And in this state- she gaOopi night by ni

Through lovers' brains. and then th<
j

On oourtiora' knees, that di

stra;

i >'er lawyers' fingi re, who straight dream on

iadie>' Lips, who straight 0O k .in,

Which of; with bliateri plagues,

Because tlteir breaths with

imes she gallops o'er a court

:

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit

:

comes she with a tithe-pig's tail,

Tickling a parson's nose ai a* li

Then dreams he
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Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,

And then he dreams of cutting foreign throats,

Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon

Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes

;

And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two,

And sleeps again. This is that very Mab
That plaits the manes of horses in the night

;

And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs,

Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes.

THE TROUBLES OF A YOUNG THIEF.

[Daniel Defoe. See Page 111.]

I have often thought since, and with some mirth

too, how I once had really more wealth than I

knew what to do with ; namely, my share of the

plunder; for lodging I had none, nor any box

or drawer to hide my money in, nor had I any
pocket, but such as was full of holes ; I knew
nobody in the world that I could go and desire

them to lay it up for me ; for being a poor, naked,

ragged boy, they would presently say I had robbed

somebody, and perhaps lay hold of me, and my
money would be my crime, as they say it often is

in foreign countries; and now, as I was full of

wealth, behold I was full of care, for what to do

to secure my money I could not tell ; and this held

me so long, and was so vexatious to me the next

day, that I truly sat down and cried.

Nothing could be more perplexing than this

money was to me all that night. I carried it in

my hand a good while, for it was in gold all but

fourteen shillings ; and that is to say, it was
four guineas, and that fourteen shillings was
more difficult to carry than the four guineas.

At last I sat down and pulled off one of my
shoes, and put the four guineas into that; but
after I had gone awhile, my shoe hurt me so I

could not go, so I was fain to sit down again, and
take it out of my shoe, and carry it in my hand

;

then I found a dirty linen rag in the street, and I

took that up, and wrapt it all together, and carried

it in that a good way. I have often since heard
people say, when they have been talking of money
that they could not get in, I wish I had it in a foul

clout : in truth, I had mine in a foul clout ; for it

was foul, according to the letter of that saying, but
it served me till I came to a convenient place, and
then I sat down and washed the cloth in the kennel,

and so then put my money in again.

Well, I carried it home with me to my lodging
in the glass-house, and when I went to go to sleep,

I knew not what to do with it. If I had let any of
the black crew I was with know of it, I should
have been smothered in the ashes for it, or robbed
of it, or some trick or other put upon me for it

;

so I knew not what to do, but lay with it in my
hand, and my hand in my bosom ; but then sleep

went from my eyes. Oh, the weight of human
care

! I, a poor beggar boy, could not sleep, so
soon as I had but a little money to keep, who,

before that, could have slept upon a heap of brick-

bats, stones, or cinders, or anywhere, as sound as

a rich man does on his down bed, and sounder too.

Every now and then dropping asleep, I should

dream that my money was lost, and start like one

frightened ; then, finding it fast in my hand, try

to go to sleep again, but could not for a long

while ; then drop and start again. At last a fancy

came into my head, that if I fell asleep, I should

dream of the money, and talk of it in my sleep,

and tell that I had money ; which, if I should do,

and one of the rogues should hear me, they would
pick it out of my bosom, and of my hand too, with-

out waking me; and after that thought I could

not sleep a wink more ; so I passed that night

over in care and anxiety enough, and this was
the first night's rest that I lost by the cares of

this life and the deceitfulness of riches.

As soon as it was day, I got out of the hole we
lay in, and rambled abroad in the fields towards

Stepney, and there I mused and considered what
I should do with this money, and many a time I

wished that I had not had it ; for, after all my
ruminating upon it, and what course I should

take with it, or where I should put it, I could not

hit upon any one thing, or any possible method to

secure it ; and it perplexed me so, that at last, as

I said just now, I sat down and cried heartily.

When my crying was over, the case was the

same ; I had the money still, and what to do with

it I could not tell. At last it came into my head

that I should look out for some hole in a tree, and
seek to hide it there, till I should have occasion for

it. Big with this discovery, as I then thought it,

I began to look about me for a tree. But there

were no trees in the fields about Stepney or Mile

End that looked fit for my purpose ; and if there

were any, that I began to look narrowly at, the

fields were so full of people, that they would see

if I went to hide anything there.

This drove me farther off, and I crossed the

road at Mile End, and away to the " Blind

Beggar's " at Bethnal Green. When I got a littlo

way in the lane, I found a footpath over the fields,

and in those fields several trees for my turn, as I

thought. At last, one tree had a little hole in it,

pretty high out of my reach, and I climbed up the

tree to get it, and when I came there, I put my
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hand in, and found, as I thought, a place very fit

;

bo I placed my treasure there, and was mighty

well satisfied with it; but behold, putting my
hand in again, to lay it more commodious-ly, as I

thought, of a sudden it slipped away from me,

and I found the tree was hollow, and my little

parcel was fallen in out of my reach, and how far

it might go in I knew not ; so that, in a word, my

money was quite gone, Irrecoverably losl ; there

could be do room to much as to I to see

it again, for 'twas a va.-t greet tree.

young as I was, 1 iraa now tensible what e

fool I waa before, that 1 could not Hunk of

ti> keep my money, but 1 must come thus far to

throw it into • hole where I could not reeoh it.

Well, I thrust my hand qoita op to my dhow ; hut

no bottom was to be round, nor any end of the

hole or cavity. I got ft stick of the tree, and

thrust it in gi but all wa I ben 1

.. nay. roared out, I wa i in Buch b pa

Then I got down the tree again, then up again,

and thrust in my hand again, till I

my arm and made it bleed, and cried all the
while most violently. Then I hegan to think 1
had not so much as a halfpenny of it left for a
halfpenny roll, and I was hungry, and then I cried

again. Then I came away in despair, crying and
roaring like a little boy that had heen whipped.

Then I wont hack again to

the tree, and up the

again; and thus I did sc\

tin

The last time I had g
Dp the tree, I happened to

come down, not on the I

I wenl up and c.

down before, but on the o

side of the tree, and on

other side of the bank also;

and behold, the treo had a

en place in the sido of

it close to the ground, as old

hollow trees often ha

looking in the open plan

my iiu joy, then

my money and my lin-
I

wrapped up, just as I had put

it into the hole ; for the treo

ng hollow all the way up,

there had heen some moss or

light stuff, which 1 had not

judgment BnOOgfa to know
not firm, that had given

when it came to drop out of

my hand, and so it had sli;

quite down at once.

1 was hut a child, and I

rejoiced like a child, for I

hallooed quite out aloud when
I saw it; 1 then ran to it and

itched it up. hugged and
kissed the dirty rag a hun-

dred times; then da-

iumped about, ran from one

end of the field to the otl

and, in short, 1 k

what, much less do I know
now what I did. though I shall never I.

the thing; citlior what a sinking grief it

to my ben I thought 1 had

what a Hoik! of joy overwhelmed me wl

got it again.

While 1 was in the first transport of |

I have said, I ran ahmit.and k' at I did ;

but when I down, opened the

foul clout the d Id it.

found it, was all there, and then I fell a-cryii.

violently as l did before, when 1 thought I ha«l
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(Drutrn by E. FmFAfitus.j

THRILLING SCENES IN DIXIE.
[Charles P. Bp.owne, known to the world as " Arteinus Ward," was born at Waterford, in Maine, in 1834. He began life as

a printer, but his humorous genius speedily made itself known and admired. His lamented death, at the early age

of three-and-thirty, took place on the 6th of March, 1867, at Southampton.]

I had a narrer scape from the sonny South. " The
swings and arrers of outrajus fortin," alluded to

by Hamlick, warn't nothin in comparison to my
trubles. I come pesky near swearin sum pro-

fane oaths more'n onct, but I hope I didn't do it,

for I've promist she whose name shall be nameless

(except that her initials is Betsy J.) that I'lljine the

Meetin House at Baldinsville, jest as soon as I can

scrape money enufF together so I can 'ford to be
piuss in good stile, like my welthy nabers. But if

I'm confisticated agin I'm fraid I shall continner

on in my present benited state for sum timo.

I figgered conspicyusly in many thrillin scenes

in my tower from Montgomry to my humsted,
and on sevril occasions I thought "the grato

komick paper " wouldn't be inriched no more with
my lubrications. Arter biddin adoo to Jefferson

D., I started for the depot. I saw a nigger sittin

on a fence a-playin on a banjo. "My Afrikan
Brother," sed I, coting from a track I onct red,

"you belong to a very interesting race. Your
masters is going to war excloosively on your
account."

"Yes, boss," he replied, "an' I wish 'em
honorable graves ! " and he went on playin the
banjo, larfin all over and openin his mouth wide

VOL. I.

enufF to drive in an old-fashioned two-wheeled

chaise.

The train of cars in which I was to trust my
wallerable life was the scaliest, rickytiest lookin

lot of consarns that I ever saw on wheels afore.

" What time does this string of second-hand

coffins leave ? " I inquired of the depot master.

He sed direckly, and I went in and sot down. I

hadn't more'n fairly squatted afore a dark-lookin

man with a swinister expression onto his counte-

nance entered the cars, and lookin very sharp at

me, he axed what was my principles ?

" Secesh !" I ansered. "I'm a Dissoluter. I'm

in favor of Jeff Davis, Bowregard, Pickens, Capt.

Kidd, Bloobeard, Munro Edards, the devil, Mrs.

Cunningham and all the rest of 'em."

" You're in favor of the war?"
" Certingly. By all means. I'm in favor of this

war, and also of the next war. I've been in favor

of the next war for over sixteen years !"

" War to the knife !" sed the man.

"Blud, Eargo, blud!" sed I, tho them words

isn't origgernal with me. Them words was rit by

Shakspeare, who is ded. His mantle fell onto the

author of " The Seven Sisters," who's goin to hav

a spring overcoat mado out of it.

36
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We got under way at larst, an' proceeded on our

jerney at about the rate of speed which is ginrally

obsarved by properly-conducted funeral pi

sions. A hansum yung gal, with a red muskeeter

bar on the back of her hed, and a sassy little

black hat tipt over her forrerd, sot in the seat with

me. She wore a little Sesesh Hag pin'd onto her

hat, and she was goin for to see her troo love, who
had jined the Southern army, all so bold and

So she told mo. She was chilly, and I offered her

my blanket.

"Father livin?" I axed.

" Yes, sir."

" Got any uncles P
"

"A heap. Uncle Thomas is ded, tho."

" Peace to Uncle Thomas's ashes, and success to

him ! I will be your Uncle Thomas ! Lean on mo,

mypretty Seceebar, and linger in blissful repose!"

Slut slept as secoorly as in her own honsen, and
didn't disturb the solium stillness of the night

with 'ary Bl

At the first station a troop of sojers entered tho

cars, and inquired if "Old Wax Works" was on

bored. That was the disrespectiv stile in which

they referred to me. " Becawz if Old Wax Works
is on bored," m B man with a face like a double-

brested lobster, " we're going to hang Old Wax
Works !"

" My illustrious and patriotic Bummers !
" sez

I, a-gittin up and takin orf my shappo, "if you

allude to A. Ward, it's my pleasin dooty to inform

you that he's ded. Ho saw the error of his ways
at fifteen minits parst two yesterday, and tabbed
hisself with a st tilled sled-stake, dying in five

tul tabloos to slow music! His larst

was :
' My perfeshernal career is over ! I jerk no

more!'"
" And who be you ?

"

" I'm a stoodent in Senator Benjamin's law

offiss. I'm goim; up North to steal some spoons

ami things for the Southern army."

This was Bfl . and tho intossicated

troopers went orf. At the next station the pretty

little Secosher awoke, and sod she must git out

(here. I bid her a kind adoo, and giv her sum
pervisions. "Accept my hlessin and this hunk of

gingerbread 1 " I sed. She thankt me muchly,

and tript galy away. There's oonaiderable human
nater in I man. and I'm t'raid 1 shall allers giv

aid and comfort to tho enemy if ho cums to me
in the shape of a nice young
At tho next station I didn't get orf so easy. I

was dragged out of tho cars and rolled in tbi

for several minits, for the purpose of "takin the

conseot out of I kindly stated.

T was let, up finally, when a powerful I

Socesher caino up and embraced me, and, to show

that he had no hard feelins agin me, put his

my mouth. I returned the compliment
by placin my sturamick suddenly agin his right

foot. Actooated by a desire to see whether tho

her had bin vaxinated, I then fastened my
teeth onto his left coat-sleeve, and tore it to the

shoulder. We then vilently bunted our fa

together for a few minits, danced around a little,

and sot down in a mud puddle. We riz to our
feet agin, and by a sudden and adroit movern
placed my left eye agin the Secesl. Wo
then rushed into each other's arm-, and fell under

a two-hoss wagon. I was very much exhaustid,

and didn't care about gittin up agin, but the man
said he reckoned I'd bettor, and I conclood- 1 I

would. He pulled me up, but I hadn't bin on my
feet more'n two seconds afore the ground flew up
and hit me in the hed. The crowd scd v.

high old sport, but I couldn't zackly see n

the lafture com in. I riz, and we embraced a

We careered madly to a ttoep hank, when !

tho upper hands of my .

him into tho raveen. He fell about forty

striking a grindstone pretty hard. I understood

ho was injured. I haven't heard from the grind-

stone.

in in a cockt hat cum up, and sed he felt as

though a apology was doo mo. There was a

take. The crowd had taken me for another man !

I told him not to mention it, and axed him if his

wife and little ones was so as to bo about, and got

on bored the train, which had stopped at that

station " twenty minits for refreshments." I got

all I wantid. It was the hartiest meal I ever ot.

a3 rid on a ralo the next day, a bunch of

blazin fire crackers boin tied to my coat tales. It

was a fine spectycal in a dramatic pint of \

but I didn't enjoy it. I had other a lventors of

a startlin kind, but why OOntinnerP Why lasso-

rate the public boozum with these her

Sutfysit to say I got across Mason and Dixie's lino

safe at last. 1 ma le tracks for my luunsted, but

she to whom I'm harnist for life 1

the gushin youth of forty-six summers wh i

left her only a few in re. But I went into

She pantoyl and brought OUt cert in black fa

i it. to my lip-. I i. old

gall" I did it so natral that she knowed me at

"Those form! T
of doin fcl Ri he!" she c

1 into my arms. It was too much Ibr

ho foil into a awoon. I cum very near

swoundin myself.

No more nn yours for t'

of tho Union, and the bringin of

Liherty out of her present bad fix.
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THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS.
[H. W. Longfellow.

There is a reaper, whose name is Death,

And, with his sickle keen,

He reaps the bearded grain at a breath,

And the flowers that grow between.

" Shall I have naught that is fair?" saith he

;

" Have naught but the bearded grain ?

Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me,

I will give them all back again."

Ho gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes,

He kissed their drooping leaves

;

It was for the Lord of Paradise

He bound them in his sheaves.

" My Lord has need of these flowerets gay,"

The Reaper said, and smiled

;

See Page 14.]

" Daar tokens of the earth are they,

Where he was once a child.

" They shall all bloom in fields of light,

Transplanted by my care,

And saints, upon their garments white,

These sacred blossoms wear."

And the mother gave, in tears and pain,

The flowers she most did love
;

She knew she should find them all again

In the fields of light above.

0, not in cruelty, not in wrath,

The Reaper came that day

;

'Twas an angel visited the green earth,

And took the flowers away.

SIR HENRY PERCY'S PENNON.
[John Froissart. See Page 50.]

LL the knights and squires of

the country collected at New-
castle ; thither came the

Seneschal ofYork, Sir Ralph

Langley, Sir Matthew Red-

man, Sir Robert Ogle, Sir

John Felton, Sir William

Walsingham, and so many
Others, that the town could

not lodge them all. These

three Scottish lords, having

completed the object of their

first expedition in Durham, lay three

days before Newcastle, where there

was an almost continual skirmish.

The sons of the Earl of Northumberland,

from their great courage, were always first

at the barriers. The Earl of Douglas had
a long conflict with Sir Henry Percy,

and in it, by gallantry of arms, won his

pennon, to the great vexation of Sir Henry and

the other English. The Earl, as he bore away his

prize, said

—

"I will carry this token of your prowess with me
to Scotland, and place it on the tower of my castle

at Dalkeith, that it may be seen from afar."

" By Heaven," replied Sir Henry, " you shall not

even bear it out of Northumberland ; be assured

you shall never have this pennon to brag of."

" You must come this night and seek it, then,"

answered Earl Douglas ;
" I will fix your pennon

before my tent, and shall see if you will venture

to take it away."

As it was now late, the skirmish ended, and each

party retired to their quarters. They had plenty

of everything, particularly fresh meat. The Scots

kept up a very strict watch, concluding from the

words of Sir Henry Percy that their quarters

would be beaten up in the night time ; however,

they were disappointed, for Sir Henry was advised

to defer his attack. On the morrow the Scots

dislodged from Newcastle, and taking the road to

their own country came to a town and castle called

Pontland, of which Sir Raymond de Laval was
lord; here they halted about four o'clock in the

morning, and made preparations for an assault,

which was carried on with such courage that the

place was easily won, and Sir Raymond made
prisoner. They then marched away for Otter-

bourne, which is eight English leagues from

Newcastle, and there encamped. This day they

made no attack, but very early on the morrow the

trumpet sounded, when all advanced towards the

castle, which was tolerably strong, and situated

among marshes. After a long and unsuccessful

attack they were forced to retire, and the chiefs

held a council how they should act. The greater

part were for decamping on the morrow, joining

their countrymen in the neighbourhood of Car-

lisle. This, however, the Earl of Douglas over*

ruled by saying

—

" In despite of Sir Henry Percy, who the day

before yesterday declared he would take from me
his pennon, I will not depart hence for two or

three days. We will renew our attack upon the

castle, for it is to be taken, and we shall see if he

will come for his pennon."

Every ono agreed to what Earl Douglas said.

They made huts of trees, and branches, and fortified

themselves as well as they could, placing their
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baggage and servants at the entrance of the marsh
on the road to Newcastle, and driving the cattle

into the marsh hinds.

1 will now return to Sir Henry and Sir Ralph

Percy, who were both greatly mortified that this

Earl of Douglas should have conquered their

pennon, and who felt the disgrace the more

because Sir Henry had not kept his word. The
English imagined the army under the Earl of

Douglas to be only the van of the Scots, and that

the main body was behind, for which reason those

knights who had the most experience in arms

strongly opposed the proposal of Sir Henry Percy

to pursue them. They said

—

"Many losses happen in war; if the Earl of

Douglas has won your pennon he has bought it

dear enough, and another time you will gain from

him as much, if not more. The whole power of

Scotland have taken the field. We are not strong

enough to offur them battle; perhaps this skir-

mish may have been oidy a trick to draw us out

of the town It is much better to lose a pennon
than two or three hundred knights or squires,

and leave our country in a defenceless state."

This speech checked the eagerness of the two

Percies, when other news was brought them by

some knights and squires, who had followed

observed the Scots, their number and disposition.

"Sir Henrj and Ralph Percy," they said, "we
are come to tell you that W Uowed the

ish army, and observed all the country where

they now are. They halted first at Pontland,

took Sir Raymond de Laval in his castle; thence

they -went to Otterhourne. and took up their

quarters for the night. We are ignorant of what
they did on the morrow ; ' ,ut l ' 1(,y seemed t0

have taken measures for a long stay. We know
lor certain that the army does not consist of more
than three thousand men, including all sorts."

Sir Henry Percy, on hearing this, was gr

rejoiced, and cried out

—

" To hone, to horso! For by the faith I owe to

On, and to my lord and lather. 1 will seek to

recover uiy pennon, and heat up the Scots' quar-

tan this night."

Such knights and squires in Newcastle as

learnt this, and were willing to be of the party,

made themselves ready. The Bishop of Durham
in that town, for ho had

heard that, tie- . before it, ami that the

sons of the Bar! of Northumberland were pn
ing to oiler them battle. The bishop had Ooll

a number of men. and was hastening to their

assistance; but Sir lb; wait,

for hfl had with him 800 of knights and

quires, and upwards of 8,000 infantry, which lie

said WOUld be more than enough to fight, the

. who were but 800 lances, and 8,000 others.

When embled, they left

after dinner, and took the field in good ai

following the road the Scots had taken towards

Otterbourne, which was only eight *hort 1>

distant.

The Scots were supping, and some it

. when the English arrived, and mistook,

at the entrance, the huts of the servants for those

of tlicir masters ; they forced their way into the

camp, which was tolerably strong, shouting out,

3 . Percy " In stick a may BU]

an alarm is soon given, and it was fortunate

the English had made the first attack

upon the servants' quarters, which checked them

some little. The Scots, expecting the English,

had prepared accordingly ; for while the lords

were arming themselves, they ordered a 1

of the infantry to join their servants and keep Dp

the skirmish. As their men were tinned, they

formed themselves under tin; pennons of the three

principal barons, who each had his particular

appointment.

In the meantime the night advanced ; but it

was sufficiently light for them to see what

moon shone, and H

month of August, when the W<

and serene. When the Scots were properly

arrayed, they left the camp in silence, but did

arch to mi h During

;
day they had well examined th

and settled their plans beforehand, which it.

e saving of them. The English had

overpowered th

into the camp they found fn - of nun
ready to 0] ui and i

Boots, in i inc. mart bed along the

mountain-side, and fell on the

Unexp • luting their war-cries. This was

at surprise to tho 1 who, how*

formed themael der, and rein!

that part of the tinny.

The cries of " and "Don
each side. The bat!

pushing of lances, and at the first <>: many

Of each party were struck down. The English,

being more mm. opoiicnts,

in a eoinpaet body, and forced the £

Hut the Earl of being young and i

Mown in arms, ordered his I

advance, shouting, " 1> m ris i, I

'

Ibnrv and Sir Ralph Percy, indignant at tho

affront the Earl of Douglas had put on them, by

conquering their pennon, and desin

him, 1 i which :

:

cam.'.

gallant d

ugth,

and fought SO lustily that they drove the l

back. Sir Patrick Bepburne and bii son did

honour to their knighthood and country nude*
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(JjraiKu uy C. Morgan.)

the banner of Douglas, which would have been

conquered but for the vigorous defence they

made ; and this circumstance not only contributed

to their personal credit, but the memory of it is

continued with honour to their descendants. I

learned the particulars of the battle from knights

and squires who had been engaged in it on both

sides. The knights and squires of either party

were most anxious to continue the combat with

vigour, as long as their spears might be capable ot

holding. Cowardice was unknown among them,

and the most splendid courage everywhere exhi-

bited by the gallant youths of England and Scot-

land ; they were so densely intermixed that the

archers' bows were useless, and they fought hand

to hand, without either battalion giving way. The

Scots behaved most valiantly, for the English

were three to one. I do not mean to say that the

English did not acquit themselves well; for

they would sooner be slain or made prisoners in

battle than reproached with flight.

As I before mentioned, the two banners of

Douglas and Percy met, and the men-at-arms

under each exerted themselves by every means to

gain the victory ; but the English, at the attack,

were so much the stronger that the Scots were

driven back. The Earl of Douglas, seeing his men
repulsed, seized a battle-axe with both his hands,
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and, in order to rally his forces, dashed into the

midst of his enemies, and gave such blows to all

around him, that no one could withstand them,

but all made way for him on every side. Thus
he advanced like another Hector, thinking to

conquer the field by his own prowess, until he

was met by three spears that were pointed at him.

One struck him on the shoulder, another on the

stomach near the belly, and the third entered

his thigh. As he could not disengage himself

from these spears, he was borne to the ground,

still fighting desperately. From that moment he

never rose again. Some of his knights and
squires had followed him, but not all; for though

the moon shone, it was rather dark. The three

English lances knew they had struck down some
person of considerable rank, but never supposed

it was Earl Douglas; for had they known it

they would have redoubled their courage, and the

fortune of the day would have been determined to

their side. The Scots also were ignorant of their

loss until the battle was over, and it was fortunate

for them, for otherwise they would certainly from

despair have boen discomfited. The Earl of Moray
behaved so gallantly in pursuing the English, that

they knew not how to resist him. Of all the battles,

great or small, that have been described in this

history, this of which I am now speaking was the

best fought and the most severe : for there was not

a man, knight or squire, who did not acquit him-

self gallantly hand to hand with the enemy. The

sons of the Earl of Northumberland, Sir Henry

and Ralph Percy, who were the leaders of the

expedition, behaved themselves like good knights.

An accident befell Sir Ralph Percy, almost similar

to that which happened to the Earl of Douglas.

Having advanced too far, he was surrounded by

'the enemy and severely wounded, and being out of

breath, surrendered himself to a Scottish knight,

called Sir John Maxwell, who was of the I

hold of the Karl of Moray. As soon as 1:

made prisoner, the knight asked him who h

Sir Ralph was so weakened by loss of blood that

he had scarcely powor to avow himself to bo Sir

Ralph Percy.
•• Well," replied the knight, " Sir Ralph, re

or not, you are my prisoner ! my name is Maxwell."

"
1 agreo," said Sir Ralph, "but pay me some

attention, for I am SO desperately wounded that

my drawers and gr< full of blood."

Upon this, the Scottish knight took oare of

him ; and suddenly hearing the cry of Moray hard

tnd perceiving the earl's banner advai

Sir John addressed himself to him, and said

—

" My lord, 1 present you with Sir Ralph 1

prisoner; but let him be well attended to, for

he 1S very badly wounded."

The earl was much pleased, and well,

thou hast well earned thy spurs this day." He then

ordered his men to take care of Sir Ralph, and bind

up his wounds. The battle still continued to i

and no one at that moment could say which

would be the conquerors. There were many cap-

tures and rescues which never came to my know-
ledge. The young Earl of Douglas had performed
wonders during the day. When he was struck

down there was a great crowd round him, and he

was unable to raise himself, for the blow on his

head was mortal. His men had followed him as

closely as they were able, and there came to him
his cousins, Sir James Lindsay, Sir John and Sir

Walter Sinclair, with other knights and sq

They found by his side a gallant knight who
constantly attended him, who was his chaplain,

but who at this time had exchanged his prof

for that of a valiant man-at-arms. The whole

night he had follow :rl, with 1

axe in hand, and by his i had more than

the English. His name wai
William of North Berwick. V knights

came I they found him in a

melancholy state, as well as one of his kni

Sir Robert Hart, who had fought by
the whole of the night, and now i him

1 with fifteen wounds from lances and other

OS. Sir John S arl

—

" Cousin, how fares it with you P

It so so," he replied; "thank

are but few of my who have died in

chambers or in the.

i have but little hO]

living, as my hi more
faint. Do you, Walter and Sir John, raise up my
banner, for it is on the ground, own

Of Sir David Cam] mire- who
bore it. and who this d 1 knight!

from my hands, though 1 al to the
|

eminent knight for

continue to shout but do not tell

friend or foe whether I am in your company or

not ; for should the. enemy know the truth they

will gi

tWO Sinclai:

obeyod his orde

The bam. ad " Douglas !" she

Those men who had remained behind, hearing

shout of Douglas so often r< led a
small eminence, and pushed their lances with such

• that the English were rep;; miry

killed. Tl bj thus valiantly driving tho

enemy beyond the spot v 1 Douglas lay

for he had expired on giving !

arrived at hil banner, which was borne by

John Sinclair. Number ntiniially in-

_', from the repeated shouts of Don

and thi pari of t and

squin Among them were the

Earls uf Moray and Marsh, with their banners and
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men. When all the Scots were thus collected,

they renewed the battle with greater vigour than

before. To say the truth, the English had harder

work than the Scots, for they had come by a

forced march that evening from Newcastle-on-

Tyne, which was eight English leagues distant, to

meet the Scots ; by which means the greater part

were exceedingly fatigued before the combat

began. The Scots, on the contrary, had rested

themselves, which was of the greatest advantage,

as was apparent from the event of the battle.

In this last attack they so completely repulsed

the English, that the latter could never rally

again, and the former drove them beyond where

the Earl of Douglas lay on the ground.

During the attack, Sir Henry Percy had the

misfortune to fall into the hands of the Lord Mont-

gomery. They had fought hand to hand with

much valour, and without hindrance from any

one ; for there was neither knight nor squire of

either party who did not find there his equal to

fight with, and all were fully engaged. The

battle was severely fought on both sides ; but

such is the fickleness of fortune, that, though the

English were a more numerous body, and at the

first onset had repulsed the Scots, they, in the

end, lost the field, and very many knights were

made prisoners. Just as the defeat took place,

an English squire, whose name was Thomas
Felton, and who was attached to the household of

Lord Percy, was surrounded by a body of Scots.

He was a handsome man, and, as he showed,

valiant in arms. That and the preceding night he

had been employed in collecting the best arms,

and would neither surrender nor deign to fly. It

was told me that he had made a vow to that pur-

pose, and had declared at some feast in Northum-

berland, that at the very first meeting of the Scots

and English he would acquit himself so loyally

that, for having stood his ground, he should be

renowned as the best combatant of both parties.

I also heard, for I believe I never saw him, that

his body and limbs were of strength befitting a

valiant combatant ; and that he performed such

deeds, when engaged with the banner of the Earl

of Moray, as astonished the Scots: however, he

was slain while thus bravely fighting. Through ad-

miration of his great courage they would willingly

have made him a prisoner, and several knights

proposed it to him ; but in vain, for he thought

he should be assisted by his friends. Thus died

Thomas Felton, much lamented by his own party.

When he fell he was engaged with a cousin of the

King of Scotland, called Simon Glendinning.

THE POND.
[Dr. John Byeom, born near ^Manchester, 1691. Educated at Trinity College, Cambridge. Died 1763.]

Once on a time, a certain man was found

That had a pond of water in his ground :

A fine large pond of water fresh and clear,

Enough to serve his turn for many a year.

Yet so it was—a strange unhappy dread

Of wanting water seized the fellow's head

:

When he was dry, he was afraid to drink

Too much at once, for fear his pond should sink.

Perpetually tormented with this thought,

He never ventured on a hearty draught

;

Still dry, still fearing to exhaust his store,

When half refreshed, he frugally gave o'er

;

Eeviving of himself revived his fright,

"Better," quoth he, "to be halfchoked than quite."

Upon his pond continually intent,

In cares and pains his anxious life he spent

;

Consuming all his time and strength away,

To make his pond rise higher every day

:

He worked and slaved, and—oh ! how slow it fills

!

Poured in by pailfuls, and took out by gills.

In a wet season he would skip about,

Placing his buckets under every spout

;

From falling showers collecting fresh supply,

And grudging every cloud that passed by

;

Cursing the dryness of the times each hour,
Although it rained as fast as it could pour.

Then he would wade through every dirty spot,

Where any little moisture could be got

;

And when he had done draining of a bog,

Still kept himself as dirty as a hog :

And cried, whene'er folks blamed him, "What
d'ye mean ?

It costs a world of water to be clean ;

"

If some poor neighbour craved to slake his thirst,

" What ! rob my pond ! I'll see the rogue hanged
first

:

A burning shame, these vermin of the poor

Should creep unpunished thus about my door

!

As if I had not frogs and toads enow,

That suck my pond, whatever I can do."

The sun still found him, as he rose or set,

Always in quest of matters that were wet :

Betime he rose to sweep the morning dew,

And rested late to catch the evening too

;

With soughs and troughs he laboured to enrich

The rising pond from every neighbouring ditch
;

With soughs, and troughs, and pipes, and cuts,

and sluices,

From growing plants he drained the very juices

;

Made every stick upon the hedges

Of good behaviour to deposit pledges

;

By some conveyance or another, still

Devised recruits from each declining hill

:

He left, in short, for this belovM plunder,
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i<-'<

No stone unturned, that could have water under.

Sometimes—when forced to quit his awkward toil,

And—sore against his will—to rest awhdo :

Then straight he took his book and down he sat

To calculate th' expenses he ini at;

How much he Buffered, at a moderate gi

From all those ways by which the pond grew less;

For as to those by which it still grew hi

For them ho reckoned not a single figure
;

He knew a wise old saying, which maintained

That 'twas bad luck to count what one had gained.

. for myselfmy daily ohargea hero

Cost a prodigious quantity a year :

Although, thank Heaven. I never boil my meat,

Nor am I such a sinner as to sweat :

hingi aro come to such a pass, indeed

Wo spend ten times the water that we D

People are grown, with washing, cleansing, rinsing,

So finical and nice, past all convincing;

Bo many proud fantastic modes, in short,

introduced, that my poor pond pays for't.

Not but I could be well enough content

With what upon my own account, is spent ;

Rut those large articles, from when
No kind of profit, striko me on a heap:
What a vast deal each moment, at a sup.

This ever thinty earth itself drinks up I

! my pond provides

for its own unconscionable sid"s :

Nay, how can one imagine it should th

So many creatures as it keeps all

That creep from every nook and corner, marry !

Filching as much as ever they can carry :

Then all the birds that fly along the air

Light at my pond, and come in for a share :

Item, at every puffofwind that blows,

Away at once the surface of it g

The rest, in exhalations to the sun

—

One month's fair weather and I am undone"

This life he led for many a y
old and grey in watching of the weather;

Death itself, till this same Death

Stopped, as the saying is, his vital breath;

For, as the old fool was carrying to his field

vier burden than he well could w
He missed his footing, or somohow he fumbled

In tumbling of it in—but in he tumbled :

Mighty desirous to get out again,

earned and scramhled. but 'twas all in

The p]

Nor bottom Of it could he

And SO i' the middle of his! pond

What think ye now. from this imperfi

My friends, of such a miserable wretch?
" Why.'tisawp ink, of your own in a'.

No fool can bfl supposed in such a taking ;

Your own warm fancy." Nay. but warm or

The world abounds with many such a fool:

The choicest ill .
sure

Are those, which number tare,

'• What ! for a pond ?" Why, call it an estate :

• name, but realise the fa"
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(Brawn by F. Walker. J

THE SPIRIT OF POETRY.
[H. W. Longfellow. See Page 14.]

There is a quiet spirit in these woods,

That dwells where'er the gentle south wind blows;

Where, underneath the white-thorn, in the glade,

The wild flowers bloom, or kissing the soft air,

The leaves above their sunny palms outspread.

With what a tender and impassioned voice

It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought,
When the fast ushering star of morning comes
O'er-riding the grey hills with golden scarf;

Or when the cowled and dusky-sandaled eve,

In mourning weeds, from out the western gate,

Departs with silent pace ! That spirit moves

VOL. I.

In the green valley, where the silver brook,

From its full laver, pours the white cascade

;

And, babbling low amid the tangled woods,

Slips down through moss-grown stones with end-

less laughter.

And frequent, on the everlasting hills,

Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself

In all the dark embi'oidery of the storm,

And shouts the stern, strong wind. And horo,

amid
The silent majesty of these deep woods,

Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth,

37
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As to the sunshine ami the pun;, bright air

Their tops the green trees lilt. Hence gifted bards

ever loved the calm and quiet shades.

For them there was an eloquent voice in all

The sylvan pomp of woods, the golden sun,

The flowers, the leaves, the river on its way,

Blue skies, and silver clouds, and gentle winds,

—

The swelling upland, where the sidelong sun
Aslant the wooded slope, at evening, goes,

—

Groves, through whose broken roof the sky looks in,

Mountain, and shattered cliff, and sunny vale,

The distant lake, fountains, and mighty trees,

In many a lazy syllable, repeating

Their old poetic legends to the wind.

And this is the sweet spirit that doth fill

The world ; and, in these wayward days of youth,

My busy fancy oft embodios it,

bright image of the light and beauty

That dwell in nature,—of the heavenly forms

tho

We worship in our dreams, and the soft hues
That stain the wild bird's wing, and flush

clouds

When the sun sets. Within her eye

The heaven of April, with its changing light,

And when it wears the blue of May, is hung;
And on her lip the rich red iv hau-

ls like the .summer tresses of the tr

When twilight makes them brown ; and on her

cheek

Blushes the richness of an autumn sky,

With ever-shifting beauty. Then her breath,

It is so like the gentle air of spring,

As, •from the morning's dewy flowers, it comes
Full of their fragrance, that it is a joy

To have it round us,—and her silver voice

Is the rich music of a summer bird,

Heard in tho still night, with its

cadence.

SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE'S LOVE STORY.*
[Thomas Babinqtov, afterwards Lord Macaulat. Ste Page 129.]

! \ his mad to France Temple fell

in with tho son and daughter

of Sir Peter < > .-borne. Sir

^?Sa\ Peter held Guernsey for

ho king, and the young
people were, like their fa-

ther, warm for the royal cause.

At an inn where they stopped

in the Isle of Wight, the

brother amused himself with

inscribing on the window
opinion of the ruling powers.

For this instance of malig-

nancy the whole party were arrested, and

brought before the governor. The

trusting to the tenderness which, even in

those troubled times, scarcely any gentleman of

any party ever tailed to show where a woman was

rned, took the crime on herself, and was im-

mediately sit at liberty with her fellow*

This incident, as was natural, made a deep

impression on Temple. He was only tv.

Dorothy Osbome was twenty-one. She is H
have been htndsome; and there remains abundant

proof that she possessed an ample share of the

dexterity, the vivacity, and the tenderness of her

B6X. Temple soon became, in the phrase of that

time, her servant, and she returned hi- regard.

But difficulties, as great as ever expanded a novel

to the fifth volume, opposed their wishos. When
the courtship commenced, the father of the hero

was sitting in the Long Parliament; the father of

the heroine was commanding in Guernsey for

King Charles. Even when the war ended, and

'eter Osborne returned to his seat at Chick-

sands, the prospects of the lovers w-

less gloomy. Sir John Temple had a more advan-

tageous alliance in view for his son. Dorothy

Osborne was, in the meantime. I by as

many suitors as were drawn to Belmont by the

fame of Portia. The most distinguished on the

list was Henry Cromwell. Destitute of the

rj, the magnanimity of his

illustrious father, destitute also of the nice'.

placid virtues of his elder brother, this \

man was, perhaps, a more formidable rival in love

than either of them would ha

Dorothy was fond of dogs of larger

more formidable breed than those which lie on

modern hearth-rugs; and Henry Cromwell pro-

mised that tho highest functionaries at Dublin

hould be set to work to procure her a fine Irish

greyhound. She seems to ha\e felt his attentions

y flattering, though his father was then only

Lord-General, and no( yet Protector. I

triumphed over ambition, and I

lady appeal have n g

'.. in a letter written just at the time when

all England was ringing with the news of the

violent dissolution of the Long Parliament, she

could not refrain from reminding Temple, with

pardonable vanity, "how great she might

been, if she had l>.
i e as to ha

hold of the offer of 11

Nor was it only tho influence of rivals that

Temple had to dread. Tho relations of his mis-

* By kind permisaion'of Messrs. Longman and Co.



SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE'S LOVE STORY. 291

tress regarded him with personal dislike, and
spoke of him as an unprincipled adventurer, with-

out honour or religion, ready to render service to

any party for the sake of preferment. This is,

indeed, a very distorted view of Temple's cha-

racter. Yet a character, even in the most distorted

view taken of it by the most angry and prejudiced

minds, generally retains something of its outline.

No caricaturist ever represented Mr. Pitt as a

FalstafF, or Mr. Fox as a skeleton; nor did any

libeller ever impute parsimony to Sheridan, or

profusion to Marlborough. The poor girl was ex-

ceedingly hurt and irritated by these imputations

on her lover, defended him warmly behind his

back, and addressed to himself some very tender

and anxious admonitions, mingled with assurances

of her confidence in his honour and virtue.

Near seven years did this arduous wooing con-

tinue. We are not accurately informed respecting

Temple's movements during that time. But he

seems to have led a rambling life, sometimes on

the Continent, sometimes in Ireland, sometimes in

London.

Temple appears to have kept up a very active

correspondence with his mistress. His letters are

lost, but hers have been preserved. We only wish

that there were twice as many. Very little in-

deed of the diplomatic correspondence of that

generation is so well worth reading. There is a

vile phrase of which bad historians are exceed-

ingly fond, " the dignity of history." One writer

is in possession of some anecdotes which would

illustrate most strikingly the operation of the

Mississippi scheme on the manners and morals of

the Parisians. But he suppresses those anecdotes,

because they are too low for the dignity of history.

Another is strongly tempted to mention some
facts indicating the horrible state of the prisons of

England two hundred years ago. But he hardly

thinks that the sufferings of a dozen felons,

pigging together on bare bricks in a hole fifteen

feet square, would form a subject suited to the

dignity of history. Another, from respect for the

dignity of history, publishes an account of the

reign of George II., without ever mentioning

Whitfield's preaching in Moorfields. How should

a writer who can talk about senates, and con-

gresses of sovereigns, and pragmatic sanctions,

and ravelines, and counterscarps, and battles

where ten thousand men are killed, and six

thousand men with fifty stand of colours and
eighty guns taken, stoop to the Stock Exchange,
to Newgate, to the theatre, to the tabernacle ? In
the seventeenth century, to be sure, Louis XIV.
was a much more important person than Temple's
sweetheart. But death and time equalise all things.

Neither the great king nor the beauty of Bed-
fordshire, neither the gorgeous paradise of Marli

nor Mistress Osborne's favourite walk "in the

common that lay hard by the house, where a great

many young wenches used to keep sheep and cows,

and sit in the shade singing of ballads," is any-

thing to us. Louis and Dorothy are alike dust.

A cotton-mill stands on the ruins of Marli; and
the Osbornes have ceased to dwell under the

ancient roof of Chicksands. But of that informa-

tion for the sake of which alone it is worth while

to study remote events, we find so much in the

love-letters which Mr. Courtenay has published,

that we would gladly purchase equally interesting

billets with ten times their weight in state-papers

taken at random. To us, surely it is as useful to

know how the young ladies of England employed
themselves a hundred and eighty years ago, how
far their minds were cultivated, what were their

favourite studies, what degree of liberty was
allowed to them, what use they made of that

liberty, what accomplishments they most valued

in men, and what proofs of tenderness delicacy

permitted them to give to favoured suitors, as to

know all about the seizure of Franche Compte and

the treaty of Nimeguen. The mutual relations of

the two sexes seem to us to be at least as impor-

tant as the mutual relations of any two govern-

ments in the world ; and a series of letters written

by a virtuous, amiable, and sensible girl, and

intended for the eye of her lover alone, can

scarcely fail to throw some light on the relations

of the sexes; whereas it is perfectly possible, as

all who have made any historical researches can

attest, to read bale after bale of despatches and

protocols, without catching one glimpse of light

about the relations of governments.

Mr. Courtenay proclaims that he is one of

Dorothy Osborne's devoted servants, and expresses

a hope that the publication of her letters will add

to the number. We must declare ourselves his

rivals. She really seems to have been a very

charming young woman—modest, generous, affec-

tionate, intelligent, and sprightly; a royalist, as

was to be expected from her connections, without

any of that political asperity which is as un-

womanly as a long beard ; religious, and occasion-

ally gliding into a very pretty and endearing sort

of preaching, yet not too good to partake of such

diversions as London afforded under the melan-

choly rule of the Puritans, or to giggle a little at a

ridiculous sermon from a divine who was thought

to be one of the great lights of the Assembly at

Westminster; with a little turn for coquetry,

which was yet perfectly compatible with warm
and disinterested attachment, and a little turn for

satire, which yet seldom passed the bounds of

good-nature. She loved reading ; but her studies

were not those of Queen Elizabeth and Lady Jane

Grey. She read the verses of Cowley and Lord
Broghill, French memoirs recommended by her

lover, and the Travels of Fernando Mendcz Pinto.
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But hor favourite books were thoso ponderous

French romances which modern readers know
chiefly from the pleasant satire of Charlotte Len-

nox. She could not, however, help laughing at

the vile English into which they were translated.

Her own stylo is very agreeable; nor are her

letters at all worse for some i in which
raillery and tenderness are mixed in a very engag-

ing namby-pamby.
When, at la it, the constancy of the lovers had

triumphed over all the obstacles which kinsmen
and rivals could opposo to their union, a yet more
serious calamity befell them. Poor Mistress

Osborne fell ill of the small-pox, and, though she

escaped with life, lost all her beauty. To this

most severe trial the affection and honour of tho

lovers of that age was not unfrequently subjected.

Readers probably remember what Mrs. Hut-
chinson tells us of herself. The lofty Cornelia-like

spirit of the aged matron seems to melt into a
long-forgotten softness when she relates how her

beloved colonel " married her as soon as she was
able to quit the chamber, when the priest and all

re afTrightod to look on her. But
I i

1.'' she adds, with a not ungraceful vanity,

" recompensed his justice and constancy, by
restoring her as well as before." Temple showed,

<>n this occasion, the same justice and cons;

which did so much honour to Colonel Hutchinson.

The date of the marriage is not exactly known;

but Mr. Courtenay supposes it to have taken place

about the end of the year 16

T II H X I GHT PI E

TO JULIA.

[E. Herrick. See Page 130.]

Hkr eyes the glow-worm lend

The shooting stars attend thee;

And the elves also,

Whose little eyes glow,

Like the sparks of fire, befriend tl;

No Will-o'-th'-Wisp mis-light I

Nor snake or slow-worm bite thee

;

But on, on thy way,

Not making a stay,

Since ghost there's none to affright thee.

dark thee cumber

;

What though the moon does slumber?

The stars of the night

Will lend thee their light,

Like tapers clear, without number.

Then, Julia, let me •

Thus, thus to come unto •

And when I shall i:

Thy silv'ry t'

oul I'll pour unto thee.

HASSAN; OB, t u B
[William Coliims.

CAMEL-DRIVER,
Sm Paat 44.]

Sc«n«—Tho Desert. Time—Midday.

Tv silent horror, o'er the boundle

The driver Hassan with his camels past
;

One cruse of water on his back he bore,

And nil tight scrip contained a scanty store;

A tan of paint>
I

- in his hand.

Oard his shaded laOB from BOOrching sand.

Th* sultry sun had trained the middle

And not a tin- and not an herb was nigh;

The beaeta with pain their dusty way pu

Shrill roared the winds, and dreary was the view!

With fee sorrow wild, the affrighted man
Thrice lighed, thrice struck his breast, and thus

- in :

" Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

When first from Sehira/,' walls 1 bent my v.

Ah! lit th- thought I of the blasting wind.

The thirst or pinching hunger that I Bad!

Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirsf

When fails this cruse, his unrelent.

Soon shall this scrip its precious load N
what buf tears and hunger shall be thine?

ne'e companions of my toils, that bear

In all my griefs a more than equal share

!

. murmurs br.

Or mo 1 fountains mi

In vain ye hop delights to know,

Which plains more I

Here rocks aloi b sands are found,

And faint and sickly win and.

Sad was the hour, and luckless wa

When first from Sehira/' walls I bent in

J

Cursed be the gold and silver which
|

men to follow far fatiguing tr

The lil

And I rer than the golden I

tempts na o'er the desert brown,

thy town.

Full off we tempt the land, and off the

And are we only

Ah ! why was rnin so an I

( >r why fond man so easily 1"

Why 1 ft, while mad v.

The gentle ' ace. or V

:ink the I ide,

The fountain's murmurs, and dc;



HASSAN; OR, THE CAMEL-DRIVER. 293

(Drawn by M. E. Edwards.)

THE NIGHT PIECE.—TO JULIA.

Why think we these less pleasing to behold

Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold ?

Sad was the honr, and luckless was the day,

When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my
way!

O cease, my fears ! All frantic as I go,

When thought creates unnumbered scenes of woe,

What if the lion in his rage I meet

!

Oft in the dust I view his printed feet

;

And fearful oft, when Day's declining light

Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night,

% hunger roused he scours the groaning plain,

Gaunt wolves and sullen tigers in his train

;

Before them Death with shrieks directs their way,

Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey.

Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my
way!

At that dead hour *;he silent asp shall creep,

If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep

;

Or some swoln serpent twist his scales abound,

And wake to anguish with a burning wound.

Thrice happy they, the wise contented poor,

From lust of wealth and dread of death secure

!
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They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they find

;

Peace rules the day where reason rules the mind.

Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day,

When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my
way!

O hapless youth ! for she thy love hath won,

The tender Zara ! will be most undone.

Big swelled my heart, and owned the powerful

maid,

When fast she dropped her tears, as thus she said

:

' Farewell the youth whom sighs could not detain,

Whom Zara's breaking heart implored in vain!

Yet as thou goest, may every blast arise

Weak and unfelt as these rejected sighs!

Safe o'er the wild no perils mayst thou see,

No griefs endure, nor weep, false youth, like mo.'

Oh, let me safely to the fair return,

Say with a kiss, she must not, shall not mourn

;

Oh, let me teach my heart to lose its fei

Recalled by Wisdom's voice- and Zara's t

He said, and called on 1I< avm to Hett the day

When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his

IIONEYWOOD AND THE BAILIFI-'.
[Oliver Goldsmith. St* Page 10.]

Bailiff. Look-ye, sir, I have arrested as good

men as you in my time; no disparagement of you,

neither. Men that would go forty guineas on a

game of cribbage. I challenge the town to show
a man in more genteeler practice than myself.

Honeywood. Without all question, Mr. . I

forget your name, sir.

liniliff. How can you forget what you never

knew ? He ! he ! he!

Hontywood. May 1 bog leave to ask your name?
Hniliff. Yes, you may.

HonejfWOod, Then, pray, sir, what is your name?

/iff. That I didn't promise to tell you.

he ! he ! A joke breaks no bones, as we say

among us that practise tho law.

Hunvywuwl. You may have reason for keeping

it a secret, perhaps.

r.iiliff. Tho 'aw does nothing without reason.

I'm ashamed to tell my name to no man, sir. If

you can show cause, IS why, upon a certain capus.

that 1 should prove my name But,

Timothy Twitch is my name. And, now you know
my name, what have you to say to that?

Hontywc hing in the world, good Mr.

Twitch, but thai I have a favour to ask. that'

Bailiff. Ay, favours are m< i than

granted, as we say among us that practise the

law. I have taken an oath against granting

favours. Would you have me perjure myself?
liouiyinxxl. But my request will como recom-

mended in so strong a manner, as, I believe, you'll

have no scruple. (
I'nlliinj owl his purse.) The

thing is only this: 1 hellers I shall be able to dis-

charge this trifle in two or three days at fori

bat ai 1 would not have the atl'air known for the

world, 1 have thought of keeping you, and your

; (Head here, about m till the debt
i

charged s for which I shall be properly grateful

Iff. Oh! that's another maxum. and alto-

gether within my oath. For certain, if an honest

man is to get anything by a thing, there's no i

why all things should not be done in civility.

HbneyuxxxL Doubtless all trades must live, Mr.

Twitch ; and yours is a necessary oi I him

money.)

Bailiff. Oh! your honour ; I hope your honour

nothing a I hing

but my duty in tra DO man
say I < a gentleman, that wi man.

ill usage. If I saw that a gentleman was |

tloman, I have taken mo:,

together.

>ywood. Tenderness is a virtue. Mr. T\

Bailiff. Ay, sir, ,

to see a gentleman with I don't

know, but I think I have a tender heart m
If all that I ba

gether, it would make a—but no matter for :

H>neyivood. I n itch.

The ingratitude of the world can prive

us of the acted

with humanity i

than gold. I love humanity. People may say

that we, in our way. have no humanity; but I'll

show you my humanity this moment. There's my
follower b with a wife and four

children: a guinea or two would bo more to him
than : inch to another. Now, as I can't

show him any humanity myself, I must beg leavo

you'll do it for me.

I assure you, Mr. Twitch, yon

a most powerful recommendation. (Giving money

to the Follower.)

. you're a gentleman. I see you
know what to do with your money. But to busi-

ness : wo aro to be here as your friends, I suppose.

But set in case company comes. Little Flai

to be sure, has a good face ; a very good
but then, lie is a littlo seedy, as wo say

among us that the law. Not well in

clothes. Smoke the pockot-b

Honeywood. Well, that shall be remedied with-

out delay.
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Enter Servant.

Servant. Sir, Miss Richland is below.

Honeywood. How unlucky ! Detain her a mo-
ment. We must improve my good friend little

Mr. Flanigan's appearance first. Here, let Mr.
Flanigan have a suit of my clothes—quick—the
brown and silver. Do you hear ?

Servant. That your honour gave away to the
begging gentleman that makes verses, because it

was as good as new.

Hontywood. The white and gold, then.

Servant. That, your honour, I made bold to

sell, because it was good for nothing.

Honeywood. "Well, the first that comes to hand,
then : the blue and gold. I believe Mr. Flanigan
will look best in blue. (Exit Flanigan.)

Bailiff. Rabbit me, but little Flanigan will look
well in anything. Ah, if your honour knew that

bit of flesh as well as I do, you'd be perfectly in

love with him. There's not a prettier scout in the
four counties after a shy-cock than he. Scents
like a hound ; sticks like a weasel. He was master
of the ceremonies to the black Queen of Morocco,
when I took him to follow me. (Re-enter Flan-
igan.) Heh, I think he looks so well, that I
don't care if I have a suit from the same place
for myself.

Honeywood. Well, well, I hear the lady coming.
Dear Mr. Twitch, I beg you'll give your friend

directions not to speak. As for yourself, I know
you will say nothing without being directed.

Bailiff. Never you fear me, I'll show the lady
that I have something to say for myself as well as
another. One man has one way of talking, and
another man has another ; that's all the difference

between them.

Enter Miss Richland and her Maid.

Miss Rich. You'll be surprised, sir, with this

visit. But you know I'm yet to thank you for
choosing my little library.

Honeywood. Thanks, madam, are unnecessary,
as it was I that was obliged by your commands.
Chairs here. Two of my very good friends, Mr.
Twitch and Mr. Flanigan. Pray, gentlemen, sit

without ceremony.

Miss Rich. Who can these odd-looking men be ?

I fear it is as I was informed. It must be so.

(Aside.)

Bailiff. (After a pause.) Pretty weather, very
pretty weather, for the time of the year, madam.

Follower. Very good circuit weather in the
country.

Honeywood. You officers are generally favourites
among the ladies. My friends, madam, have been
upon very disagreeable duty, I assure you. The
fair should, in some measure, recompense the toils
of the brave.

Miss Rich. Our officers do indeed deserve every

favour. The gentlemen are in the marine service,

I presume, sir ?

Honeywood. Why, madam, they do—occasionally

serve in the Fleet, madam : a dangerous service.

Miss Rich. I'm told so. And I own it has often

surprised me that, while we have had so many
instances of bravery there, we have had so few of

wit at home to praise it.

Honeywood. I grant, madam, that our poets have
not written as our soldiers have fought ; but they
have done all they could, and Hawke or Amherst
could do no more.

Miss Rich. I'm quite displeased when I see a

fine subject spoiled by a dull writer.

Honeywood. We should not be so severe against

dull writers, madam. It is ten to one, but the
dullest writer exceeds the most rigid French critic

who presumes to despise him.

Follower. Hang the French, the parle-vous, and
all that belong to them

!

Miss Rich. Sir

!

Honeywood. Ha ! ha ! ha ! honest Mr. Flanigan.

A true English officer, madam ; he's not contented
with beating the French, but he will scold them too.

Miss Rich. Yet, Mr. Honeywood, this does not
convince me but that severity in criticism is neces-

sary. It was our first adopting the severity of
French taste that has brought them in turn to

taste us.

Bailiff. Taste us, madam! they devour us. Give
Monseers but a taste, and they come in for a
bellyful.

Miss Rich. Very extraordinary, this.

Follower. But very true. What makes the bread
rising?—the parle-vous that devour us. What
makes the mutton fivepence a pound ?—the parle-

vous that eat it up. What makes the beer three-

pence-halfpenny a pot

Honeywood. Ah! the vulgar rogues! All will

be out. (Aside.) Right, gentlemen, very right,

upon my word, and quite to the purpose. They
draw a parallel, madam, between the mental taste

and that of our senses. We are injured as much
by French severity in the one, as by French
rapacity in the other. That's their meaning.

Miss Rich. Though I don't see the force of the

parallel, yet I'll own that we should sometimes
pardon books, as we do our friends, that have now
and then agreeable absurdities to recommend them.

Bailiff. That's all my eye. The king only can

pardon, as the law says ; for set in case

Honeywood. I'm quite of your opinion, sir. I

see the whole drift of your argument. Yes, cer-

tainly, our presuming to pardon any work is

arrogating the power that belongs to another.

If all have power to condemn, what writer can
be free P

Bailiff. By his habus corpus. His habus corpus

can set him free at any time. For set in case
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Uoneywood. I'm obliged to you, sir, for the hint.

If, madam, as my friend observes! our laws

.

careful of a gentleman's person, sure we ought to

be equally careful of his dearer part, bis fame.

Follower. Ay, but if so be a man's nabbed, you

know
llmieywood. Mr. Flanigan, if you spoke for ever,

you could not improve the last observation. For
my own part, I think it conclusive.

Bailiff. As for the matter of that, mayhap
Honeywood. Nay, sir, give me leavo in this

instance to 1)0 positive. For whero is the nec<

of censuring works without genius, which must
shortly sink of themselves ? what is it, but aiming

an unnecessary blow against a victim already under

the hands of justice?

Bailiff. Oh, by the elevens, if you talk

about justice, I think I am at home there; for, in

a course of law

Il'iiieywood. My dew Mr. Twitch, [disoem what

you'd bo at perfoctly, and I believe the lady

be sensible of tho art with which it is introd

1 suppose yon perceive the m—>fng, madam, of

his eourso of law P

fifes, I protest, sir, I do not. I

only that you answer one gentleman before he baa

finished, and the other before he has well begin.

Bailiff. Madam, you aro a gentlewoman, and 1

will mako tho matter out. This 1 ion is

soverity, and ind pardon, and the

like of they. Now, to explain the thing

HoMffWOod. Hang your explanations

Servant. Mr. Leontin-

speak with you upon earnest 1 > 1 1 — i *
:

-

Ilo That's lucky. (

.

'

you'll excuse me and my good friends ;

lew minutes. There are hooks, madam.
you. Come, gentlemen, you know I maki

Ony with such fric!

ma. W' II. if I must; but I la

natural politem

i behind, you know.

F<>!' lore and behind— before

and behind!

I
woon, Bui.ifk, and Foi.t

Mim fifeA. What can all this m
Gani'f. Mian, madam P why, « ild it

mean, but what Mr. Lofty sent yi

pie he OS

enough i sherif an.

Well.t!

his perplexities are far from givin

yet I own there's something very ridiculous in

them, and a just punishment for his dissimuli

\nd SO tl:

that t!

and set him free, bai not done it by this time.

•1 here b
But lawyers are always more ready to gi't a man

into troubles than <>ut oft!.
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THE OLD ILLUMINATOR
[H. W. IiOiWFKI.Lnw. £>M I'nnr 11. ]

Friar Pacificus. It is growing

dark ! Yet one line more,

And then my work for to-day is

o'er.

I come again to the name of the

Lord

!

Ere I that awful name record.

That is spoken so lightly among
men,

Let me pause a while, and wash
my pen

;

Pure from blemish and blot must
it be

When it writes that word of

mystery

!

Thus have I laboured on and on,

Nearly through the Gospel of John.

Can it be that from the lips

Of this same gentle Evangelist,

That Christ himself perhaps has

kissed,

Came the dread Apocalypse ?

It has a very awful look,

As it stands there at the end of the

book,

Like the sun in an eclipse.

Ah me ! when I think of that vision

divine,

Think of writing it, line by line,

I stand in awe of the terrible curse,

Like the trump of doom, in the

closing verse

!

God forgive me ! if ever I

Take aught from the book of that

prophecy,

Lest my part too should be taken

away
From the Book of Life on tho

Judgment Day.

This is well written, though I say it

;

I should not be afraid to display it,

In open day, on the selfsame shelf

With the writings of St. Thecla herself,

Or of Theodosius, who of old

Wrote the Gospels in letters of gold

:

That goodly folio standing yonder,
Without a single blot or blunder,

Would not bear away the palm from mine,
If we should compare them line for line.

There, now, is an initial letter

!

St. Ulric himself never made a better;

VOL. I.

(DraiVH by \V. Wl

Finished down to the leaf and the snail,

Down to the eyes on the peacock's tail

:

And now as I turn the volume over,

And see what lies between cover and cover,

What treasures of art these pages hold,

All a-blaze with crimson and gold,

God forgive me ! I seem to feel

A certain satisfaction steal

Into my heart, and into my brain,

As if my talent had not lain

Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain.

Yes, I might almost say to the Lord,

Here is a copy of thy Word,
Written out with much toil and pain

(
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Take it, O Lord, and let it be

As something I have done for Thee.

[He looks from the window.

How sweet the air is ! How fair the scene !

I wish I had as lovely a green

To paint my landscapes and my leaves

!

How the swallows twitter under the eaves

!

There, now, there is one in her ne

I can just catch a glimpse of her head and breast,

And will sketch her thus in her quiet nook,

For the margin of my Gospel book.

[He makes a t

I can seewio more. Through the valley yonder

A shower is passing ; I hear the thunder

Mutter its curses in the air,

The devil's own and only prayer !

The dusty road is brown with ram,

And, speeding on with might and main,

Hitherward rides a gallant train.

They do not parley, they cannot wait,

But hurry in at the convent u-

What a fair lady ! and beside her

What a handsome, graceful, noble rider

!

Now she gives him her hand to alight

;

They will beg a shelter for the night.

I will go down to the corridor,

And tiy to soo that face once more;
It will do for the face of some beautiful saint,

Or for one of the Maries I shall paint.

[Goes 011 f

TALE OF ANNINGAIT AND AJUT.
[De. Johnson. Sm Pagi 258.'

Of the happiness and misery of our present state,

part arises from our sensations, and part from our

opinions
;
part is distributed by nature, and part

is in a great measure apportioned by our-

Positive pleasure we cannot always obtain, and

positive pain we often cannot remove. No man
can give to his own plantations the fragrance of

tho Indian groves; nor will any preoeptfl of

philosophy enable him to withdraw his attention

from wounds or diseases. But the negative

infelicity which proceeds, not from the pressure

of sufferings, but tho absence of enjoyments, will

always yield to the remedies of reason.

One of the great arts of escaping superfluous

uneasiness, is to free our minds from tho habit of

comparing our condition with that of others on

whom tho blessings of life are more bountifully

bestowed, or with imaginary states of delight and

security, perhaps unattainable by mortals.

are placed in a situation so gloomy and distn

as not to see every day beings yet more lot lorn

and misorable, from whom they may learn to

rejoice in their own lot.

No inconvenience is less superable by art or

diligence than the inoloniom'iy of climates, end

therefore none adonis inure proper exercise for

this philosophical abstraction. A native of Eng-

land, pinched with the frosts of December, may
lessen his affection for his own country by suffer-

ing his imagination to wander in t ho vales of

Asia, and sport among woods that are always

green, and itioaini that always murmur; but if

•n^ his thoughts towards the polar regions,

and considers tho nations to whom a groat portion

of tho year is darkness, and who are condemned

to pass weeks and months amidst mountains

of snow, he will soon p ia tranquility;

and while he stirs his fire, or throws his

cloak "bout him, reflect how much he owes to

Providence that he is not placed in Greenland or

Siberia.

The barrenness of the earth, and the

the skies in these dreary countries, are so

might be expected to confine the mind wholly t<

the contemplation of m
that the i aping death from

r should leave no room for those pa.-*

which, in lands of plenty, influence oondm
divenifj characters; the summer should be sprnt

only in providing for tHe winter, and the w

in longing for the summer.

learned curiosity is known to have found its

way into those abodes of poverty and gloom :

land and Iceland have their historians, th<

and their poets; and Love, that extends h

minion wherever humanity can be found, pel

I the sanr I hut

as in the palaces of eastern monan i

In one of the large caves to which the families

of Greenland retire together, to pass the

months, and which may be termed their villages

or cities, a youth and maid, who came from dif-

ferent parts of the country, were so much
tmgmshed for their beauty, that they*
by the rest of the inhabitants, Ann in ura it and Ajut,

from a supposed resemblance to their am
the same names, who had been transformed i

into the sun and moon.

Anningait for some time 1

Ajut with little emotion, but at U ,uent

inten ble of her charms, and

first made a discovery of his affection by in.

Ajut the tail of a whal< i not

much delighted bythia gallantry; y. t. hov<

from that time was rarely to appear but

in a vest made of the skin of B white deer; she |

DOW the black dye upon her hands
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\nd forehead, to adorn her sleeves with coral and

shells, and to braid her hair with great exactness.

The elegance of her dress, and the judicious dis-

position of her ornaments, had such an effect upon

Anningait that he could no longer be restrained

from a declaration of his love. He therefore com-

posed a poem in her praise, in which, among other

heroic and tender sentiments, he protested that

" She was beautiful as the vernal willow, and

fragrant as thyme upon the mountains ; that her

fingers were white as the teeth of the morse, and

her smile grateful as the dissolution of the ice;

that he would pursue her, though she should pass

the snows of the midland cliffs, or seek shelter in

the caves of the eastern cannibals ; that he would

tear her from the embraces of the genius of the

rocks, snatch her from the paws of Amaroc, and

recue her from the ravine of Hafgufa." He con-

cluded with a wish that, " whoever shall attempt

to hinder his union with Ajut, might be buried

without his bow, and that in the land of souls his

skull might serve for no other use than to catch

the droppings of the starry lamps."

This ode being universally applauded, it was

expected that Ajut would soon yield to such fer-

vour and accomplishments; but Ajut, with the

natural haughtiness of beauty, expected all the

forms of courtship ; and before she would confess

herself conquered, the sun returned, the ice broke,

and the season of labour called all to their employ-

ments.

Anningait and Ajut for a time always went out

in the same boat, and divided whatever was caught.

Anningait, in the sight of his mistress, lost no

opportunity of signalising his courage ; he attacked

the sea-horses on the ice
;
pursued the seals into

the water ; and leaped upon the back of the whale

while he was yet struggling with the remains of

life. Nor was his diligence less to accumulate all

that could be necessary to make winter comfort-

able ; he dried the roe of fishes, and the flesh of

seals ; he entrapped deer and foxes, and dressed

their skins to adorn his bride ; he feasted her with

eggs from the rocks, and strewed her tent with

flowers.

It happened that a tempest drove the fish to a

distant part of the coast before Anningait had

completed his store ; he therefore entreated Ajut

that she would at last grant him her hand, and ac-

company him to that part of the country whither

he was now summoned by necessity. Ajut thought

him not yet entitled to such condescension, but

proposed, as a trial of his constancy, that he should

return at the end of summer to the cavern where

their acquaintance commenced, and there expect

the reward of his assiduities.

" O virgin, beautiful as the sun shining on the

water, consider," said Anningait, " what thou hast

required. How easily may my return be precluded

by a sudden frost or unexpected fogs ; then musk
the night be passed without my Ajut. "We live

not, my fair, in those fable countries which lying

strangers so wantonly describe ; where the whole

year is divided into short days and nights ; where
the same habitation serves for summer and winter

;

where they raise houses in rows above the ground,

dwell together from year to year, with flocks of

tame animals grazing in the fields about them

;

can travel at any time from one place to another,

through ways enclosed with trees, or over walls

raised upon the inland waters; and direct their

course through wide countries, by the sight of

green hills or scattered buildings. Even in

summer we have no means of crossing the moun-
tains, whose snows are never dissolved ; nor can

remove to any distant residence, but in our boats

coasting the bays. Consider, Ajut ; a few summer
days and a few winter nights, and the life of man
is at an end. Night is the time of ease and
festivity, of revels and gaiety; but what will be

the flaming lamp, the delicious seal, or the soft

oil, without the smile of Ajut !

"

The eloquence of Anningait was vain ; the maid
continued inexorable, and they parted with ardent

promises to meet again before the night of winter.

Anningait, however discomposed by the dila-

tory coyness of Ajut, was yet resolved to omit no

tokens of amorous respect; and therefore pre-

sented her at his departure with the skins of

seven white fawns, of five swans, and eleven seals,

with three marble lamps, ten vessels of seal oil,

and a large kettle of brass, which he had pur-

chased from a ship at the price of half a whale and
two horns of sea-unicorns.

Ajut was so much affected by the fondness of

her lover, or so much overpowered by his mag-
nificence, that she followed him to the sea-side

;

and when she saw him enter the boat, wished

aloud that he might return with plenty of skins

and oil ; that neither the mermaids might snatch

him into the deeps, nor the spirits of the rocks

confine him in their caverns.

She stood a while to gaze upon the departing

vessel, and then returning to her hut, silent and
dejected, laid aside from that hour her white deer

skin, suffered her hair to spread unbraided on her

shoulders, and forbore to mix in the dances of the

maidens. She endeavoured to divert her thought

by continual application to feminine employments,

gathered moss for the winter lamps, and dried

grass to line the boots of Anningait. Of the

skins which he had bestowed upon her, she made
a fishing-coat, a small boat, and tent, all of ex-

quisite manufacture ; and while she was thus

busied, solaced her labours with a song, in which

she prayed " that her lover might have hands

stronger than the paws of the bear, and feet

swifter than the feet of the rein-deer; that his
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dart might ne7er err, and that his boat might

never leak ; that he might never stumble on the

ice, nor faint in the water; that the seal might

rush on his harpoon, and the wounded whale

might dash the waves in vain."

The large boats in which the Greenlanders

transport their families are always rowed by
women ; for a man will not debase himself by
work which requires neither skill nor courage.

Anningait was therefore exposed by idleness to

the ravages of passion. He went thrice to the

stern of the boat with an intent to leap into the

water and swim back to his mistress : but recol-

lecting the misery which they must endure in the

winter, without oil for the lamp, or skins for the

bed, he resolved to employ the weeks of absence

in provision for a night of plenty and felicity. He
then composed his emotions as he could, and

expressed in wild numbers and uncouth images

his hopes, his sorrows, and his fears. " life,"

says he, "frail and uncertain! where shall wretched

man find thy resemblance but in ice floating on

the ocean ? It towers on high, it sparkles from

afar, while the storms drive and the waters beat

it, the sun melts it above and the rocks shatter it

below. What art thou, deceitful pleasure, but a

sudden blaze streaming from the north, which

plays a moment on the eye. mocks the traveller

with the hopes of light, and then vanishes for

ever? What, love, art thou but a whirlpool,

which we approach without knowledge of our

ir, drawn on by imperceptible ill we
have lost all power of resistance and esoape P Till

I fixed my eyes on the graces of Ajut, while I had
yet not called her to the banquet, I was ea

as the sleeping morse, I was merry as the singers

in the stars. Why, Ajut, did I gaze upon thy

. my Bur, did 1 call thee to the

banqaetP Yet, bo faithful, my love, remember
Anningait, and meet my return with the smile of

virginity. I will chase tin- deer, 1 will subdue

the whale, as the (root of darknei

unwearied as the summer ran. En a feww I

shall return prosperous and wealthy; then shall

the roa-lish and the porpoise feast, thy kindred;

the fox and hare shall cover thy OOUOh; the tough
al shall shell

and the fat of the whale illuminate thv

Auniii'-air baring with theso sentiments con-

his grief .and animated his industry, found

that they had now coasted the headland, and saw
thewi mting at a distance. Ee therefore

in his fi dung-boat, called his

datei tO their several employments, plied

his oar and harpoon with inoredil

doxterity; and. by dividing his tr u the

chase and Bshory, suspended the miseries of

absence ai ion.

Ajut, in the meantime, notwithstanding her

neglected dress, happened, as she was drying

some skins in the sun, to catch the eye of

Norngsuk, on his return from hunting. Norngsuk
was of birth truly illustrious. His mother had
died in childbirth, and his father, the most expert

fisher of Greenland, had perished by too close

pursuit of the whale. His dignity was equalled

by his riches; he was master of four men's and

two women's boats, had ninety tubs of oil in his

winter habitation, and five-and-twenty seals buried

in the snow against the season of darkness. "When

he saw the beauty of Ajut, he immediately threw
over her the skin of a deer that he had taken, and

soon after presented her with a branch of coral.

Ajut refused his gifts, and determined to admit no

lover in the place of Anningait.

Norngsuk, thus rejected, had recourse to

stratagem. Ho knew that Ajut would consult

an Angekkok, or diviner, concerning the t .

her lover, and the felicity of her futuro life. He
therefore applied himself to the most celebrated

kok of that part of the country, and by a
ut of two seals and a marble 1 aincd

a promise that when Ajut should consult him, ho

would declare that her lover was in the land of

souls. Ajut, in a short time, brought him a coat

made by herself, and inquired what events were
to befall her, with assurances of a much larger

reward at the return of Anningait if the prediction

should flatter her do-; Angekkok knew the

way to riohes, and foretold that Anningait. b

already caught two whales, would soon return home
with a large boat laden with provisions.

This prognostication she was ordered to keep

; and Norngsuk, depending upon his arti-

fice, renewed his addresses with greater con-

fidence; but finding his suit still unsuccessful,

applied himself to her parents with gifts and

promisee The wealth of Greenlan >wer-

ful for the virtue of a Greenlander; they t

the merit and the of Anningait, and

1 Ajut to the embraces of Norngsuk. She
ited, she remonstrated, she wept and raved;

but finding riches irresistible, fled away into the

uplands, and lived in a cave upon ies as

she could gather, and the birds or hares which

.sic had the fortune to ensnare, taking

hour when die mi not likely to be found, to view

i-y day, that her lover might no:

her at his return.

\nnin-

gait had d laden

along the i e ran with all the impa'

of affection to catch her lover in her arm

ad Bufferings. When I he com-

pany I
• land, they inform* 4 An-

ningait, after t fa r unable to

support the sl<>--
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had set out before them in his fishing-boat, and
they expected at their arrival to have found him
on shore.

Ajut, distracted at this intelligence, was about

to fly into the hills, without knowing why, though
she was now in the hands ol her parents, who
forced her back to their own hut, and endeavoured

to comfort her ; but when at last they retired to

rest, Ajut went down to the beach, where, finding

a fishing-boat, she entered it without hesitation,

and telling those who wondered at her rashness

that she was going in search of Anningait. rowed
away with great swiftness, and was seen no more.

The fate of these lovers gave occasion to various

fictions and conjectures. Some are of opinion that

they were changed into stars ; others imagine that

Anningait was seized in his passage by the genius

of the rocks, and that Ajut was transformed into

a mermaid, and still continues to seek her lover in

the deserts of the sea. But the general persuasion

is, that they are both in that part of the land of

souls where the sun never sets, where oil is always

fresh, and provisions always warm. The virgins

sometimes throw a thimble and a needle into the

bay from which the hapless maid departed ; and
when a Greenlander would praise any couple for

virtuous affection, he declares that they love like

Anningait and Ajut.
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PIIAETHON; OR, THE AMATEUR COACHMAN
[J. O. Saxe. See Page 78.]

PHAETHON—so the

histories run

—

Was a jolly young chap,

and a son of the Sun ;

Or rather of Phoebus; but

as to his mother,

Genealogists make adeuce

of a pother,

Some going for one, and

some for another

!

For myself, I must say, as

a careful explorer,

This roaring young blade was the son

of Aurora

!

Now old Father Phoebus, ere railways begun

To elevate funds and depreciate fun,

Drove a very fast coach by the name of " the

Sun;"
Running, they say,

Trips every day

(On Sundays and all, in a heathenish way),

And lighted up with famous array

Of lanterns that shone with a brilliant display,

And dashing along like a gentleman's shay

With never a fare and nothing to pay.

Now Phaethon begged of his doting old father

To grant him a favour, and that the rather,

Since some one had hinted, the youth to annoy,

That he wasn't by any means Phcebus's boy.

Intending the rascally son of a gun,

To darken the brow of tho son of the Sun.
" By the terrible Styx," said the angry

"While his eyes flashed volumes of fury and Ore,

"To prove your reviler an infamous liar,

I swear I will grant you whate'er you &
"Then by my bead,"

The youngster said,

" I'll mount tho coach when the horses are I

For there's nothing I'd choose, ai I'm alive,

Like a seat on the box, and a dashing di

"Nay, Phaethon, don't

!

I beg you won't

;

Just stop a moment and think upon't.

You're quite too young," continued the sage,

" To tend a coach nt your bender age.

Besides, you

'Twill really 1)0

IT first appearance on any stage.

Desist, my child,

The cuttle are wild,

And when their courage is thoroughly riled,

Depend upon it, the coach '11 be sp'iled,

They're not the fellows to draw it mild.

Desist, I say,

You'll rue the day,

So mind me, and don't be foolish, Pha !

"

But the youth was proud,

And swore aloud

It was just the thing to astonish a crowd.

He'd have the horses—ho wouldn't be co

In vain the boy was cautioned at large

;

He called for the chargers, unheeding the charge,

And vowed that any young chap of force

Could manage a dozen coursers of course 1

Now Phoebh igly sorry

He had given his word in such a hurry.

But having sworn by the Styx, no doubt,

He was in for it now, and couldn't back out

!

So calling Phaethon up in a ti

I a the youth a bit of

" ParOQ stimulis, utere I

n, of which tl

Don't use the whip— they're ticklish things,

But wl D do, hold on to the strings !)

"Medio tutissimus ibis,"

As the judge remarked to a rowdy Scotchman,

Who was going along between two watchni'

" So mind your eye and -pare your goad,

Be shy of the stones, and keep in the road!"

Now Phaethon, perched in the coachman's place,

Dixn ;*t a rurii

is running a rf

Or bounding along in a

Of whip and shout there was no luck,

"Crack ! Whl
Whack!

inded aloi, kck

!

oeatb the stinging lash

Cutting their Hanks in main

On—on they sped, as swift as a tl.

Through thick and thin away they dash

(Such rapid driving is always r.

When all ;V h I dreadful 01

The VI

I

And Phaethon he,

Off the coach was suddenly In;

Into a puddle and oui rid

!

Don't rashly take to dangerous con

Nor set it down in your table of fol

Thut any one man Squall any four 1.
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FALSTAFF'S REGIMENT
[W. Shakespeaee. See Page 33.]

Falstaff. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry

;

fill me a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall inarch

through ; we'll to Sutton-Cophill to night.

Bardolph. "Will you give me money, captain ?

Fal. Lay out, lay out.

Bard. This bottle makes an angel.

Fal. An if it do, take it for thy labour ; and if

it make twenty, take them all; I'll answer the

coinage. Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the

town's end.

Bard. I will captain : farewell. [Exit.

Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am
a soused gurnet. I have misused the king's press

confoundedly. I have got, in exchange of a hun-

dred and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd
pounds. I press me none but good householders,

yeomen's sons ; inquire me out contracted

bachelors, such as had been asked twice on the

banns ; such a commodity of warm slaves, as had
as lief hear the devil as a drum ! such as fear the

report of a caliver worse than a struck fowl, or a
hurt wild-duck. I pressed me none but such toasts

and butter, with hearts in their bodies no bigger

than pins'-heads, and they have bought out their

services ; and now my whole charge consists of

ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of com-
panies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the painted

cloth, where the glutton's dogs licked his sores

;

and such as, indeed, were never soldiers, but
discarded unjust serving-men, younger sons to

younger brothers, revolted tapsters, and ostlers

trade-fallen ; the cankers of a calm world and a
long peace ; ten times more dishonourable ragged
than an old-faced ancient : and such have I, to fill

up the rooms of them that have bought out their

services, that you would think that I had a hun-
dred and fifty tattered prodigals, lately come from
swine-keeping, from eating draff and husks. A
mad fellow met me on the way, and told me I had
unloaded all the gibbets, and pressed the dead
bodies. No eye hath seen such scarecrows. I'll

not march through Coventry with them, that's

flat:—nay, and the villains march wide betwixt
the legs, as if they had gyves on; for, indeed,
I had the most of them out of prison. There's

but a shirt and a half in all my company ; and
the half shirt is two napkins tacked together,

and thrown over the shoulders like a herald's coat

without sleeves ; and the shirt, to say the truth,

stolen from my host at Saint Alban's, or the red-

nose inn-keeper of Daventry. But that's all one;

they'll find linen enough on every hedge.

Enter Prince Henry and Westmoreland.

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack! how now,
quilt

!

Fal. What, Hal ! how now, mad wag ! what
dost thou in Warwickshire?—My good Lord of

Westmoreland, I cry you mercy : I thought your
honour had already been at Shrewsbury

.

West. Faith, Sir John, 'tis more than time that

I were there, and you too; but my powers are

there already. The king, I can tell you, looks for

us all : we must away all night.

Fal. Tut, never fear me : I am as vigilant as a

cat to steal cream.

P. Hen. I think, to steal cream, indeed ; for thy
theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me,
Jack, whose fellows are these that come after ?

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine.

P. Hen. I did never see such pitiful rascals.

Fal. Tut, tut ; good enough to toss ; food

for powder, food for powder ; they'll fill a pit as

well as better: tush, man, mortal men, mortal

men.

West. Ay, but, Sir John, methinks they are

exceeding poor and bare,—too beggarly.

Fal. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where
they had that; and for their bareness, I am sure

they never learned that of me.

P. Hen. No, I'll be sworn ; unless you call

three fingers on the ribs bare. But, sirrah, make
haste : Percy is already in the field.

Fal. What ! is the king encamped ?

West. He is, Sir John : I fear we shall stay too

long.

Fal. Well,

To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of a

feast

Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [Exeunt.

DESCRIPTION OF BELINDA AND THE SYLPHS
[Alexander Pope. See Page 40.]

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind,
Nourished two locks, which graceful hung behind
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck,
With shining ringlets, the smooth ivory neck.
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains,

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains.

With hairy springes we the birds betray,

Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey;

Fair tresses man's imperial race ensnare,

And beauty draws us with a single hair.
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The advent'rous baron the bright locks admired

;

He saw, he wished, and to the prize aspired.

Resolved to win, he meditates the way,

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray

;

For when success a lover's toil attends,

Few ask if fraud or force attained his ends.

For this, ere Phoebus rose, he had implored

Propitious heaven, and every power adored

;

But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built,

Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt.

There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves,

And all the trophies of his former loves

;

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre,

And breathes three amorous sighs to raise the fire

Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes

Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize

;

The powers gave ear, and granted half his prayer,

The rest the winds dispersed in empty air.

But now secure the painted vessel glides,

The sunbeams trembling on the floating tides

:

While melting music steals upon the sky,

And softened sounds along the waters die ;

Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play,

Belinda smiled, and all the world was gay.

All but the Sylph, with careful thoughts opprest,

The impending woe sat heavy on his breast.

He summons straight his denizens of air;

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair.

Soft o'er the shrouds aerial whispers brau ;

That seemed but zephyrs to the train beneath.

Some to the sun their insect wings unfold,

Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of gold

;

Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight,

Their fluid bodies half dissolved in light,

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew,

Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew.

Dipped in the richest tincture of the sk

Where light disports in ever-mingling <1

While every beam new transient colours flings,

Colours that change whene'er they wave their

wings.

Amid the circle on the gilded mast,

Superior by the head was Ariel placed
;

His purple pinions opening to the sun,

He raised his azure wand and thus begun :

—

" Yo sylphs and sylph ids, to your chief give ear;

Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and dainons, 1.

Ye know the spheres, and various tasks assigned

By laws eternal to the aerial kind.

Some in tho fields of purest ether play,

And bask and whiten in the blaze of day;

BoOM guide the course of wandering orbs on high,

Or roll tho planets through the boundless si.

Some, less refined, beneath the moon's pale light

Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night,

Or suck the mists in grosser air below,

Or dip their pinions in tl how,

Or brew tierce tempests on the wintry main,

Or o'er the glebe distil the kindly rain.

Others on earth o'er human race preside,

Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide

Of these, the chief the care of nations own,

And guard with arms divine the British throne.

Our humbler province is to tend the fair,

Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care

;

To save the powder from too rude a gale,

Nor let the imprisoned essences exhale

;

To draw fresh colours from the vernal flowers

;

To steal from rainbows, ere they drop in shov

A brighter wash ; to curl their waving hairs,

Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs

;

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow,

To change a flounce, or add a furbelow.

This day, black omens threat the brightest fair

That e'er deserved a watchful spirit's care;

Some dire disaster, or by force or flight

;

But what, or where, the fates have wrapped in

night.

Whether the nymph shall break Diana's law,

Or some frail China-jar receive a flaw,

Or stain her honour, or her new brocade,

Forget her prayers, or miss a masquerade;

Or lose her heart or necklace at a ball

;

Or whether heaven has doomed that Shock must
fall.

Haste, then, ye spirits! to your charge repair:

The fluttering fan be Zephyre;

Tho drops to thee, Brillante, we consign
;

And, Momentilla, lot the watch he thine;

Do thou, Crispissa, tend her favourite Lock;

Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock.

To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note,

We trust the important charge, the petticoat i

Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail.

Though still* with hoops, and armod with ribs of

whale.

Form a strong line about the silver bound.

And guard the wide circumference around.

Whatever spirit, careless of his charge.

His post neglects, or leaves the fair at la

Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o'ertake his sins,

Be stopped in vials, or transfixed with pins
;

Or plunged in lakes of bitter washes lie,

Or wedged whole ages in a bodkin's eye :

Gums and pomatums shall Ids flight restrain,

While dogged he beats his silken wings in \

Or alum styptics, with contracting pow.

Shrink his thin essence like a shrivelled flov.

Or, as Ixion fixed, the wretch shall

The giddy motion of the whirling mill

;

In fumes of burning I

: hall glow,

And tremble at the sea that froths belov.

He spoke ; the spirits from the sails descend

:

Some, orb in orb, around tho nymph
Some thrid the tna/.y ringlets of her hair.

Some hang upon the pendants of her ear:

Willi 1 iris the dire event they wait,

Anxious, and trembling for the birth of t
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HOW A GALLANT SHOULD BEHAVE HIMSELF IN ST. PAUL'S WALK.
[T. Decker. See Page 18.]

He that would strive to fashion

his legs to his silk stockings,

and his proud gait to his broad

garters, let him whiff down these

observations; for if he once get

to walk by the book—and I see

no reason but he may, as well

as fight by the book—Paul's

may be proud of him; Will

Clarke shall ring forth enco-

miums in his honour ; John, in

Paul's Churchyard, shall fit his

head for an excellent block;

whilst all the inns of court re-

joice to behold his most hand-

some calf.

Your mediterranean isle is

then the only gallery, wherein

the pictures of all your true

fashionate and complimental

gulls are, and ought to be hung
up. Into that gallery carry

your neat body; but take heed

you pick out such an hour when
the main shoal of islanders are

swimming up and down. And
first observe your doors of

entrance and your exit; not

much unlike the players at the

theatres; keeping your de-

corums even in fantasticality.

As, for example, if you prove

to be a northern gentleman,

I would wish you to pass

through the north door, more
often especially than any of

the other ; and so, according to

your countries, take note of

your entrances.

Now for your venturing into the walk. Be cir-

cumspect and wary what pillar you come in at;

and take heed in any case, as you love the reputa-

tion of your honour, that you avoid the serving-

man's log, and approach not within five fathom of

that pillar; but bend your course directly in the

middle line, that the whole body of the church
may appear to be yours; where, in view of all,

you may publish your suit in what manner you
affect most, either with the slide of your cloak

from the one shoulder; and then you must, as

'twere in anger, suddenly snatch at the middle of

the inside, if it be taffeta at the least ; and so by
that means your costly lining is betrayed, or else

by the pretty advantage of compliment. But one
note by the way do I especially woo you to, the

VOL. I.

(Drawn by S. Smith.)

neglect of which makes many of our gallants cheap

and ordinary, that by no means you be seen above

four turns ; but in the fifth make yourself away,

either in some of the sempsters' shops, the new
tobacco-office, or amongst the booksellers, where,

if you cannot read, exercise your smoke, and in-

quire who has writ against this divine weed, &c.

For this withdrawing yourself a little will much
benefit your suit, which else, by too long walking,

would be stale to the whole spectators : but how-

soever, if Paul's jacks be once up with their

elbows, and quarrelling to strike eleven ; as soon

as ever the clock has parted them, and ended the

fray with his hammer, let not the duke's gallery

contain you any longer, but pass away apace in

open view ; in which departure, if by chance you

39
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either encounter, or aloof off throw your inquisi-

tive eye upon any knight or squire, being your

familiar, salute him not by his name of Sir Such-a-

one, or so; but call him Ned or Jack, &c. This

will set off your estimation with great men ; and
if, though there be a dozen companies between

you, 'tis the better, he call aloud to you—for that

is most genteel—to know where he shall find you
at two o'clock, tell him at such an ordinary, or

such; and be sure to name those that are dearest,

and whither none but your gallants resort. After

dinner you may appear again, having translated

yourself out of your English cloth cloak into a
light Turkey grogram, if you have that happiness

of shifting ; and then be seen, for a turn or two,

to correct your teeth with some quill or silver

instrument, and to cleanse your gums with a

wrought handkerchief; it skills not whether you
dined or no; that is best known to your stomach,

or in what place you dined; though it were with

cheese, of your own mother's making, in your
chamber or study.

THE LOVE OF THE WORLD REPROVED; OR, HYPOCRISY DETECTED.

[W. Cowfir. See Pag* 39.]

]J HUS says the prophet of the Turk

:

^ " Good Mussulman, abstain from

pork;

Thm-e is a part in every swine

No friend or follower of mine
May taste, whate'er his inclination,

On pain of excommunication."

Such Mohammed's mysterious charge,

And thus he left the point at large.

Had he the sinful part expressed.

They might with safety cat the rest

;

But for one piece they thought it hard
From the whole hog to be debarml,
And set their wit at work to find

Whttt joint the prophet had in mind.

Much controversy straight arose

—

These chose the back, the belly those

;

By some 'tis confidently said

He meant not to forbid the head,

While others at that doctrine rail,

And piously prefer the tail.

Thus, conscience freed from every i

Mohammedans eat up the hog.

You laugh
—

'tis well : the tale applied

May make you laugh on t'other ride.

Mounco the world," the preeoli

" We do," a multitude replirs ;

"While one as innocent rag

A snug and friendly game at raids ;

And one, whatever you may I

Can see no evil in a play

:

Some love a concert, or a ra>

And others shooting, and the chase.

Reviled and loved, renounced and followed.

Thus, bit by bit, the world is swallowed i

Each thinks his neighbour makes too

free,

Yet likes a slice as well as he

;

With sophistry their sauce they sweet'

Till quite from tail to snout 'tis ea:

THE FIGHT IN THE CHASE.
[Georox Eliot. Set Pag* 89.]

One piece of work that Adam was superintend-

ing was some slight repairs at the Chase Farm,
which had been hitherto occupied by Satcholl, as

bailiff, but which it was now rumoured that the

old Squire was going to let to a smart man in top-

boots, who had beta a SO to ride over it one day.

Nothing but the desire to get a tenant could

account, for the Squire's undertaking repairs,

though the Saturday-evening party at Mr. Casson's

agreed over their pipes that no man in his senses

would take the Chase Farm unless there was a bit

more ploughland laid to it. However that might
be, t he repairs wero ordered to be executed with all

dispatch; and Adam, acting for Mr. Burge, was
carrying out the order with his usual energy. But
to-day, having been occupied elsewhere, he had

not been ablo to arrivo at the Chase Farm till late

in tho afternoon; and ho then discovered that

some old roofing, which he had calculated on

preserving, had given way. There was clearly

no good to be done with this part of the building

without pulling it all down; and Adam imme-
diately saw in his mind a plan for building it up
again, so as to make tho most convenient of cow-

an. 1 calf-j)ens, with a hovel for implem

and all without any great expense for i

So, when tho workmen wore gone, ho sat down,

took out his pocket-book, and busied himself with

sketching a plan, and making a specification of

tho expenses, that ho might show it to Burge the

next morning, and set hira on persuading the

Squire to consent. To "make a good job" of

* By kind permission of the Author.
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anything, however small, was always a pleasure to

Adam ; and he sat on a block, with his book

resting on a planing-table, whistling low every

now and then, and turning his head on one side

with a just perceptible smile of gratification—of

pride, too, for if Adam loved a bit of good work,

he loved also to think, " I did it !
" And I believe

the only people who are free from that weakness

are those who have no work to call their own.

It was nearly seven before he had finished and
put on his jacket again.

The buildings of the Chase Farm lay at one
extremity of the Chase, at about ten minutes'

walking distance from the Abbey. Adam had
come thither on his pony, intending to ride to the

stables, and put up his nag on his way home. At
the stables he encountered Mr. Craig, who had
come to look at the Captain's new horse, on which
he was to ride away the day after to-morrow ; and
Mr. Craig detained him to tell how all the servants

were to collect at the gate of the courtyard to wish
the young Squire luck as he rode out ; so that, by
the time Adam had got into the Chase, and was
striding along with the basket of tools over his

shoulder, the sun was on the point of setting, and
was sending level crimson rays among the great

trunks of the old oaks, and touching every bare

patch of ground with a transient glory, that made
it look like a jewel dropped upon the grass. He
hurried on across the Chase, stalking along the

narrow paths between the fern, with Gyp at his

heels, not lingering to watch the magnificent

changes of the light—hardly once thinking of

it—yet feeling its presence in a certain calm happy
awe which mingled itself with his busy working-

day thoughts. How could he help feeling it ? The
very deer felt it, and were more timid.

Presently Adam's thoughts recurred to what
Mr. Craig had said about Arthur Donnithorne,

and pictured his going away, and the changes
that might take place before he came back ; then
they travelled back affectionately over the old

scenes of boyish companionship, and dwelt on
Arthur's good qualities, which Adam had a pride

in, as we all have in the virtues of the superior

who honours us. A nature like Adam's, with a
great deal of love and reverence in it, depends for

so much of its happiness on what it can believe

and feel about others ! And he had no ideal

world of dead heroes ; he knew little of the life of
men in the past; he must find the beings to
whom ho could cling with loving admiration
among those who came within speech of him.
These pleasant thoughts about Arthur brought a
milder expression than usual into his keen rough
face : perhaps they were the reason why, when he
opened the old green gate leading into the Grove,
he paused to pat Gyp, and say a kind word to

him.

After that pause, he strode on again along the

broad winding path through the Grove. What
grand beeches ! Adam delighted in a fine tree of

all things ; as the fisherman's sight is keenest on
the sea, so Adam's perceptions were more at

home with trees than with other objects. No
wonder that, notwithstanding his desire to get

on, he could not help pausing to look at a curious

large beech which he had seen standing before

him at a turning in the road, and convince himself

that it was not two trees wedded together, but only

one. For the rest of his life he remembered that

moment when he was calmly examining the

beech, as a man remembers the last glimpse of

the home where his youth was passed, before the

road turned, and he saw it no more. The beech

stood at the last turning before the Grove ended
in an archway of boughs that let in the eastern

light ; and as Adam stepped away from the tree

to continue his walk, his eyes fell on two figures

about twenty yards before him.

He remained as motionless as a statue, and
turned almost as pale. The two figures were
standing opposite to each other, with clasped

hands, about to part ; and while they were bending

to kiss, Gyp, who had been running among the

brushwood, came out, caught sight of them, and
gave a sharp bark. They separated with a start

—

one hurried through the gate out of the Grove,

and the other, turning round, walked slowly, with
a sort of saunter, towards Adam, who still stood

transfixed and pale, clutching tighter the stick

with which he held the basket of tools over his

shoulder, and looking at the approaching figure

with eyes in which amazement was fast turning

to fierceness.

Arthur Donnithorne looked flushed and excited;

he had tried to make unpleasant feelings more
bearable by drinking a little more wine than usual

at dinner to-day, and was still enough under its

flattering influence to think more lightly of this

unwished for rencontre with Adam than he would
otherwise have done. After all, Adam was the

best person who could have happened to see him
and Hetty together : he was a sensible fellow, and
would not babble about it to other people. Arthur
felt confident that he could laugh the thing off,

and explain it away. And so he sauntered for-

ward with elaborate carelessness—his flushed face,

his evening dress of fine cloth and fine linen, his

white jewelled hands half thrust into his waistcoat

pockets, all shone upon by the strange evening

light which the light clouds had caught up even
to the zenith, and were now shedding down be-

tween the topmost branches above him.

Adam was still motionless, looking at him as he
came up. He understood it all now—the locket,

and everything else that had been doubtful to him

:

a terrible scorching light showed him the hidden
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letters that changed the meaning of the past. If

he had moved a muscle, ho must inevitably have

sprung upon Arthur like a tiger ; and in the con-

flicting emotions that filled those long moments,

he had told himself that he would not give loose

to passion, he would only speak the right thing,

lie stood as if petrified by an unseen force, but the

force was his own strong will.

"Well, Adam," said Arthur, "you've been

looking at the fine old beeches, ch ? They're not

to be come near by the hatchet, though ; this is a

Sacred grove. I overtook pretty little Hetty Sorrel

as 1 was coming to my den—the Hermitage, there.

She onghl not to cotnc home this way so late. So
I took care of her to the gate, and asked for a kiss

for my pains. But I must get back now, for this

road is confoundedly damp. Good-night, Adam :

1 shall seo you to-morrow—to say good-bye, you
know."

Arthur was too much preoccupied with the part

\m playing himself to be thoroughly aware of

•.prr s.mmu in Adam's face. He did not look

directly at Adam, but glanced carelessly round at

the tires, and then lifted up one foot to look at the

of his boot. He oared to say no more ; he had
thrown quite dost enough into honest Ajdam'i i

I he spoke tho last words, he walked on.

" Stop a bit, sir," said Adam, in a hard peremp-

tory voice, without turning round. "I've got a

word to say to you."

Arthur paused in surprise Susceptible persons

arc more affected by a change of tone than by

unexpected words, and Arthur had the suscepti-

bility of a nature at once affectionate and vain.

Hi; w;i ; still more surprised when ho saw that

Adam had not moved, but stood with his back to

him, as if summoning him to return. What did

ho mean! lie was going to make a serious

business of this afi'air. Confound the fellow !

Arthur felt his temper rising. A patronising

disposition always has its meaner side, and in the

confusion of his irritation and alarm thl

the feeling that a man to whom he had shown so

much favour as to Adam was not in position to

criticise his conduct. And yd he was dominated,

as one who feels himself in the wrong ahv. :

by the man whose good opinion he cares lor. In

Hpito of pride and temper, thero was as much
deprecation as anger in his voice when ho said

—

" What do you mean, Adam I*"

"
I mean, sir," answered Adam, in the same

harsh voice, still without turning round—"I
mean, sir, that you don't deceive inc by your

light words. This is not, the first time you've

met. Hetty Sorrel in this grove, and this is not

the first time you've kissed her."

Arthur felt a startled uncertainty how far

iking from knowledge, and how
lar from mere Inference. And this uncertainty,

which prevented him from contriving a prudent

r, heightened his irritation. He said in a

high sharp tone

—

"Well, sir, what then?"
'• Why, then, instead of acting like the upright,

honourable man we've all believed you to be,

you've been acting the part of a solfish, light-

minded scoundrel. You know, as well as I do,

what it's to lead to, when a gentleman like you

kisses and makes love to a young woman like

Hetty, and gives her presents as she's friglr

for other folks to see. And I say it again, you're

acting the part of a selfish, light-minded scoundrel,

though it cuts mo to th' heart to say so, and I'd

rather ha' lost my right hand."

"Let me tell you, Adam," said Arthur, bridling

his growing anger, and tryi: ur to his

careless tone, " you're not only dcrilishly im-

pertinent, but you're talking nonsenso. J

pretty girl is not such a fool as you, to suppose

that when a gentleman admires her beauty, and

pays her a little attention* he must mean some-

thing particular. Every man likes to flirt with a

pretty girl, and every pretty girl hi.

flirted with. The wider th

them the less harm thero is, for then she's not

likely to deceive herself."

"
I don't know what you mean by flirting,"

Adam, "but if you mean behaving to a woman as

if you loved her, and yet not loving her all tho

while, I say that's not th' action of an honest man,

and what isn't 1; come t' harm. I'm not

a fool, and you're not a fool, and you know 1

than what you're saying. You know it couldn't be

made public as you've behaved to Hatty as y' have

dono without her losing her character, and bring*

ing shame and trouble on her and her relati

What if you meant nothing by your kissing and

your p Other folks won't b you've

meant nothing; and don't till me about her not

deceiving herself. I tell you as you've filled her

mind so with the thought of you as it'll mayhap

Q her life ; and she'll never love another man
as 'ud make her a good husband."

Arthur had felt a sudden relief while Adam was
speaking; he perceived that Adam had no positive

knowledge of the past, and that the

alile damage done by this evening's un-

fortunate rencontre. Adam could still be

The candid Arthur had brought himself in

position in whieh successful lying was his only

hope. The ho] I
Ins anger a little.

"Well, Adam," lie said, in a tone of friendly

don, " you're perhaps right. I'crhaps 1'vo

gone a little tOO far in taking notice of the pretty

little thing, and stealing a kiss now and then.

You're such a grave, steady Id don't

understand the temptation to inch trifling. I'm

! wouldn't bring any trouble or annoyancu or
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{Lir-awa Ojj C. Robinson.,

her and the good Poysers on any account if I

could help it. But I think you look a little too

seriously at it. You know I'm going away im-

mediately, so I shan't make any more mistakes of

the kind. But let us say good-night"—Arthur
here turned round to walk on—" and talk no more
about the matter. The whole thing will soon be

forgotten."

" No !

" Adam burst out with rage that could

be controlled no longer, throwing down the basket

of tools, and striding forward till he was right

in front of Arthur. All his jealousy and sense

of personal injury, which he had been hitherto

trying to keep under, had leaped up and mastered

him. What man of us, in the first moments of a

sharp agony, could ever feel that the fellow-man

who has been the medium of inflicting it did not

mean to hurt us ? In our instinctive rebellion

against pain, we are children again, and demand
an active will to wreak our vengeance on. Adam
at this moment could only feel that he had been

robbed of Hetty—robbed treacherously by the man
in whom he had trusted; and he stood close in

front of Arthur, with fierce eyes glaring at him,



310 ILLUSTRATED READINGS.

with pale lips and clenched hands, the hard tones

in which ho had hitherto been constraining himself

to express no more than a just indignation giving

way to a deep agitated voice that seemed to shake

him as he spoke.

" No, it'll not be soon forgot, as you've come in

between her and me, when she might ha' loved

me—it'll not soon be forgot that you've robbed me
o' my happiness, while I thought you was my best

friend, and a noble-minded man, as I was proud to

work for. And you've been kissing her and mean-

ing nothing, have you? And I never kissed her

i' my life, but I'd ha' worked hard for years for

the right to kiss her. And you make light of it.

You think little o' doing what may damage other

folks, so as you get your bit o' trifling as means

nothing. I throw back your favours, for you're

not the man I took you for. I'll never count you

my friend any more. I'd rather you'd act as my
enemy, and fight me where I stand—it's all the

amends you ean make me."

Poor Adam, possessed by rage that could find

no other vent, began to throw off his coat, and his

cap, too blind with passion to notice the change

that had taken place in Arthur while he was
B] leaking. Arthur's lips were now as pale as

Adam's; his heart was beating violently. The
discovery that Adam loved Hetty was a shock

which made him for the moment see himself in

the light of Adam's indignation, and regard

Adam's sntlering as not merely a consequence,

but an element of his error. The words of hatred

and contempt—the first he had ever heard in his

life— seemed like scorching missiles that were

making inelfacenblo scars on him. All screening

self-excuse, which rarely falls quite away while

others respect us, forsook him for an instant, and

he sbood foco to face with the first great irrevocable

evil he had ever committed. He was only twenty

-

one, and throo months ago—nay, much later—ho

had thought proudly that no man should ever bo

able to reproach him justly. His first, impnlsc
(

if then had ben time for it, would perhaps have

bem to utter wods of propitiation; but Adam
had no sooner thrown off his coat and cap, than

hfl became aware that Arthur was standing pale

and motionless, with his hands stdl thrust in his

waistcoat pockets.

" What!" he said, "won't you fight me like a
man? You know I won't strike you while you
stand so."

" Go away, Adam," said Arthur; " I don't want
to fight you."

" No," said Adam, bitterly ;
" you don't want to

fight me—you think I'm a common man, as you
can injure without answering for it."

" I never meant to injure you," said Arthur, with

returning anger. " I didn't know you loved her."

" But you've made her love you," said Adam.
' You're a double-faced man— I'll never believe a

word you say again."

" Go away, I tell you," said Arthur, angrily,

"or we shall both repent."

"No," said Adam, with a convulsed voice. I

swear I won't go away without fighting you. Do
you want provoking any more ? I tell you
you're a coward and a scoundrel, and I despise

you."

The colour had all rushed back to Arthur's face:

in a moment his white right hand was cle>.

and dealt a blow like lightning, wh \daiu

staggering backward. His bio- thoroughly

up as Adam's now, and tho two men, forgetting

the emotions that had gone before, fought with tho

instinctive fierceness of panthers in the

twilight darkened by tho trees. The del

handed gentleman was a match for the workman
in everything but strength, and Arthur's skill in

mg enabled him to protract the struggle for

some long moments. But between unarmed men
the battle is to the strong, where the strong is no
blunderer; and Arthur must sink under a well-

planted blow of Adam's, as a steel rod is broken by

an iron bar. The blow soon came, and Arthur fell,

his head lying concealed in a tuft of fern, so that

Adam could only discern his darkly-clad body.

Ho stood still in the dim light waiting for

Arthur to rise. The blow had been given now,

towards which he had been straining all the force

of nerve and muscle—and what was the good of

itP What had he done by fighting? Only

satisfied his own passion, only wreaked hifl

line. He had not rescued Hetty, not

changed the past there it was, just
I

and he sickened at the vanity of his own
rage.

LOSS OF

Toll for the Brave

!

The brave that are no more !

All sunk beneath the wave

by their native shore!

Bight hundred of the brave

Whose courage well was tried.

THE -HoVAL GEORGE."
IW. COWPFR. St* Pttft 30.]

Had made tl

1 laid her « >n her side.

A land breeze shook the shrouds

Down went I

With all her crew com]
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Toll for the brave

!

Brave Kempenfelt is gone;

His last sea-fight is fought,

His work of glory done.

It was not in the battle

;

No tempest gave the shock

;

She sprang no fatal leak,

She ran upon no rock.

His sword was in its sheath,

His fingers held the pen,

"When Kempenfelt went down
With twice four hundred men.

Weigh the vessel up
Once dreaded by our foes !

And mingle with our cup

The tear that England owes.

Her timbers yet are sound,

And she may float again,

Full charged with England's thunder,

And plough the distant main

:

But Kempenfelt is gone,

His victories are o'er

;

And he and his eight hundred

Shall plough the wave no more.

THE PROGRESS OF POESY.
A PINDARIC ODE.

[Thomas Gbat. Born in Cornkill, Dec 26, 1716. Educated at Eton and St. Peter's College, Cambridge. Declined the

Laureateship on the death of Cibber. Was Professor of Modern History at Cambridge. Died July 30, 1771, and was buried at

Stoke Pogis.]

Slow melting strains their Queen's approach

declare

:

Where'er she turns the Graces homage pay

:

With arms sublime that float upon the air

In gliding state she wins her easy way

:

O'er her warm cheek and rising bosom move
The bloom of young Desire and purple light of

Love.

Man's feeble race what ills await

!

Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain,

Disease, and Sorrow's weeping train,

And Death, sad refuge from the storms of Fate

!

The fond complaint, my song, disprove,

And justify the laws of Jove.

Say, has he given in vain the heavenly Muse ?

Night, and all her sickly dews,

Her spectres wan, and birds of boding cry

He gives to range the dreary sky

:

Till down the eastern cliffs afar

Hyperion's march they spy, and glittering shafts

of war.

In climes beyond the solar road

Where shaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains

roam,

The Muse has broke the twilight gloom

To cheer the shivering native's dull abodo.

And oft, beneath the odorous shade

Of Chili's boundless forests laid,

She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat

In loose numbers wildly sweet

Their feather-cinctured chiefs, and dusky loves.

Her track, where'er the Goddess roves,

Glory pursue, and generous Shame,

Th' unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy flame.

Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's steep,

Isles, that crown th' iEgean deep,

Awake, ./Eolian lyre, awake,

And give to rapture all thy trembling strings.

From Helicon's harmonious springs

A thousand rills their mazy progress take

:

The laughing flowers that round them blow
Drink life and fragrance as they flow.

Now the rich stream of Music winds along

Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong,

Through verdant vales, and Ceres' golden reign

;

Now rolling down the steep amain
Headlong, impetuous, see it pour

:

The rocks and nodding groves re-bellow to the
roar.

O Sovereign of the willing soul,

Parent of sweet and solemn-breathing airs,

Enchanting shell ! the sullen Cares

And frantic Passions hear thy soft control.

On Thracia's hills the Lord of War
Has cui'bed the fury of his car

And dropt his thirsty lance at thy command.
Perching on the sceptred hand
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feathered king
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing

:

Quenched in dark clouds of slumber lie

The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye.

Thee the voice, the dance, obey
Tempered to thy warbled lay.

O'er Idalia's velvet-green

The rosy-crowned Loves are seen

On Cytherea's day,

With antic Sport, and blue-eyed Pleasures,

Frisking light in frolic measures
;

Now pursuing, now retreating,

Now in circling troops they meet

:

To brisk notes in cadence beating

Glance their many-twinkling feet.
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(Drawn by E. Hibblxthwaitb.)

Fields that cool Ilissus laves

Or whore Mooander's amber waves
In lingering lab'rinths creep,

IIow do your tunefid echoos languish,

Mute, but to tho voice of anguish !

Where each old poetic mountain
Inspiration breathed around;

Every shade and hallowod fountain

Murmured deep a solemn sound

:

Till tho sad Nine, in Greece's evil hour
Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains.

Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant Tower,

And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.

When Latium had hor lofty spirit
I

They sought, O Albion! next, thy sea-oncirclcd

coast.

Far from the sun and sununcr-galo

In thy green lap was Nature's Darling laid,

What time, whoro lucid Avon stra;.

To him tho mighty Mother did unveil

Bar awful faco : the dauntless Child

Si ntched forth his little arms, and smiled.

This pencil take (she said), whose colours cl>

Richly paint the vernal year:

Thine, too, these golden keys, immortal Boy!
This can unlock the irates of Joy;

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears,

Or opo the sacrod source of sympathetic Tears.

Nor second He, that rode sublimo
Upon tho seraph-wings of Ecv

Tho secrets of the Abyss to spy :

He passed tho flaming bounds of Place and

Time:

Tho living Throne, tho sapphire-blaze

Where Angels tremble while they
[

Ho saw; but blasted with excess of light,

Closed his eyes in endless night.

Behold where Dryden's less presumptuous
Wide o'er tho fields of Glory bear

Two coursers of ethereal race

With necks in thunder clothed, and long-resound-

ing pace.

Hark, his hands the lyre explore

!

Bright-eyed Fancy, hovering o'or,

Scatters from her pictured urn

Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn.

Hut ah ! 'tis heard no more
! Lyre divine, what daring Spirit

Wakes thee now! Though he ink

Nor tho pride, nor ample pinion,

That thoTh.-b bear,

Sailing with supremo dominion

Through tin; a/.urc deep of air:

Yet oft before his infant oyes would run

Such forms as glitter in the Muse's ray

With orient hues, unborrowed of the sun :

• shall ho mount, and keep his distant way
BejOnd the limits of a vulgar fato:

'iood how far—-but far above the

at.
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{Drawn ly H. C. Szlouss.)

DOGBERRY'S CHARGE TO THE WATCH
[William Shakespeare. See Page 33.]

Dogberry. Arc you good men and true ?

Verges. Yea, or else it were pity but they

should suffer salvation, body and soul.

Dog. Nay, that were a punishment too good for

them, if they should have any allegiance in them,

being chosen for the prince's watch.

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour

Dogberry.

Dog. First, who think you the most desartlcss

man to be constable ?

First Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George
Scacoal ; for they can write and read.

Dog. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. Heaven
hath blessed you with a good name : to be a well

favoured man is a gift of fortune ; but to write

and read comes by nature.

Sec. Watch. Both which, master constable,

—

Dog. You have: I knew it would be your

VOL. I.

answer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give

Heaven thanks, and make no boast of it ; and for

your writing and reading, let that appear when
there is no need of such vanity. You are thought

here to be the most senseless and fit man for the

constable of the watch ; therefore bear you tho

lantern. This is your charge : you shall compre-

hend all vagrom men; you are to bid any man
stand, in the prince's name.

Sec. Watch. How if 'a will not stand ?

Dog. Why, then, take no note of him, but let

him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch

together, and thank Heaven you are rid of a knave.

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden,

he is none of the prince's subjects.

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none

but the prince's subjects. You shall also make
no noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to

40
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babble and talk, is most tolerable and not to be

endured.

Sec. Watch. "We will rather sleep than talk : we
know what belongs to a watch.

Dog. Why, you speak like an ancient and most
quiet watchman, for I cannot see how sleeping

should offend : only, have a care that your bills

be not stolen.—Well, you are to call at all the ale-

houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to

bod.

Sec. Watch. How if they will not P

Dog. Why, then, let them alone till they are

sober : if they make you not then the better

answer, you may say they are not the men you
took them for.

Sec. Watch. Well, sir.

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him,

by virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and,

for such kind of men, the less you meddle or make
with them, why, the moro is for your honesty.

Sec. Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall

we not lay hands on liiin ?

Dog. Truly, by your office, you may ; but I

think they that touch pitch will bo defiled: the

most peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief,

is to let him show himself what he is, and steal

out of your company.

Verg. You have been always called a merciful

man, partner.

I in,j. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my
will, much more a man who hath any honesty

in him.

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you
must call to the nurse and bid her still it

Srr. Watch. How if the nurse be asloep and
will not hear us?

Dog. Why, then, depart in peace, and lot the

child wake her with crying; for tho ewe that will

not hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer

a calf when it bleats.

Verg. 'Tis very true.

Dog. This is the end of tho charge. You, con-

Ftalilr, :ire bo {meant the prince's own penOBl if

you meet tho prince in the night, you may stay

him.

Verg. Kay. by'r lady, that 1 think 'a cannot.

Dog. Five shillings to one on't.with any man
that knows the statutes, he may stay him : many,
not without the prince he willing; for, indeed, the

watch ought to oflfaod BO man ; and it is an offence

to stay a nr his will.

By'r lad}*, I think it be so.

/. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night

:

an there bo any matter of weight chances, call up

me: keep your fellows' counsels and your own:
and good night. Come, neighbour.

Watch. Well, masters, wo hear our charge:

let us go sit hero upou the church-bcuch till two,

and then all to bed.

Dog. One word more, honest neighbours. I

pray you, watch about Signior Leonato's door ; for

the wedding being there to-morrow, there

great coil to-night. Adieu; be vigilant, I bo-

seech you. [Exeunt Dogbkrrt and Vekues.

Enter Boraciiio and Conbade.
Bora. What, Conrade !

—

Watch. [Aside.'] Peace ! stir not.

Bora. Conrade, I say !

—

Con. Here, man ; I am at thy elbow.

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thought
there would a scab follow.

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that : and
now forward with thy tale.

Bora. Stand thee close, then, under this pent -

house, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, liko a true

drunkard, utter all to th

Watch. [Aside."] Some treason, masters: yet

stand close.

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don
John a thousand ducats.

Con. Is it possible that any villany should bo

so dear?

Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask. if it

possible any villany should be so rich; for when
rich villains have need of poor ones, poor ones may
make what price, they will.

Con. I wonder at it

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed.

Thou knowest that tho fashion of a doublet, or a

hat, or a cloak, is nothing to a man.

Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. I mean, the fashion.

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion.

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say the fool's the

fool. But seest thou not what a deformed thief

this fashion isP

Watch. [Aside.] I know that Deformed ; \

been a vile thief this seven year; 'a goes up and

down liko a gentleman. I remember his nai

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ?

i. No; 'twas the vane on the hon

a. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed

thief this fashion is? how giddily he turns about,

all tho hot bloods between fourteen and live-and-

thirty ? sometimes fashioning them like I'hav

soldiers in tho reoehy painting; some:

good Bel's priests in tho old church-window ;

sometimes like the shaven Hcrcul-

smirched worm-eaten tapcstryP

Con. All this I sec; and I see that the fashion

wears out moro apparel than the man. Hut art

not thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that

thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me of

the fashion ?

i. Not so, neither : but know, that I

to-night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's p'

woman, by the name of Hero: she leans me out

at her mistress' chamber-window, bidfl me a thou-
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saud times good night,—I tell this tale vilely:—

I

should first tell thee how the prince, Claudio, and

my master, planted, and placed, and possessed by

my master Don John, saw afar off in the orchard

this amiable encounter.

Con. And thought they Margaret was
Hero?

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio;

but the devil, my master, knew she was Margaret;

and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them,

partly by the dark night, which did deceive them>

but chiefly by my villany, which did confirm any
slander that Don John had made, away went
Claudio enraged ; swore he would meet her, as he

was appointed, next morning at the temple, and
there, before the whole congregation, shame her
with what he saw o'ernight, and send her home
again without a husband.

First Watch. We charge you, in the prince's

name, stand

!

See. Watch. Call up the right master constable.

We have here recovered the most dangerous piece

of witchery that ever was known in the common-
wealth.

First Watch. And one Deformed is one of them

;

I know him ; 'a wears a lock.

Con. Masters, masters,

—

Sec. Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed
forth, I warrant you.

Con. Masters,

—

First Watch. Never speak : we charge you, let

us obey you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,

being taken up of these men's bills.

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant

you. Come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt.

THE EVE OP ST. JOHN.
[Sir Walter Scott. See Page 116.]

The Baron of Smaylho'me rose with day,

He spurred his courser on,

Without stop or stay, down the rocky way
That leads to Brotherstone.

He went not with the bold Buccleuch,

His banner broad to rear

;

He went not 'gainst the English yew,
To lift the Scottish spear.

Yet his plate-jack was braced, and his helmet was
laced,

And his vaunt-brace of proof he wore

;

At his saddle-gerthe was a good steel sperthe,

Full ten pound weight and more.

The Baron returned in three days' space,

And his looks were sad and sour

;

And weary was his courser's pace

As he reached his rocky tower.

He came not from where Ancram Moor
Ban red with English blood ;

Where the Douglas true, and the bold Buccleuch,

'Gainst keen Lord Evers stood.

Yet was his helmet hacked and hewed.
His acton pierced and tore

;

His axe and his dagger with blood imbrued,

—

But it was not English gore.

He lighted at the chapellage,

He held him close and still

;

And he whistled thrice for his little foot-page,

His name was English Will.

" Come thou hither, my little foot-page,

Come hither to my knee

;

Thou art young, and tender of age,

I think thou.art true to mo.

" Come tell me all that thou hast seen,

And look thou tell me true !

Since I from Smaylho'me tower have been,

What did thy lady do ?"—

" My lady, each night, sought the lonely light

That burns on the wild Watchfold

;

For, from height to height, the beacons bright

Of the English foemen told.

" The bittern clamoured from the moss,

The wind blew loud and shrill

;

Yet the craggy pathway she did cross,

To the eiry Beacon Hill.

" I watched her steps, and silent camo
Where she sat her on a stone

;

No watchman stood by the dreary flame

;

It burned all alone.

" The second night I kept her in sight,

Till to the fire she came,

And, by Mary's might ! an armed knight

Stood by the lonely flame.

'

" And many a word that warlike lord

Did speak to my lady there

;

But the rain fell fast, and loud blew the blast,

And I heard not what they were.

" The third night there tho sky was fair,

And tho mountain blast was still,

As again I watohed the secret pair,

On the lonesome Beacon Hill.
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" And I heard her name the midnight hour,

And name this holy eve ;

And say, * Come this night to thy lady's bower

;

Ask no bold Baron's leave.

" ' He lifts his spear with the bold Bucclouch

;

His ludy is all alone

;

The door she'll undo to her knight so true,

On the eve of good St. John.'

" ' I cannot come ; I must not come

;

I daro not come to thee :

On tho eve of St. John I must wander alone

:

In thy bower I may not be.'

" ' Now, out on thoo, faint-hoartod knight

!

Thou shouldst not say me nay

;

For tho eve is sweet, and, when lovers meet,

II worth tho whole summor's day.

'
' And I'll ohain tho bloodhound, and tho wardor

shall not sound,

And rushes shall be strowod on tho stair
;

SOi by tho black rood-stono, and by holy St. John,

I conjure thee, my love, to bo there
!'

" ' Though the bloodhound bo muto, and tho rush

beneath my foot,

And the warder his bngle should not blow,

Yet there sleepoth a priest in the chamber to tho

east,

And my footstep ho would know.'

M ' Oh, foar not tho priest, who sloepeth to tho

oast

!

Foe to Dryburgh tho way ho has ta'on;

And there to say mass, till throo days do pass,

For tho soul of a kuight that is slayno.'

" Ho turned him around, and grimly ho frowned ;

Thon ho laughed right scornfully—

• Ho who says the mass-rito for tho soul of that

knight

May as well say mass for me.

"'At tho lono midnight hour, when bad spirits

iver,

In thy chamber will I bo.'

With that ho was gono, and my lady loft alono,

And no moro did I

Then changed, I trow, was that bold Baron's brow,

From tho dark to tho blood-red high]
" Now, tell mo tho mien of tho knight thou hast

soon,

For, by Mary, ho shall die !*'

" His arms shono full bright, in tho Beacon's rod

light;

His plume it was soarlot and blue
;

On his shield was a hound, in a silver 1m
A ud his crest was a branch of the yew."

"Thou lie.t, lliou liest, thou little (bot-p

Loud dost thou lie to 1

For that knight is cold, and low laid in tho

mould,

All under the Eildon-trcc."

" Yet hear but my word, my noble lord !

For 1 heard her name his name

;

And that lady bright she called the knight

Sir Richard of Culdingliame."

The bold Baron's brow then changed, I trow,

From high blood-red to pale

—

" The grave is deep and dark— tho corpse is still

and stark

—

So I may not trust thy tale.

" Where fair Tweed flows round holy Melrose,

And Eildon slopes to the plain,

Full threo nights ago, by gome secret foo,

That gay gallant was slain.

" The varying light deceived thy Bight*

And the wild winds drowned tl.

For tho Dryburgh bells ring, and the white monks
do sing,

For Sir Richard of Coldinghame !"

tsscd tho court gate, and he oped tho tower

grate,

And ho mounted tho narrow stair

To the bartizan-seat, where, with maids that on her

wait,

Ho found his lady fair.

That lady sat in mournful mood

;

Looked over hill and \ a

Over Tweed's fair Hood, and Mertoun's wood.

And all down Teviotdalo.

"Now hail, now hail, thou lady bright
!"

"Now hail, thou Baron :

What news, wh : Ancram fight?

What news from the bold Buccleui

" Tho Ancram moor is red with g<

For many a Southron fell
;

And Boooleaoh has charged us cvermoro

To watch our beacons well."

Tho lady blushed red, but nothing sho said

;

Nor added the Haron a word ;

Then sho stepped down the stair to her cha'

fair,

And so did hor moody lord.

In sleep tho lady mourned, and tho Baron h

and tarn

And oft to him
"Tho worms arouud him creep, and his bl

grave is doop,

It cannot givo up tho d<

It was noar the t matin-bell,

The night was well nigh done.

When a heavy sleep on that Haron fell,

On the ovo of good St- John.
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(Drawn by J. D. Watson )

The lady looked through the chamber fair,

By the light of a dying flame
;

And she was aware of a knight stood there-
Sir Richard of Coldinghame !

" Alas ! away, away !" she cried,

" For the holy Virgin's sake !"

" Lady, I know who sleeps by thy side

;

But, lady, he will not awake.

" By Eildon-tree, for long nights threo,

In bloody grave have I lain

;

The mass and the death-prayer aro said for me,
But, lady, they aro said in vain.

" By the Baron's brand, hear Tweed's fair strand,

Most foully slain I fell

;

And my restless sprite on the beacon's height

For a space is doomed to dwell.

" At our trysting-place, for a certain spaco

I must wander to and fro ;

But I had not had power to come to thy bower,

Hadst thou not conjured me so."

Love mastered fear—her Brow she crossed ;

" How, Richard, hast thou sped ?

And art thou saved, or art thou lost ?"

The Vision shook his head !
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" Who spilleth life, shall forfeit life,

So bid thy lord believe

;

That lawless love is guilt above,

This awful sign receive."

Ho laid his left palm on an oaken beam
;

His right upon her hand

;

The lady shrunk, and fainting sunk,

For it scorched like a fiery brand.

The sable score, of fingers four,

Remains on that board impressed

;

And for evermore that lady wore

A covering on her wrist.

There is a nun in Dryburgh bower,

Ne'er looks upon the sun :

There is a monk in Melrose Tower,
He speaketh word to none.

That nun, who ne'er beholds the day,

That monk who speaks to none

—

Tliat nun was Smaylho'me's lady gay,

That monk the bold Barorx

THE MONK.
[Laurence Sterhe. Set Page 15.]

"They order," said I, "this matter better in

France."

"You have been in France?" said my gentle-

man, turning quick upon me with the most civil

triumph in the world. "Strange !" quoth I, debat-

ing the mutter with myself, "that one-and-twenty

miles' sailing, for 'tis absolutely no further from

Dover to Calais, should give a man these rights :

I'll look into them." So giving up the argument,

I went straight to my lodgings, put up half-a-

dozen shirts, and a pair of silk breeches—"the coat

I have on," said I, looking at the sleeve, "will do"

—took a place in the Dover stage ; and the packet

sailing at nine the next morning, by three I had

got sat down to my dinner upon a fricassed

chicken, so incontcstably in France, that had I

died that night of indigestion, the whole world

could not have suspended the effects of the droits

(Vunliaine—my shirts, and black pair of silk

breeches—portmanteau and all, must have gone to

the King of Franco. Ungenerous ! to seize upon
the wreck of an unwary passenger, whom your

subjects had beckoned to the coast! Sire, it is

not well done; and much does it grieve me 'tis

tho monarch of a people so civilised and courteous,

and so renowned for sentimont and fino feelings,

that I have to reason with But I have scarce

set foot on your dominions !

When I had finished my dinner, and drank the

King of France's health, to satisfy my mind that I

bon him no splocn, but, on tho contrary, high

honour for tho humanity of his temper, I rose up
an inch taller for tho accommodation.

"No," said I, "the Bourbon is by no means a

cruel race; they may bo misled, like other people,

but thero is a mildness in their blood. What
is thero in this world's goods which should

sharpen our spirits, and make so many kind-

hearted brethren of us fall out so cruelly ..

do bj the way?"
When mm is at peace with man, how much

lighter than a feather is the heaviest of mctala in

his hand ! He pulls out his purse, and, holding

it airily and uncompressed, looks round him, as

if ho sought for an object to share it with. In

doing this, I felt every vessel in my frame dilate—

I was at peace with the world before, and this

finished the treaty with myself

"Now, was I a king of France," cried I ; "what
a moment for an orphan to havo begged her

father's portmanteau of me!"
I had scarce uttered tho words, when a poor

monk, of the order of St. Francis, came into tho

room, to beg something for his convent.

The moment I cast my eyes upon him I

predetermined not to give him a single sous;

and accordingly I put my purse into my pocket,

buttoned it up, set myself a little more upon my
centre, and advanced up gravely to him. Thero

was something, I foar, forbidding in my look.

Tho monk, as I judged from the break in his

tonsure (a few scattered white hairs upon his

temples being all that remained of it) might be

about seventy; but from his eyes, and that

of firo which was in them, which seemed moro
tempered by courtesy than years, could bo no

moro than sixty. It was one of those heads which

Guido has often painted—mild, pale, penetrating;

free from all common-place ideas of fat.

ignorance looking downwards upon tho earth—it

looked forwards; but looked as if it look

something beyond this world.

Tho rest of his outlino may bo given in a few

strokes; it was a thin, spare form, something

above tho common size, if it lost not

tinction by a lxmd forwards in the figure-but it

was tho attitudo of entreaty ; and as it now stands

presented to my imagination, it gained moro than

it lost by it.

When he had entered tho room thrco paces, ho

stood still ; and laying his left hand upon his

(a slender white staff", with which he

journeyed, being in hia right)—when T had got

close up to him, he introduced himself with tho
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little story of the wants of his convent, and the

poverty of his order ; and did it with so simple a

grace, and such an air of deprecation was there in

the whole cast of his look and figure, I was be-

witched not to have been struck with it.

A better reason was, I had predetermined not

to give him a single sous.

"'Tis very true," said I, replying to a cast

upward with his eyes, with which he had con-

cluded his address—" 'tis very true ; and Heaven
be their resource who have no other but the

charity of the world, the stock of which, I fear, is

no way sufficient for the many great claims which

are hourly made upon it."

As I pronounced the words " great claims," he

gave a slight glance with his eye downwards upon
the sleeve of his tunic. I felt the full force of the

appeal. "I acknowledge it," said I, "a coarse habit

(and that but once in three years), with meagre
diet, are no great matters ; and the true point of

pity is, as they can be earned in the world with so

little industry, that your order should wish to

procure them by pressing upon a fund which is

the property of the lame, the blind, the aged, and

the infirm : the captive who lies down counting

over and over again the days of his afflictions,

languishes also for his share of it ; and had you

been of the order of mercy, instead of the order of

St. Francis, poor as I am," continued I, pointing

at my portmanteau, " full cheerfully should it have

been opened to you for the ransom of the un-

fortunate." The monk made me a bow. " But of all

others," resumed I, " the unfortunate of our own
country, surely, have the first rights ; and I have

left thousands in distress upon our own shore."

The monk gave a cordial ware with his head, as

much as to say, no doubt, there is misery enough

in every corner of the world, as well as within our

convent. " But," said I, laying my hand upon the

sleeve of his tunic, in return for his appeal—" we
distinguish, my good father, betwixt those who
wish only to eat the bi'ead of their own labour,

and those who eat the bread of other people, and
have no other plan in life but to get through it in

sloth and ignorance, for the love of God."

The poor Franciscan made no reply, a hectic

of a moment passed across his cheek, but could

not tarry—Nature seemed to have done with

her resentments in him ; he showed none, but

letting his staff fall within his arm, he pressed

both his hands with resignation upon his breast,

and retired.

My heart smote me the moment he shut the

door. " Psha !

" said I, with an air of careless-

ness, three several times—but it would not do:

every ungracious syllable I had uttered crowded
back into my imagination : I reflected I had no
right over the poor Franciscan but to deny him

;

and that the punishment of ,that was enough

to the disappointed without the addition of un-
kind language. I considered his grey hairs : his
courteous figure seemed to re-enter, and gently
ask me what injury he had done me, and why I
could use him thus. I would have given twenty
livres for an advocate. " I have behaved very
ill," said I within myself; "but I have only just

set out upon my travels, and shall learn better

manners as I get along."

When a man is discontented with himself, it has
one advantage, however, that it puts him into an
excellent frame of mind for making a bargain.

Now there being no travelling through Franco
and Italy without a chaise— and nature gene-

rally prompting us to the thing we are fittest

for, I walked out into the coach-yard to buy
or hire something of that kind to my purpose.

An old desobligeant, in the further corner of the

court, hit my fancy at first sight ; so I instantly

got into it, and finding it in tolerable harmony
with my feelings, I ordered the waiter to call

Monsieur Dessein, the master of the hotel: but

Monsieur Dessein being gone to vespers, and not

caring to face the Franciscan, whom I saw on tho

opposite side of the court, in conference with a

lady just arrived at the inn, I drew the taffeta

curtain betwixt us; and being determined to writo

my journey, I took out my pen and ink, and
wrote the preface to it in the desobligeant.

When I told the reader that I did not care to

get out of the desobligeant because I saw the monk
in close conference with a lady just arrived at the

inn, I told him the truth ; but I did not tell him
the whole truth ; for I was full as much restrained

by the appearance and figure of the lady he was
talking to. Suspicion crossed my brain, and said

he was telling her what had passed. I wished

him at his convent.

The impression returned upon my encounter

with her in the street. The good old monk was
within six paces of us, and was advancing towards

us a little out of the line, as if uncertain whether

he should break in upon us or no. He stopped,

however, as soon as he came up to us, with a

world of frankness ; and having a horn snuff-box

in his hand, he presented it open to me.
" You shall taste mine," said I, pulling out my

box (which was a small tortoise one), and putting

it into his hand. " 'Tis most excellent," said the

monk. " Then do me the favour," I replied, " to

accept of the box and all ; and when you take a

pinch out of it, sometimes recollect it was the

peace-offering of a man who once used you un-

kindly, but not from his heart."

The poor man blushed as red as scarlet. " Mon
Dieu /" said he, pressing his hands together, "you

never used me unkindly." " I should think,"

said the lady, "he is not likely." "Mon Dieu !
"

cried the monk, with a warmth of assever/ ion
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which seemed not to belong to him, "the fault

was in mo, and in the indiscretion of my zeal."

The lady opposed it; and I joined with her

fa maintaining that it was impossible that a

spirit so regulated as his could give oil'ouce.

I know not that contention could be rendered so

sweet and pleasurable a thing to the nerves as I then

felt it. We remained silent, without amy sensa-

tion of that foolish pain which takes place when in

such a circle you look for ten minutes in one

anothor's faces without saying a word. Whilst

this lasted, the monk rubbed his horn-box upon

the sleeve of his tunic; and as soon as it had

acquired a little air of brightness by the friction,

he made a low bow, and said, 'twas too late to say

whether it was the woakness or goodness of our

tempera which had involved us in this 001.

but bo it as it would, ho begged we might ex-

change boxes. In saying this, he presented his

to mo with one hand as he took mine from me in

tho other; and having kissed it, with a stream of

goodnature in his eyes, he put it into his bosom

—

and took his leave.

I guard this box, and many a time hi

called up by it the courteous spirit of its owner
to regulate my own in the jostlings of the world

;

they had found full employment for his, as I

d from his story, till about the forty-fifth

year of his age, when, upon some military sei

ill requited, and meeting at the same time with a

disappointment in the tenderest of passions, he

abandoned the sword and the sex together, and took

sanctuary, not so much in his a n himself.

I feel a damp upon my spirits as I am going to

add, that in my last return through Calais, «pon

inquiring after Father Lorenzo, I heard ho had
been dead near three months, and was buried, not

in his convent, but, according to his desire, in a

little cemetery belonging to it, about two leagues

off: I had a strong desire to see where they had
laid him—when, upon pulling out his little horn-

box, as I sat by his grave, and plucking up a

nettle or two at the head of it, which had no

business to grow there, they all struck togeti.

forcibly upon my affections, that I burst into a

Hood of tears.

IRobert South et.

THE WELL OF ST. KKYNE.
Born at Bristol, 12th August , 1774. Educated at WcMminsti-r, .m.l Baliol College, Oxford. Made Laureate

in 1811 DtodMtfa Marcli, 1-

WELL there is in the west

country,

And a clearer ono never was
seen;

There is not a wife in tho west

country

But has heard of tho well of St.

Keyne.

An oak and an elm-tree stand beside,

And behind doth an ash-troo grow,

And a willow from tho bank above

Droops to tho water below.

A t ravollor camo to tho well of St. Kcyno,

Joyfully he drow nigh,

I\>r from cock-crow ho had been travelling,

And thoro was not a cloud in the sky.

lie drank of tho water so cool and clear,

For thirsty and hot was he.

And ho sat down upon tho bank

Under tho willow tree.

Then came a man from tho house hard by
i he well to till his pail,

On the well-sido ho rested it,

And ho bade tho stranger hail.

v art thou a bachelor, sf ranger P" quoth he,

;• an If thou hast a wile.

The happiest draught thou hast, dank this d

That over thou didst in thy life;

"Or hast thy good woman, if ono thou 1.

in Cornwall been P

For an if she have I'll venture my lifo

She has drank of tho well of St. K< \

•'
I have left a good woman who never v.

Tho stranger ho made reply,

" But that my draught should he, the better for that,

1 pray you answer mo why ?
"

"St. Keyne," quoth the Cornish man, "many a timo

Drank of this crystal well,

And beforo the angels summoned her,

She laid on tho water a spell.

" U the husband of this gifted well

Shall drink before his wife,

A happy man thcnce!\>rth b he,

For he shall bo master for life.

" But if tho wifo should drink of it

God help the husband tfa

The stranger stooped to the well i

And drank of tho water again.

'• Von drank of tho well I warrant betimes P"

Ho to the Cornish man said :

Bat the Cornish man smih-d M the strar.

And sheepishly shook his hi

wadding was d

And left my wile in the porch
j

lint i' faith she had 1

For she took a bottle to church."
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HOW iESOP BROUGHT BACK HIS MASTER'S WIFE.
[Sie Roger L' Estrange. Born 1616. Fought on the Royalist side, and was imprisoned for four years by the Parliament.

After the Restoration was made Licenser of the Press. Died 1704.]

The wife of Xanthus was well born and wealthy,

but so proud and domineering withal, as if her

fortune and her extraction had entitled her to the

breeches. She was horribly bold, meddling, and

expensive, as that sort of women commonly are?

easily put off the hooks, and monstrous hard to be

pleased again; perpetually chattering at her hus-

band, and upon all occasions of controversy threat-

ening him to be gone. It came to this at last,

that Xanthus's stock of patience being quite spent,

he took up a resolution of going another way to

work with her, and of trying a course of severity,

since there was nothing to be done with her by
kindness. But this experiment, instead of mend-
ing the matter, made it worse; for, upon harder

usage, the woman grew desperate, and went away
from him in earnest. She was as bad, 'tis true,

as bad might well be, and yet Xanthus had a kind

of hankering for her still ; beside that, there was
matter of interest in the case; and a pestilent

tongue she had, that the poor husband dreaded

above all things under the sun. But the man was
willing, however, to make the best of a bad game,

and so his wits and his friends were set at work,

in the fairest manner that might be, to get her
home again. But there was no good to be do,;^ Ij >

it, it seems; and Xanthus was so visibly out of

VOL. I.

humour upon it, thatiEsop in pure pity bethought

himself immediately how to comfort him. " Come,

master," says he, " pluck up a good heart, for I

have a project in my noddle, that shall bring my
mistress to you back again, with as good a will as

ever she went from you." What does my iEsop,

but away immediately to the market among the

butchers, poulterers, fishmongers, confectioners,

&c, for the best of everything that was in season.

Nay, he takes private people in his way too, and

chops into the very house of his mistress's rela-

tions, as by mistake. This way of proceeding set

the whole town agog to know the meaning of all

this bustle ; and iEsop innocently told everybody

that his master's wife was run away from him,

and he had married another ; his friends up and

down were all invited to come and make merry

with him, and this was to be the wedding-feast.

The news flew like lightning, and happy were

they that could carry the first tidings of it to tho

runaway lady—for everybody knew iEsop to be a

servant in that family. It gathered in the rolling,

as all other stories do in the telling, especially

where women's tongues and passions have the

spreading of them. The wife, that was in her

nature violent and unsteady, ordered her chariot

to be made ready immediately, and away she post$

41
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back to her husband, falls upon him with outrages

of looks and language ; and after the easing of her

mind a little
—" No, Xanthus," says she, " do not

you natter yourself with the hopes of wedding

another woman while I am alive." Xanthus looked
upon this as one of iEsop's masterpieces ; and for

that bout all was well again betwixt master and
mistress.

BARBARA FRIETCHIE
[John Grkenleaf Whittier. Born of Quaker parents,

on a farm ; but in 1828 bocame a journalist and

Up from the meadows rich with corn,

Clear in the cool September morn,

The clustered spires of Frederick stand

Green-walled by the hills of Maryland.

Round about them orchards sweep,

Apple and peach-tree fruited deep,

Fair as a garden of the Lord
To the eyes of the famished rebel horde,

On that pleasant morn of the early full

When Leo marched over the mountain wall.

Over the mountains winding down,

Horse and foot, into Frederick Town.

Forty flags with their silver stars,

Forty flags with their crimson bars,

Flapped in the morning wind : the sun

Of noon looked down, and saw not one.

Up rose old Barbara Friotchie then,

Bowed with her fourscore years and ten

;

Bravest of all in Frederick Town,

She took up the flag the men hauled down

;

In her attic-window the staff" she set,

To show that one heart was loyal yet.

Up the street came the rebel tread,

Stonewall Jackson riding ahead.

Under his slouched hat left and right

Ho glanced; the old flag met his right.

" Halt ! "—the dust-brown ranks stood fast.

" Fire ! "—out blazed the rifle-blast.

It shivered the window, pane, and sash

;

It rent tho banner with seam and gash.

at Haverhill, Mass., 1803. Spent the first eighteen years of his Ufa

editor, having previously attracted notice by his writings.]

Quick, as it fell from the broken staff",

Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf;

She leaned far out on the window-sill,

And shook it forth with a royal will.

" Shoot, if you must, this old grey head,

But spare your country's flag," she said.

A shade of sadness, a blush of shann-.

Over tho face of the loader came
;

The nobler nature within him stirred

To life at that woman's deed and word

:

" Who touches a hair of yon grey head

like a dog! March on!" he said.

All day long through Frederick Street

Sounded the tread of marching feet :

All day long that free flag tossed

Over the heads of the rebel host.

Ever its torn folds rose and fell

On the loyal winds tliat loved it well

;

And through the hill-gaps sunset light

Shone over it with a warm good-night.

Barbara Frietchie's work is o'er,

And tho rebel rides on his nidi no more.

Honour to her ! and let a tear

Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall's hie".

Over Barbara Fri. nine's gravo

Flag of Freedom and Union, wi

Peace and order and beauty draw

Round thy symbol of light and law ;

And ever the stars abovo look down

On thy stars below in Frederick Town !

THE MAN IN BLACK.
[Ouvm Goldsmith. Set Pag* 10.]

Though fond of many acquaintances, I desire an nation of humorists

intimacy only with a few. The man in black

whom I have often mentioned, is one whose

friendship I could wish to acquire, because he

possesses my esteem. His manners, it is true,

are tinctured with some strange inconsistencies:

and he may be justly termed a humorist in a

Though he is generous even

to profusion, he affects to be thought a prodigy of

jiarsimony and prudence; though his coir.

tion be replete with tho most sordid and selfish

maxims, his heart is dilated with the most un-

bounded love. I have known him profess himself

a man-hater, while his cheek was glowing with
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compassion ; and, while his looks wex*e softened

into pity, I have heard him use the language

of the most unbounded ill-nature. Some affect

humanity and tenderness, others boast of having

such dispositions from nature ; but he is the only

man I ever knew who seemed ashamed of his

natural benevolence. He takes as much pains to

hide his feelings, as any hypocrite would to con-

ceal his indifference; but on every unguarded
moment the mask drops off, and reveals him to

the most superficial observer.

In one of our late excursions into the country,

happening to discourse upon the provision that

was made for the poor in England, he seemed
amazed how any of his countrymen could be so

foolishly weak as to relieve occasional objects of

charity, when the laws had made such ample
provision for their support. In every parish-

house, says he, the poor are supplied with food,

clothes, fire, and a bed to lie on ; they want no
more, I desire no more myself

;
yet still they seem

discontented. I am surprised at the inactivity of

our magistrates, in not taking up such vagrants,

who are only a weight upon the industrious : I am
surprised that the people are found to relieve them,

when they must be at the same time sensible that

it in some measure encourages idleness, extrava-

gance, and imposture.

He was proceeding in this strain earnestly to

dissuade me from an imprudence of which I am
seldom guilty, when an old man, who still had
about him the remnants of tattered finery, im-

plored our compassion. He assured us that he
was no common beggar, but forced into the shame-
ful profession, to support a dying wife and five

hungry children. Being prepossessed against such
falsehoods, his story had not the least influence

upon me; but it was quite otherwise with the
man in black : I could see it visibly operate upon
his countenance, and effectually interrupt his

harangue. I could easily perceive that his heart

burned to relieve the five starving children, but
he seemed ashamed to discover his weakness to

me. While he thus hesitated between compas-
sion and pride, I pretended to look another way,
and he seized this opportunity of giving the poor
petitioner a piece of silver, bidding him at the
same time, in order that I should hear, go work
for his bread, and not tease passengers with such
impertinent falsehoods for the future.

As he had fancied himself quite unperceived, he
continued, as we proceeded, to rail against beggars
with as much animosity as before. He was be-

ginning a story to the same purpose, when a sailor

with a wooden leg once more crossed our walks,

desiring our pity, and blessing our limbs. I was
for going on without taking any notice, but my
friend, looking wishfully upon the poor petitioner,

bade me stop, and he would show me with how

much ease he could at any time detect an im-

postor.

He now, therefore, assumed a look of im-

portance, and in an angry tone began to examine

the sailor, demanding in what engagement he was
thus disabled and rendered unfit for service. The
sailor replied in a tone as angrily as he, that he

had been an officer on board a private ship of war,

and that he had lost his leg abroad, in defence of

those who did nothing at home. At this reply,

all my friend's importance vanished in a moment;
he had not a single question more to ask : he now
only studied what method he should take to relieve

him unobserved. He had, however, no easy part

to act, as he was obliged to preserve the appearance

of ill-nature before me, and yet relieve himself by
relieving the sailor. Casting, therefore, a furious

look upon some bundles of chips which the fellow

carried in a string at his back, my friend demanded
how he sold his matches ; but, not waiting for a

reply, desired in a surly tone to have a shilling's

worth. The sailor seemed at first surprised at his

demand, but soon recollecting himself, and pre-

senting his whole bundle, "Hei*e, master," says

he, " take all my cargo, and a blessing into the

It is impossible to describe with what an air of

triumph my friend marched off with his new
purchase: he assured me that he was firmly of

opinion that those fellows must have stolen their

goods, who could thus afford to sell them for half

value. He informed me of several different uses

to which those chips might be applied; he ex-

patiated largely upon the saving that would result

from lighting candles with a match, instead of

thrusting them into the fire. He averred that he

would as soon have parted with a tooth as his.

money to those vagabonds, unless for some valu-

able consideration. I cannot tell how long this

panegyric upon frugality and matches might have

continued, had not his attention been called off by
another object more distressful than either of the

former. A woman in rags, with one child in her
arms and another on her back, was attempting to

sing ballads, but with such a mournful voice that it

was difficult to determine whether she was singing

or crying. A wretch, who in the deepest distress

still aimed at good-humour, was an object my
friend was by no means capable of withstanding

:

his vivacity and his discourse were instantly in-

terrupted ; upon this oocasion his very dissimula-

tion had forsaken him. Even in my presence he
immediately applied his hands to his pockets, in

order to relieve her ; but guess his confusion,

when he found he had already given away all the

money he carried about him to former objects.

The misery painted in the woman's visage was not
half so strongly expressed as the agony in his.

He continued to search for some time, but to no
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purpose, till, at length recollecting himself, with a

face of ineffable good-nature, as he had no money,

he put into her liands his shilling's worth of

matches.

As there appeared something reluctantly good
in the character of my companion, I must own it

surprised me what could be his motives for thus

concealing virtues which others take such pains to

display. I was unable to repress my desire of

knowing the history of a man who thus seemed to

act under continual restraint, and whose benevo-

lence was rather the effect of appetite than reason.

It was not, however, till after repeated solici-

tations he thought proper to gratify my curiosity.

"If you are fond," says he, "of hearing hair-

breadth 'scapes, my history must certainly please;

for I have been for twenty years upon the vdi-
verge of starving, without ever being starved.

"My father, the younger son of a good family,

was possessed of a small living in the Church.

His education was above his fortune, and bil

generosity greater than his education. Poor as

he was, he had his flatterers still poorer than

himself; for every dinner he gave them, they re-

turned an equivalent in praise; and this was all

he wanted. The same ambition that actuates a

monarch at the head of an army, influenced my
father at the head of his table ; he told the stcry

of the ivy-tree, and that was laughed at; ho re-

peated the jost of tho two scholars and one pair of

breeches, and tho company laughed at that; but

; ory of Taffy in the sedan chair was suro to

set the table in a roar : thus his pleasure increased

in proportion to the pleasuro ho gave; he loved

all the world, and ho fancied all tho world I

him.

"As his fortuno was but small, he lived up to the

\( iv octant of it: he had no intentions of leaving

his children money, for that was dross; he was

l ed they should have learning, for learning,

ed to observe, was better than silver or gold.

For this purpose, ho undertook to instruct us

himself; and took as much pains to form our

morals as to improve our understanding. Weworo
told that universal benevolence was what first

cemented soei.ty; wo wero taught to consider all

the wants of mankind as our own; to regard 'the

human face divine' with alfcct ion and esteem ; he

wound us up to be men maehines of pity, and

rendered us ineapahle ofwithstanding tho slightest

impulse, m by real or fictitious distress;

in a word, we were perfectly instructed in the art

of giving away thousands. Define we were taught

the more , qualifications of getting a

farthing.

"I cannot avoid imagining, that thus refined bj

..fall my suspicion, and >

even all the little cunning which nature had

ml.led. upon my first cntran

busy and insidious world, one of those gladiators

who were exposed without armour in the amphi-

theatre at Rome. My father, however, who had
only seen the world on the one side, seemed to

triumph in my superior discernment ; though my
whole stock of wisdom consisted in being able to

talk like himself upon subjects that once were

useful, because they wore then topics of tho busy

world, but that now were utterly useless, because

connected with the busy world no longer.

"The first opportunity he had of finding his

expectations disappointed, was at the very mid-

dling figure I made in the university : he had flat-

tered himself tliat he should soon see me rising

into the foremost rank in literary reputation, but

was mortified to find me utterly unnoticed and

unknown. :>point incut might have

partly ascribed to his having overrated my ta'

and partly to my dislike of mathematical reason-

ings, at a time when my imagination and memory,
yet unsatisfied, woro more eager after new objects

than desirous t>f reasoning upon those I k

This did not, however, please my tutors, who ob-

served indeed, that I was a little dull ; but at the

same time alio seemed to be very good-

natured, and had no harm in me.

"After 1 had resided at college seven years, my
father died, and loft me—his blessing. Thus .-:

from shore, without ill-nature to protect, or cunning

to guide, or proper stores to subsist me in so

dangerous a voyage, I was obliged to emliark in

the wide world at twenty-two. But. in unl

settle in life, my friends advised (for th

adviso when they begin to despise us), they ad-

vised me, I say, to go into orders.

"To bo obliged to wear a long wig when I liked

a short one, or a black coat when 1 generally

dressed in brown, I thought was such a restraint

upon my iiborty, that 1 absolutely 1 the

proposal
" My friends were now perfectly satisfied I was

undone; and yet they thought it a pity for one

who had not tho least harm in him, ami was so

very good-natured.
'• Poverty naturally begets dependence, and I

wm admitted as flat! man. &i

I was surprised that the .situation of a flal

mans table could bo though-

able; thero was no

attentively when his lordship spolo Ighing

when he looked round for applause. This

good manners might have obliged me to perform.

L found, h " soon, that his lordship was

lance than myself; and from the

momenl my power of flattery was at an end. I

now rather aimed at letting him right, than at

ring his absurditiet with pnbmission: to

donoi know is an easy task; bat

air intiic
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{Drawn by R. T. Pritchett.]

BARBARA FRIETCHIE.

(See Page 322.)

foibles are strongly in our eye, is drudgery insup-

portable. Every time I now opened my lips in

praise, my falsehood went to my conscience ; his

lordship soon perceived me to be unfit for service

;

I was therefore discharged ; my patron at the same
time being graciously pleased to observe, that he

believed I was tolerably good-natured, and had not

the least harm in me.

"Disappointed in ambition, I had recourse to

love. A young lady, who lived with her aunt, and

was possessed of a pretty fortune in her own dis-

posal, had given me, as I fancied, some reasons to

expect success. The symptoms by which I was
guided were striking. She had always laughed

with me at her awkward acquaintance, and at her

aunt among the number; she always observed,

that a man of sense would make a better hus-

band than a fool, and I as constantly applied the

observation in my own favour. She continually

talked, in my company, of friendship and the
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beauties of the mind, and spoke of Mr. Shrimp my
rival's high-heeled shoes with detestation. These

were circumstances which I thought strongly in

my favour ; so, after resolving, and re-resolving, I

had courage enough to tell her my mind. Miss

heard my proposal with serenity, seeming at the

same time to study the figures of her fan. Out at

last it came. There was but one small objection

to complete our happiness; which was no more,

than that she was married three months before

to Mr. Shrimp, with high-heeled shoes

!

" Yet still I had friends, numerous friends, and

to them I was resolved to apply. friendship

!

thou fond soother of the human breast, to thee

we fly in every calamity; to thee the wretched

seek for succour; on thee the care-tired son of

misery fondly relies ; from thy kind assistance the

unfortunate always hopes relief, and may be ever

sure of—disappointment ! My first application

was to a city-scrivener, who had frequently offered

to lend mo money when he knew I did not want

it. I informed him that now was the time to put

his friendship to the test; that I wanted to borrow

a couple of hundreds for a certain occasion, and

was resolved to take it up from him. ' And pray,

sir,' cried my friend, ' do you want all this money ?

'

« Indeed, I never wanted it more,' returned I. ' I

am sorry for that,' cries the scrivener, ' with all

my heart; for they who want money when they

come to borrow, will always want money when
they should come to pay.'

" From him I flew with indignation to one of the

best friends I had in the world, and made the

same request. ' Indeed, Mr. Drybone,' cries my
friend, 'I always thought it would come to this.

You know, sir, I would not advise you but for

your own good; but your conduct has hitherto

been ridiculous in the highest degree, and some
of your acquaintance always thought you a vn-y

silly fellow. Let me see, you want two hundred

pounds. Do you want only two hundred, sir,

cxactlyP' 'To confess a truth,' returned I, ' I shall

want three hundred; but then I have another

friend, from whom 1 can borrow tho rest.' 'Why,
then,' repliod my friend, ' if you would take my
advice (and you know I should not presume to

advise you but for your own good), I would recom-

mend it to you to borrow tho whole sum from

that other friend; and then one note will servo

for all, you know.'
" Poverty now began to come fast upon me;

yet instead of growing more provident or cautious

as I grew poor, I becamo every day more indo-

lent and simple. A friend was arrested for fifty

pounds; I was unable to extricate him, except by

becoming his bail. When at liberty he tied from

I editors, and left me to take his plaee. In

prison I expected greater satisfactions than I had

enjoyed at large. I hoped to converse with men

in this new world, simple and believing like

myself; but I found them as cunning and as

cautious as those in the world I had left behind.

They spunged up my money whilst it lasted,

borrowed my coals, and never paid for them, and
cheated me when I played at cribbage. All this

was done because they believed me to be very

good-natured, and knew that I had no harm in

me.

"Upon my first entrance into this mansion,

which is to some the abode of despair, I felt no
sensations different from those I experienced

abroad. I was now on one side the door, and
those who were unconfined were on the other:

this was all the difference between us. At first,

indeed, I felt some uneasiness, in considering how
I should be able to provide this week for the wants

of the week ensuing; but after some time, if I

found myself sure of eating one day, I never

troubled my head how I was to supply another.

I seized every precarious meal with the utmost

good-humour; indulged no rants of spleen at my
situation; never called down heaven and all tho

stars to behold me dining upon an halfpenny-worth

of radishes; my very companions were taught to

believe that I liked salad better than mutton. I

contented myself with thinking, that all my life I

should either eat white bread or brown ; considered

that all that happened was best ; laughed when I

was not in pain, took tho world M it went, and read

Tacitus often, for want of more books and com-

pany.

"How long I might have continued in this

torpid state of simplicity I cannot tell, had I not

been roused by seeing an old acquaintance, whom
I knew to be a prudent hlockhead, preferred

place in the Government. I now found that 1 had

pursued a wrong track, and that the true v,

being able to relieve others, was ties* to aim at in-

dependence myself: my immediate care, therefore,

was to have my present habitation, and mak

entire reformation in my conduct ami hehaviour.

For a free, open, andeugning deportment, I put

on that of closeness, prudence, and economy,

of the in. »t heroic actions 1 e\«r performed, and

for which I shall praise myself as long as 1 live,

was tho refusing half-a-crown to an old

quaintance, at the time when he wanted it, and I

had it to spare: for this alone I deserve to bo

decreed an ovation.

'1 now therefore pursued a courso of unin-

terrupted frugality, seldom wanted a dinner, and

was consequently invited to twenty. I soon began

to got the character of a saving hunks that had

money, and insensibly grew into e Neigh*

hours have asked my advice in the disposal of

their daughters; and I have always taken care

not to give anv. I have contracted a friendship

with an alderman, only by o!>m r\ ing. that if we
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take a farthing from a thousand pounds, it will be
a thousand pounds no longer. I have been in-

vited to a pawnbroker's table, by pretending to

hate gravy ; and am now actually upon treaty of
marriage with a rich widow, for only having
observed that the bread was rising. If ever I
am asked a question, whether I know it or not,

instead of answering, I only smile and look wise.

If a charity is proposed, I go about with the hat,

but put nothing in myself. If a wretch solicits

my pity, I observe that the world is filled with

impostors, and take a certain method of not being

deceived, by never relieving. In short, I now find

the truest way of finding esteem, even from the

indigent, is—to give away nothing, and thus have

much in our power to give."

BALLAD UPON A WEDDING.
[Sib John Suckling. Son of Comptroller of the Household to Charles I. Born 1608. Served under Gustavus Adolphus. Was

impeached by the House of Commons for an attempt to rescue Strafford. Fled to France, but on the road met with an
accident which terminated his life, 1641.]

Such

TELL thee, Dick, where I

have been,

Where I the rarest things

have seen;

Oh, things without com-
pare!

sights again cannot be
found

In any place on English ground,

Be it at wake or fair.

At Charing Cross, hard by the way
Where we— thou knowest— do sell our

hay,

There is a house with stairs

;

And there did I see coming down
Such folk as are not in our town,

Forty at least, in pairs.

Amongst the rest, one pest'lent fine

—

His beard no bigger, though, than thine

—

Walked on before the rest

:

Our landlord looks like nothing to him

:

The king, God bless him ! 'twould undo
him,

Should he go still so drest.

But wot you what ? the youth was going

To make an end of all his wooing
;

The parson for him stayed

:

Yet by his leave, for all his haste,

He did not so much wish all past,

Perchance, as did the maid.

Her finger was so small, the ring

Would not stay on which they did bring

;

It was too wide a peck

:

And, to say truth—for out it must

—

It looked like the great collar—just

—

About our young colt's neck.

Her feet beneath her petticoat,

Like little mice, stole in and out,

As if they feared the light

:

But oh ! she dances such a way

!

No sun upon an Easter-day

Is half so fine a sight.

Her cheeks so rare a white was on,

No daisy makes comparison;

Who sees them is undone
;

For streaks of red were mingled there,

Such as are on a Cath'rine pear,

The side that's next the sun.

Her lips were red ; and one was thin,

Compared to that was next her chin,

Some bee had stung it newly

;

But, Dick, her eyes so guard her face,

I durst no more upon them gaze,

Than on the sun in July.

Her mouth so small, when she does speak,

Thou'dst swear her teeth her words did break,

That they might passage get

:

But she so handled still the matter,

They came as good as ours, or better,

And are not spent a whit.

Passion, oh me ! how I run on !

There's that that would be thought upon,

I trow, besides the bride

:

The bus'ness of the kitchen 's great,

For it is fit that men should eat

;

Nor was it there denied.

Just in the nick, the cook knocked thrice,

And all the waiters in a trice

His summons did obey

;

Each serving-man, with dish in hand,

Marched boldly up, like our trained-band,

Presented, and away.

When all the meat was on the table,

What man of knife, or teeth, was able

To stay to be entreated ?

And this the very reason was,

Before the parson could say grace,

The company was seated.
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.Now hats fly off, and youths carouse;

Healths first go round, and then the house,

The bride's came thick and thick

;

And when 'twas named another's health,

Perhaps he made it hers by stealth,

And who could help it, Dick ?

()' th' addon up they rise and dance;

Then sit again, and sigh, and glance

:

Then dance again, and kiss.

Thus several ways the time did pass,

Till every woman wished her place,

And every man wished his.

I know a maiden fair to see,

Take caro

!

She can both false and friendly be,

Beware ! beware

!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee

!

She has two eyes, so soft and brown.

Take care

!

She gives a side-glance and looks down,

Beware ! beware

!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee

!

And she has hair of a golden Inn:.

Take care !

And what she says, it is not true.

(Drawn by M. E. Edwaum.)

BEWARE.
[H. W. Lohofkllow. Set Paq* 14]

Beware ! beware

!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee !

She has a bosom as white as snow,

Take care!

She knows how much it is best to show,

Beware! beware!

Tru-t her not,

s h • ii fooling
•

She gives thee a garland woven fair,

• ke care!

It is a fool's cap for thee to wear,

licware!

Trust her not,

She is fooling thee

!
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FlTZPATRICK.J

THE DEAD ASS.

[Latjkence Sterne. See Page 15.]

"And this," said he, putting the remains of a

crust into his wallet—" and this should have been

thy portion," said he, " hadst thou been alive to

have shared it with me." I thought by the accent

it had been an apostrophe to his child ; but 'twas

to his ass, and to the very ass we had seen dead in

the road which had occasioned La Fleur's misad-

venture. The man seemed to lament it much

;

and it instantly brought into my mind Sancho's

lamentation for his ; but he did it with more true

touches of nature.

The mourner was sitting upon a stone bench at

the door, with the ass's pannel and his bridle on

one side, which he took up from time to time

—

then laid them down—looked at them, and shook
his head. He then took his crust of bread out of

his wallet again, as if to eat it ; held it some time
in his uand—then laid it upon the bit of his ass's

VOL. I.

bridle—looked wistfully at the little arrangement
he had made—and then gave a sigh.

The simplicity of his grief drew numbers about

him, and La Fleur among the rest, whilst tho

horses were getting ready : as I continued sitting

in the post-chaise, I could hear and see over their

heads.

He said he had come last from Spain, where he

had been from the furthest borders of Franconia,

and had got so far on his return home, when his

ass died. Every One seemed desirous to know
what business could have taken so old and poor a

man so far a journey from his own home.

It had pleased Heaven, he said, to bless him
with three sons, the finest lads in all Germany

;

but having in one week lost two of the eldest of

them by the small-po\-, and the youngest falling ill

of the same distemper, he was afraid of being

42
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bereft of them all; and made a vow, if Heaven
would not take him from him also, he would go in

gratitude to St. Iago in Spain.

"When the mourner got thus far on his story,

he stopped to pay Nature her tribute, and wept

bitterly.

He said, Heaven had accepted the conditions

;

and that he had set out from his cottage with

this poor creature, who had been a patient partner

of his journey ; that it had ate the same bread

with him all the way, and was unto him as a

friend.

Everybody who stood af>out, heard the poor

fellow with concern. La Flenr offered him money.

The mourner said he did not want it—it was not

the value of the ass, but the loss of him; the

ass, he said, he was assured, loved him ; and

upon this told them a long story of a mischance

upon their passage over the Pyrencan Mountains,

which had separated them from each other three

days ; daring which time the ass had sought

him as much as he had sought the ass, and that.

they had neither scarce ate i\or drank till they

met.

"Thou hast one comfort, friend." paid I, "at

least, in the loss of thy poor beast ; I am sure

thou hast been a merciful master to him." " A
said the mourner, " I thought so, when he was
alive ; but now that ho is dead, I think other

I fear the weight of myself and my afflictions to-

gether have been too much for him— they have

shortened the poor creature's days, end 1 fear I

have them to answer for." " Shame on the world !

"

said I to myself: " did we love each other as this

poor soul but loved his ass
—

'twould be some-

thing."

THE SONG OF STEAM,
(G. W. Cutteb. Born at Cincinnati in 1848. A captain of volunteers In the United States army during the inraaion

of Mexico.]

HARNESS me down with
• your iron hands.

Be sure of your curb

and rein •,

For I scorn the power of

your puny hands.

As the tempest scorn

s

a chain !

How 1 laughed ai T lay

concealed from sight

For many a countless

hour.

At the childish boast of

human might!

And the pride of human pon

When 1 saw an army upon the land,

A navy upon the •

1 ling along, a snaildike band.

Or waiting the wayward biv

When I marked the peasant fairly reel

With the toil which he faintly bora,

As ho feebly turned the lardy whir].

Or tugged at the weary oar.

W!nn I measured the panting courser's speed,

The flighi of the oonrier-d

bej bore the law a king decreed,

( )r the lines of impatient 1.

1 OOUld Dot but think hofj the world would

feel,

in'se were outstripped afar.

When 1 should be hound to the rushing b
Or chained to the flying

Ha, ha, ha ! they found me at last

;

They inviti d me forth at length,

And I rushed to my throne with a thunder-1.

And laughed in my iron strength !

Oh. then ye saw a wondrous change

On the earth and ocean wide.

Where now my fiery armies n
Nor wait for wind or tide.

Hurrah, hurrah! the waters o'er

The mountain's steep decline,

Time—space— have yielded to my power,

The world—the world is mine !

The rivers the sua hath • ''st,

Or those where his beams decline.

The giant streams of the queenly ^
• BQQdS divine.

The ocean pale-; \vl;.

To hear D

I
the monsters oftbi ap

Cower, trembling ai my voice.

I (arry the wealth to the lord of earth,

The thoughts of his godlike mind;

wind lagl after my flying forth,

light ning is left behind.

In the darksomo depths of the fathomless mine,

My ttrelesa arm doth play.

Where the rOOkl DCTer saw the sun's decline,

Or the dawn of the glorious day.

I bring earth's glittering jewel

hidden cave helow.

And I make the fountain's granite cup

With a crystal (rush o'erflow.
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I blow the bellows, I forge the steel,

In all the shops of trade

;

I hammer the ore and turn the wheel,

Where my arms of strength are made.

I manage the furnace, the mill, the mint

;

I carry, I spin, I weave

;

And all my doings I put into print

On every Saturday eve.

I've no muscles to weary, no breast to decay,

No bones to be laid on the " shelf;"

And soon I intend you may " go and play,"

While I manage this world myself.

But harness me down with your iron bands,

Be sure of your curb and rein

;

For I scorn the strength of your puny hands,

As the tempest scorns a chain !

AS YOU LIKE IT.
[W. Shakespeare. Sea Page 33.]

Rosalind. How say you now ? Is it not past

two o'clock? and here much Orlando!

Gelia. I warrant you, with pure love and

troubled brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows,

and is gone forth—to sleep. Look, who comes here.

Enter Silvius.

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth ;

—

My gentle Phebe did bid me give you this

:

[Giving a letter.

I know not the contents ; but, as I guess

By the stern brow and waspish action

Which she did use as she was writing of it,

It bears an angry tenour : pardon me
;

I am but as a guiltless messenger.

Ros. Why, 'tis a boisterous and a cruel style,

A style for challengers ; why, she defies me,

Like Turk to Christian: woman's gentle brain

Could nob drop forth such giant-rude invention,

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect

Than in their countenance.—Will you hear the

letter ?

Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet

;

Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty.

Ros. She Phebes me : mark how the tyrant

writes. [Reads.

Art thou god to shepherd turn'd,

That a maiden's heart hath burn'd ?

—

Can a woman rail thus ?

Sil. Call you this railing ?

Ros. [Reads.']

If the scorn of your bright eyno
Have power to raise such love in mine,
Alack, in me what strange effect

Would they work in mild aspect

!

Whiles you chide me, I did love

;

How then might your prayers move

!

He that brings this love to thee
Little knows this love in me :

And by him seal up thy mind

;

Whether that thy youth and kind
Will the faithful offer take
Of me, and all that I can make

;

Or else by him my love deny,
And then I'll study how to die.

Sil. Call you this chiding ?

Cel. Alas ! poor shepherd !

Eos. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no
pity.—Wilt thou love such a woman ?—What ! to

make thee an instrument, and play false strains

upon thee ! not to be endured !—Well, go your
way to her (for I see love hath made thee a tame
snake), and say this to her :—that if she love me, I

charge her to love thee ; if she will not, I will

never have her, unless thou entreat for her.—If

you be a true lover, hence, and not a word; for

here comes more company. [Exit Silvius.

Enter Oliver.

OIL Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you
know,

Where in the purlieus of this forest stands

A sheep-cote fenced about with olive-trees ?

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour

bottom

:

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream,

Left on your right hand, brings you to the place.

But at this hour the house doth keep itself;

There's none within.

Oil. If that an eye may profit by a tongue,

Then should I know you by description

;

Such garments, and such years :
—

" The boy is fair,

Of female favour, and bestows himself

Like a ripe sister : but the woman low,

And browner than her brother." Are not you
The owner of the house I did inquire for ?

Cel. It is no boast, being ask'd, to say we are.

Oil. Orlando doth commend him to you both ;

And to that youth he calls his Kosalind

He sends this bloody napkin :—are you he ?

Ros. I am : what must we understand by this ?

Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me
What man I am, and how, and why, and where

This handkerchief was stain'd.

Cel. I pra^ you, tell it.

OIL When last the young Orlando parted from

you,

He left a promise to return again

Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest,

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befell ! he threw his eye aside,

And, mark, what object did present itself:

Under an old oak, whose boughs were moss'd with

age,

And high fop bald with dry antiquity,
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A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair,

sleeping on his back : about his neck

\ jreon and gilded snake had wreath'd itself,

bo with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd

ho opening of his mouth ; but suddenly,

Seeing Orlando, it unliuk'd itself,

And with indented glides did slip away

1 nto a bush : under which bush's shade

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry,

inching, head on ground, with cat-like watch,

When that the sleeping man should stir ; for 'tis

The royal disposition of that beast

pray on nothing that doth seem as dead :

This seen, Orlando did approach the man,

And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

Oh, I have heard him speak of that nine

brother

;

And he did render him the most unnatural

That liv'd 'mongst men.

And well he might so do,

For well I know he was unnatural.

But, to Orlando :—did he leave him there,

the suck'd and hungry lioness?

Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd so;

But kindness, nobler ever than revenge,

And nature, stronger than his just occasion,

le him give battle to the lioness,

Who quickly fell before him : in which hurtling,

a miserable slumber I awak'd.

Are you his brother ?

Was it you he rescued ?

Was 't you that did so oft contrive to

kill him?
Oli. Twas I ; but 'tis not I : I do not shame

To tell you what I was, since my conversion

So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am.

But, for the bloody napkin ?

—

By-and-by.

from the first to last, betwixt us two,

is our recouutments had most kindly bath'd,

how I came into that desert place ;

—

In brief, ho led me to the gentle duke.

Who gave me fresh array and entertainment,

Committing me unto my brother's love;

Who led me instantly unto his

There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm
The lioness had torn some flesh away,

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted,

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind.

Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his wound;
And, after some small space, being strong at heart,

He sent me hither, stranger as I am,

To tell this story, that you might excuse

His broken promise, and to give this napkin,

Dyed in his blood, unto the shepherd youth

That ho in sport doth call his Rosalind.

[Rosalind faint*.

Gel. Why, how now, Ganymede! sweet G
mede

!

OH. Many will swoon when they do look on blood.

Cel. There is more in it.—Cousin ! —Ganymede !

OH. Look, he recovers.

Bos. I would I were at home.

We'll lead you thither.—

I pray you, will you take him by the arm }

OH. Be of good cheer, youth : yon a man ? you
lack a man's heart.

1 do so, I confess it. Ah ! sirrah, a body

would think this was well counterfeited: I pray

yon, tell your brother how well 1 counterfeited.

—

Heigh-ho !

—

Oli. This was not counterfeit: there is too

great testimony in your complexion, that it was a

passion of earnest.

Rot. Counterfeit, I assure you.

OH. Well, then, take a good heart, and counter-

feit to be a man.

Roe. So I do: but, i' faith, I should have been

women by right.

('..iii', you look paler and paler: pray you
draw homeward*,—Good sir, go with us.

Oli. That will I. for I must bear answer back

How you excuse my brother, Rosalind.

Roe. I shall devise something. Hut, I proy

you, commend my counterfeiting to him : will you

go ? [Ej

ODE ON THE SPRING.
[Thomas Obat

Lo ! where the rosy-bosomed hours,

Fair Venus' train, appear,

Disclose the long-expecting flowers

And wake the purple year

!

The Attic warbler pours her throat

Responsive to the cuckoo's note,

The untaught harmony of Spring i

While, whispering pleasure as they fly,

ephyrs through the clear blue sky

Their gather'd fragrance fling.

St4 Pag* 311.]

Where'er the oak's thick branches stretch

A broader, browner shade,

Where'er the rude and moss-grown beech

O'er-canopies the glade,

Beside some water's rushy brink

With me the Muse shall sit, and think

(At ease reclined in rustic state)

How vain the ardour of the crowd,

How low, how little are the proud,

How indigent the greafl !
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Still is the toiling hand of care
;

The panting herds repose :

Yet hark, how thro' the peopled air

The busy murmur glows !

The insect youth are on the wing,

Eager to taste the honied spring,

And float amid the liquid noon

:

Some lightly o'er the current skim,
Some show their gaily-gilded trim
Quick-glancing to the sun.

To Contemplation's sober eye

Such is the race of man :

And they that creep, and they that fly

Shall end where they began.

Alike the busy and the gay
But flutter thro' life's little day,

In fortune's varying colours drest

:

Brush'd by the hand of rough mischance
Or chill'd by age, their airy dance

They leave, in dust to rest.
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Methinks I hear in accents low

The sportive kind reply

:

Poor moralist ! and what art thou ?

A solitary fly

!

Thy joys no glittering female meets,

No hive hast thou of hoarded sweets,

No painted plumage to display :

On hasty wings thy youth is flown

;

Thy sun is set, thy spring is gone

—

We frolic while 'tis May.

THE MOSQUITO.
[William Colle* Bryant. Born 3rd of November, 1791, in Cummingrton, Mass. At the age of thirteen published a clever

satire. Is editor of the Now York Evening Post.]

Fair insect ! that, with thread-like legs spread

out,

And hlood-extracting bill, and filmy wing,

Dost murmur, as thou slowly sail'st about,

In pitiless ears full many a plaintive thing,

And tell how little our large veins should bleed,

Would we but yield them tj thy bitter need.

Unwillingly, I own, and, what is worse,

Full angrily, men hearken to thy plaint;

Thou gettest many a brush and many a curse

For saying thou art gaunt, and starved, and
faint

:

Even the old beggar, while he asks for food,

Would kill thee, hapless stranger, if he could.

I call thee stranger, for the town, I ween,

Has not the honour of so proud a birth ;

Thou com'st from Jersey meadows, fresh and
green,

The offspring of the gods, though born on
eartli

;

For Titan was thy sire, and fair was she,

The ocean-nymph, that nursed thy infancy.

That bloom was made to look at, not to touch
;

To worship—not approach—that radiant white;

And well might sudden vengeance light on such

As dared, like thee, most impiously to bite.

Thou should'st have gazed at distance and ad-

mired,

Murmured thy admiration, and

Thou'rt welcome to the town, but why come I

To hi 1 brother poet, gaunt, like theeP

Alas! tho little blood I have is dear.

And thin will be the banquet drawn from

me.

Look round—the pel in my cell.

Thy old acquaintance, Song and Famine, dwell.

Try some plump alderman, and suck the blood,

Enriched by generous wine and costly meat;
' >n well-lill'd skins, sleek as thy native mud.

I'iv thy light pump, and press thy freckled

feet:

Go to tho men for whom, in iBf,

The oyster breedi, and the green turtle prawb.

There corks are drawn, and the red vintage flows,

To fill the swelling veins for thee, and now
The ruddy choek, and now the ruddier nose

Shall tempt thee, as thou flittest round the

brow

;

And when the hour of sleep its quiet brings,

No angry hand shall rise to brush thy wings.

ith the r , Miy cradle swung.

And when, at length, thy gauzy wings grew
strong.

Abroad to gentle airs their folds wore flung.

Rose in the sky, and bore thee soft along;

The south wind In
i wall thee on thy

way,

And danced and shone hen aih the bdlowy b

Calm rose afar tho city spires, and thence

Came the deep murmur of its throng of m
And as its grateful odours meet thy sense,

They seem the perfumes of thy native ten.

Fair lay its crowded street the sight

Thy tiny song grew shriller with delight.

At length, thy pinion fluttered in B

Ah! there were fairy steps, and white i.

kissed

By wanton airs, and eyes whose killing

Shone through the snowy veils like stars

through mist ;

And fresh ai morn, on many a cheek and chin.

Bloomed the bright blood through the transparent

skin.

Sure these were sights to tompt an anchi

What! do I hear thy slender voice complain*

Thou waileM when I talk of beauty's light,

As if it brought the memory of pain i

Thou art a wayward heing—well —come near,

And pour thy tale of sorrow in my •

And say'st thou, slanderer! rouge makes theo

sick?

And China bloom at best is sorry lb

And Rowland's Kalydor. if laid on thick,

Poisons the thirsty wretch that bores forbloodP

Go I 'twas a just reward that met thy crime,

Hut shun lege another time.
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PARTRIDGE AT THE PLAYHOUSE.
[Henry Fielding. Born at Sharpharn Park, Somersetshire, April 22, 1707.

October 8, 1754.]

Educated at Eton and Leyden. Died at Lisbon,

In the first row, then, of the first gallery, did

Mr. Jones, Mrs. Miller, her youngest daughter,

and Partridge, take their places. Partridge

immediately declared it was the finest place he

had ever been in. When the first music was
played, he said, " It was a wonder how so many
fiddlers could play at one time without putting one

another out." Nor could he help observing, with

a sigh, when all the candles were lighted, "That
here were candles enough burnt in one night to

keep an honest poor family for a twelvemonth."

As soon as the play, which was Hamlet, Prince

of Denmark, began, Partridge was all attention,

nor did he break silence till the entrance of the

ghost, upon which he asked Jones, " What man
that was in the strange dress, something," said

he, "like what I have seen in a picture. Sure it is

not armour, is it ? " Jones answered, " That is the

ghost." To which Partridge replied with a smile,

" Persuade me to that, sir, if you can. Though I

can't say I ever actually saw a ghost in my life,

yet I am certain I should know one if I saw him
better than that comes to. No, no, sir; ghosts

don't appear in such dresses as that neither."

In this mistake, which caused much laughter in

the neighbourhood of Partridge, he was suffered

to continue till the scene between the ghost and
Hamlet, when Partridge gave that credit to Mr.

Garrick which he had denied to Jones, and fell

into so violent a trembling that his knees knocked

against each other. Jones asked him what was
the matter, and whether he was afraid of the

warrior on the stage. " Oh, la! sir," said he, "I

perceive now it is what you told me. I am not

afraid of anything, for I know it is but a play;

and if it was really a ghost, it could do one no harm
at such a distance, and in so much company : and
yet if I was frightened, I am not the only person."
" Why, who," cries Jones, " dost thou take to be

such a coward here beside thyself?" "Nay, you
may call me coward if you will ; but if that little

man there upon the stage is not frightened, I

never saw any man frightened in my life. Ay,

ay
; go along with you ! Ay, to be sure ! Who's

fool then ? Will you ? Lud have mercy upon
such foolhardiness ! Whatever happens, it is good
enough for you. Follow you ! I'd follow the devil

as soon. Nay, perhaps it is the devil—for they

say he can put on what likeness he pleases. Oh !

here he is again. No farther ! No, you have gone
far enough already ; farther than I'd have gone for

all the king's dominions." Jones offered to speak,

but Partridge cried, "Hush, hush, dear sir! don't

you hear him ?" And during the whole speech of

the ghost, he sat with his eyes fixed partly on the

ghost, and partly on Hamlet, and with his mouth
open ; the same passions which succeeded each
other in Hamlet succeeding likewise in him.
When the scene was over, Jones said, " Why,

Partridge, you exceed my expectations. You
enjoy the play more than I conceived possible."
" Nay, sir," answered Partridge, " if you are not

afraid of the devil, I can't help it ; but, to be sure,

it is natural to be surprised at such things, though
I know there is nothing in them : not that it was
the ghost that surprised me neither ; for I should

have known that to have been only a man in a
strange dress ; but when I saw the little man so

frightened himself, it was that which took hold of

me." " And dost thou imagine then, Partridge,"

cries Jones, " that hewas really frightened ? " " Nay,
sir," said Partridge, " did not you yourself observe

afterwards, when he found it was his own father's

spirit, and how he was murdered in the garden,

how his fear forsook him by degrees, and he was
struck dumb with sorrow, as it were, just as I

should have been, had it been my own case ? But
hush ! Oh, la ! what noise is that ? There he is

again. Well, to be certain, though I know there

is nothing at all in it, I am glad I am not down
yonder where those men are."

During the second act, Partridge made very few

remarks. He greatly admired the fineness of the

dresses ; nor could he help observing upon the

king's countenance. " Well," said he, " how people

may be deceived by faces! NMa fides front i is,

I find, a true saying. Who would think, by
looking in the king's face, that he had ever com-

mitted a murder?" He then inquired after the

ghost ; but Jones, who intended he should be

surprised, gave him no other satisfaction than
" that he might possibly see him again soon, and in

a flash of fire."

Partridge sat in fearful expectation of this ; and

now, when the ghost made his next appearance,

Partridge cried out, " There, sir, now ; what say

you now ; is he frightened now or no ? As much
frightened as you think me, and to be sure nobody

can help some fears ; I would not be in so bad a

condition as—what's his name?—Squire Hamlet
is there, for all the world. Bless me! what's

become of the spirit ? As I am a living soul, I

thought I saw him sink into the earth." " Indeed,

you saw right," answered Jones. " Well, well,"

cries Partridge, " I know it's only a play ; and

besides, if there was anything in all this, Madam
Miller would not laugh so ; for as to you, sir, you

would not be afraid, I believe, if the devil was
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!' A. I

here in person. There, there; ay, no wonder

are in such a passion ; shake the vile, wicked

wretch to pieces. If she was my own motl;

should servo her so. To be sure, all duty to a

mother is forfeited by such wicked doings. Ay,

go about your business ; I hate the sight of you."

Our. critic was now pretty silent till the play

which Hamlet introduces before the king. This

he did not at first understand, till Jones explained

it to him; but he no sooner entered into the spirit

of it. than h" began to bless himself that he had
never committed murder. Then turning to lira.

Miller, ho asked her, " If she did not imagine the

king looked as if he was touched; though he is,"

said he, "a good actor, and doth all he can to hide

it. Well, I would not have so much to at

for as that, wicked BMa there hath, to sit upon a

much higher ohair than he sits upon. No wonder
he rati away ; for your sake I'll never tru

innocent face again."

The grave-digging soem next engaged the

t ion of Partridge, who expressed much surprise at

the number of skulls thrown upon tho stage. To
which Jones answered. •• That it was one of tho

most famous burial-places about town." "No
wonder, then," crios PnrtridgBa "thai the place

is haunted. But I novor saw in my life a worse

grave-digger. I had a sexton when I was clerk

that should have dug three graves while he is

digging one. The fellow handle s a spade as if it

was the first time lie had ever had one in his hand.

Ay, ay, you may sing. You had rather sing than

work, I believe." Upon Hamlet's taking up the

skull, ho cried out, " Well! it is strange to sco

how fearless some men are: I nevor could bring

myself to touch anything belonging to a dead man
on any account. He seemed frightened enough

too at the ghost, I thought."

Little more worth remembering occurred daring

the play, at the end of which Jon i him.

"Which of the players he had liked b
this he answered, with some a

nation at the question, "The king, without doubt."

"Indeed, Mr. Partridge," says Mrs. Miller;

are not of the same opinion with the town; for

they are all agreed that Hamlet is acted by tb

player who ever was on the stage." *' Ho the best

player!" cries Partridge, with a contemptuous

sneer; "Why, I could act as well as he n

I am sure if I had seen a ghost, I should have

looked in tho very same manner, and done just

as he did. And then, to be sure, in tl

as you culled it, between him and his mother,

where you told DM he acted so fine, why, any

man, that is any good man, that had mob a

mother, would have done exactly the same. I

know you are only joking with mo; but, indeod,

madam, though I was never at a play in London,

yet I have seen acting before in the country ; and

the king for my money; ho speaks all his words

distinctly, half as loud a<_riin as the other. Any-

body may see he is an act or."
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(Drawn by R. T. Pbitchbtt.)

THE TWO ANGELS
[H. W. Longfellow. See Page 14. J

Two Angels, one of Life and one of Death,

Passed o'er the village as the morning broke

;

The dawn was on their faces ; and beneath,

The sombre houses capped with plumes of smoke.

Their attitude and aspect were the same

;

Alike their features and their robes of white

;

And one was crowned with amaranth, as with

flame,

And one with asphodels, like flakes of light.

I saw them pause on their celestial way :

—

Then said I, with deep fear and doubt oppressed,
" Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou betray

The place where thy beloved are at rest 1

"

And he who wore the crown of asphodels,

Descending at my door, began to knock

;

And my soul sank within me, as in wells

The waters sink before an earthquake's shock.

I recognised the nameless agony

—

The terror, and the tremor, and the pain— '

That oft before had filled and haunted me,
And now returned with threefold strength again.

The door I opened to my heavenly guest,

And listened, for I thought I heard God's voice
;

VOL. I.

And, knowing whatsoe'er He sent was best,

Dared neither to lament nor to rejoice.

Then with a smile that filled the house with

light—
" My errand is not Death, but Life," he said

;

And, ere I answered, passing out of sight,

On his celestial embassy he sped.

'Twas at thy door, friend, and not at mine,

The angel with the amaranthine wreath,

Pausing, descended ; and, with voice divine,

Whispered a word, that had a sound like Death

Then fell upon the house a sudden gloom

—

A shadow on those features fair and thin :

And softly, from that hushed and darkened room,

Two angels issued, where but one went in.

All is of God ! If He but WaVo His hand,

The mists collect, the rains foil thick and loud

;

Till, with a smile of light on sea and land,

Lo ! He looks back from the departing cloud.

Angels of Life and Death alike are His
;

Without his leave they pass no threshold o'er

;

Who, then, would wish or dare, believing this,

Against his messengers to shut the door ?

43
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THE GOOD-HUMOURED CLUB.
[Sib E. Stkelk. See Page 21]

A man who has it in his power to choose his

own company, would certainly be much to blame,

should ho not, to the best of his judgment, take

such as are of a temper most suitable to his

own ; and where that choice is wanting, or where

a man is mistaken in his choice, and yet under a

necessity of continuing in the same company, it

will certainly be his interest to carry himself as

easily as possible.

In this I am sensible I do but repeat what has

been said a thousand times, at which, however, I

think nobody has any title to take exception, but

they who never failed to put this in practice.

Not to use any longer preface, this being the

season of the year in whi numbers of all

sorts of people om this place of bn

and pleasure to country solitude, I think it not

improper to advise them to take with them as

a stock of good humour m they can; for

though a country life is described as tho most
ant of all others, and though it may in

truth bo so, yet it is so only to those who
know how to enjoy leisure and retirement.

As for those who cannot livo without the con-

stant helps of business or company, let them
consider, that in the country there is no Exchange,

there are no playhouses, DO variety of coifee-h

nor many of those other amusements which
here as so many reliefs from tho repeated occur-

rences in thoir own families; but that there the

greatest part of their time must be spent within

themselves, and consequently it behoves them to

consider how agreeable it will be to them before

they leave this dear town.

I remember. Mr. Spectator, we were w; .

entertained last year with the advices you
us from Sir Roger's country bich 1 the

rathor mention, because it is almost impossible

not to live pleasantly, where the master of a
family is such a one as you there

friend, who cannot therefore (I mean as to his

domestic character) bo too often recommended to

tho imitation of others. How amiable is that

atfahility and henevolenco with which ho I

his neighbours, and every one. even the m<

Of his own family! and yet how seldom knit

Instead of which wo commonly meet with ill-

natured expostulations, noise, and chidings

And this I hinted, because the humour and
disposition of tho head is what chiefly infill

all the other parts of a family.

An agreement and kind correspondent''

-

twet.n friends and acquaintance is tho gr>

pleasure of life. This is an undoubted truth; I

and yet any man who judges from the practice of

the world will be almost persuaded to believe tho

contrary; for how can we suppose people should

be so industrious to make i

What can engage them to entertain and foment

jealousies of one another upon every the

'on? Yet so it is, there are people who (as

it should seem) delight in being troublesome and
his, who (as Tully spear sunt

'iim, "havo a certain cheerful-

ness in wrangling." And thus it happens, that

there are very few families in which there are not

feuds and animosities, though it is en

it, there more particularly, to avoid them,

ise there (as I would willingly hope) no one

another oneasiness without feeling

share of it.—Rut I am gone beyond wl

L^ot what I chiefly

which was, barely to tell you how
hardly we, who pass most of our time in I

dispense with a long vacation in the country;

how uneasy wo grow to ourselves, and to one

another, when our i >n is confined; in-

somuch that, by Michaelmas, it is odds b

come to downright squabbling, and make as free

with ono another to our faces, as we do with tho

rest of tho world behind their 1 or I

have told you this, I am to desire that you would

now and then give us a lesson on good-humour, a

family-piece, which, since we are all very fond of

. I hope may have sumo influence upon us.

After these plain - vo to

givo you a bin of my
acquaintance, who are now gone into the country,

and have the use of an absent noblem

d among then id the iu-

cillection of ten or twelve, of tl

inclination toward- • . dif-

id inclinations; from 1.

hopo that the variety of their

variety of pleasures. Bui o

will arise, anion.

of diversity of -

:

\, which may grow into ill-humour or

which

•i to employ in t: i in-

firmary. Whoever se; h thing, <

thing which bet lurness or ind

chambers in the infirmary; from whence he I

relieved, till by his manner of submi

and the sentiments expressed in 1 d for

that ! to the i. : tho
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company to be again fit for society. You are to

understand, that all ill-natured words or uneasy

gestures are sufficient cause for banishment

;

speaking impatiently to servants, making a man
repeat what he says, or anything that betrays

inattention or dishumour, are also criminal with-

out reprieve. But it is provided, that whoever

observes the ill-natured fit coming upon himself,

and voluntarily retires, shall be received at his

return from the infirmary with the highest marks

of esteem. By these and other wholesome

methods, it is expected that, if they cannot cure

one another, yet at least they have taken care

that the ill-humour of one shall not be troublesome

to the rest of the company. There are many
other rules which the society have established for

the preservation of their ease and tranquillity, the

effects of which, with the incidents that arise

among them, shall be communicated to you from

time to time, for the public good.

[A further account of the infirmary, extracted

from a second letter to the Spectator, here follows.]

On Monday the assembly was in very good
humour, having received some recruits of French
claret that morning : when, unluckily, towards

the middle of the dinner, one of the company
swore at his servant in a very rough manner for

having put too much water in his wine. Upon
which the president of the day, who is always the

mouth of the company, after having convinced

him of the impertinence of his passion, and the

insult it had made upon the company, ordered his

man to take him from the table, and convey him
to the infirmary. There was but one more sent

away that day; this was a gentleman, who is

reckoned by some persons one of the greatest

wits, and by others one of the greatest boobies

about town. This you will say is a strange

character : but what makes it stranger yet, it is a

very true one, for he is perpetually the reverse of

himself, being always merry or dull to excess.

We brought him hither to divert us, which he did

very well upon the road, having lavished away as

much wit and laughter upon the hackney-coach-

man as might have served him during his whole
stay here, had it been duly managed. He had
been lumpish. for two or three days, but was so

far connived at, in hopes of recovery, that we
dispatched one of the briskest fellows among the

brotherhood into the infirmary for having told

him at table he was not merry. But our president

observing that he indulged himself in this long

fit of stupidity, and construing it as a contempt
of the college, ordered him to retire into the place

prepared for such companions. He was no sooner

got into it, but his wit and mirth returned upon
him in so violent a manner, that he shook the

whole infiumary with the noise of it, and had so

good an effect upon the rest of the patients, that

he brought them all out to dinner with him the

next day.

On Tuesday we were no sooner sat down, but

one of the company complained that his head
ached ; upon which another asked him, in an in-

solent manner, what he did there then ? This

insensibly grew into some warm words ; so that

the president, in order to keep the peace, gave
directions to take them both from the table, and
lodge them in the infirmary. Not long after,

another of the company telling us he knew, by a

pain in his shoulder, that we should have some
rain, the president ordered him to be removed,

and placed as a weather-glass in the apartment

above mentioned.

On Wednesday, a gentleman having received

a letter written in a woman's hand, and changing

colour twice or thrice as he read it, desired leave

to retire into the infirmary. The president con-

sented, but denied him the use of pen, ink, and
paper, till such time as he had slept upon it. One
of the company being seated at the lower end of

the table, and discovering his secret discontent,

by finding fault with every dish that was served

up, and refusing to laugh at anything that was
said, the president told him, that he found he was
in an uneasy seat, and desired him to accommodate
himself better in the infirmary. After dinner, a

very honest fellow chancing to let a pun fall from

him; his neighbour cried out, "To the infirmary;"

at the same time pretending to be sick at it, as

having the same natural antipathy to a pun which
some have to a cat. This produced a long debate.

Upon the whole, the punster was acquitted, and
his neighbour sent off.

On Thursday there was but one delinquent.

This was a gentleman of strong voice, but weak
understanding. He had unluckily engaged him-

self in dispute with a man of excellent sense, but

of a modest elocution. The man of heat replied

to every answer of his antagonist with a louder

note than ordinary, and only raised his voice when
he should have enforced his argument. Finding

himself driven to an absurdity, he still reasoned in

a more clamorous and confused manner, and con-

cluded with a loud thump upon the table. The
president immediately ordered him to be carried

off, and dieted with water-gruel, till he should be

sufficiently weakened for conversation.

On Friday there passed very little remarkable,

saving only that several petitions were read of

the persons in custody, desiring to be released

from their confinement, and vouching for one

another's good behaviour for the future.

On Saturday we received many excuses from

persons who had found themselves in an un-

sociable temper, and had voluntarily shut them-

selves up. The infirmary was, indeed, never so

full as on this day, whioh I was at some loss co
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account for, till, upon my going abroad, I observed

that it was an easterly wind. The retirement of

, most of my friends has given me opportunity and

£ leisure of writing you this letter, which I must

not conclude without assuring you, that all the

members of our college, as well those who are

under confinement as those who are at liberty, are

your very humble servants.

THE COUNTRY APOTHECARY.
[Geobgk Colmak, the Younger. See Page 6.]

Sxk Charles Cropland at breakfast; his Valet-de-

chambre adjusting his hair.

Sir Charles. Has old Warner, the steward, been

told tliat I arrived last night?

Valet. Yes, Sir Charles ; with orders to attend

you this morning.

Sir Cha. {Yawning and stretching.) What can

a man of fashion do with himself in the country at

this wretchedly dull time of the year?

Void. It is very pleasant to-day out in the

park, Sir Charles.

Sir Cha. Pleasant, you booby! How can the

country be pleasant in the middle of spring ? All

the world's in London.
Valtt. I think, somehow, it looks so lively, Sir

Charles, when the coin is coming op.

Sir Cha. Blockhead] Vegetation makes the

if a country look frightful. It spoils hunting.

Yet, as niv business on
| here is to raise

supplies for my pleasures elsewhere, my journey is

a wise one. What day of the month was it
j

day, when I left town on this wise expedition?
•- The first of April, Sir Ohai

Sir Cha. Umph ! When Mr. Warner comes,
show him in.

'. I shall, Sir Charles. [Exit,

Enter Servant.

Servant. Mr. Ollapod, the apothecary, is in the

hall. Sir I i impure after your health.

Show him in. I .'.) The
fellow's a character, and treats time as he does his

patients. lie shall kill a quarter of an hour far

this morning.

iD.

Ollapod. Sir Oharlea, I have the honour to be

your slave. 11 a is good. B

hard winter here. Soro thr<

or couple one morn-
ing in a half-mile- walk froi I :i to (Mire Mrs.

Quark* Of a quinsy. May coming on soon. Sir

Charles—season of deli gh ningl

Hope you come to Bojourn, Sir Charles. Shouldn't

bo always on the wing— that's being too flighty.

11". he. he! Do you take, good sir—do you I

Sir Cha. Oh, yes, 1 take. Hut, by the o,

in your hat, Ollapod. you have a y, it

seems, to yom ins.

OUa. He, he ! yes, Sir Charles. 1 have now
the honour to be cornet in the Voluntc*

tion corps of our town. It fell out uni

pop, on a sudden ; liko the going off of a field-

piece, or an alderman in an apoplexy.

Sir i .lain.

OUa. Happening to be at home—rainy day—no
going out to sport, blister, shoot, nor bleed—was
busy behind the counter. You know my shop, Sir

Charles—Galen's head over the door—now gilt

him last, week, by the by—looks as fresh as a pill.

Oho, Well, no more on that head now.

Proceed.

Olla. On that head ! ho, he, he ! That's very

well—very well, indeed J Thank you, good sir; I

owe you one. Churchwarden Tosh, of our town,

being ill of an indigestion from eating three pounds
of measly pork at a vestry dinner, I was now
making up a cathartic for the patient, when who
should strut into the shop but

the brewer—sleek as a dray-horse—in a smart
t jacket, tastily turned up with a rhubarb-

coloured lapollo. I conlV ire struck me.

I looked at him a tumping the mortar, and
felt instantly inoculated with a military ardour.

Sir Cha. [nooulai pe your ardour was
of a favour.

s very well—very well,

i! Thank you, good sir; 1

We first talked of shooting. He knew my celebrity

that way. Sir Charles. 1 told him th

had killed si\ brace of birds. I thumped
on at the mortar. We then talked of

]

told him the day before I had killed—lofl

I thumped mor-

tar, eyeing him all the while; for he looked very

. to bo suro; and I felt an itching to b
-. Tho medical and military both

in death, you know;
, hoi

Do J
' »od sir—do you take?

Take? Oh, nobody can m:

n talked of tho corps i:

ad if a professional ould

administer to tho health of tho Ass
a anil drench the horse—he could perhaps

procure him a I

' 'i.'t. Well, you jumped at the ofTer?

OUa. Jumped! I jumped over the counter,

kicked down Churchwarden Pnah'i cathartio into
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(Dwien. by T. Walters.)

the pocket of Lieutenant Grains' small scarlet

jacket, tastily turned up with a rhubarb-coloured

lapelle ; embraced him and his offer ; and I am now
Cornet Ollapod, apothecary at the Galen's Head, of

the Association Corps of Cavalry, at your service.

Sir Cha. I wish you joy of your appointment.

You may now distil water for the shop from the

laurels you gather in the field.

Olla. Water for—oh ! laurel water—he, he

!

Come, that's very well—very well indeed ! Thank

you, good sir; I owe vou one. Why, I fancy

fame will follow when the poison of a small mis-

take I made has ceased to operate.

Sir Cha. A mistake ?

Olla. Having to attend Lady Kitty Carbuncle

on a grand field-day, I clapped a pint bottle of

her ladyship's diet-drink into one of my holsters,

intending to proceed to the patient after the

exercise was over. I reached the martial ground,

and jalloped—galloped, I mean— wheeled, and
flourished, with great eclat: but when the word
"Fire" was given, meaning to pull out my pistol in

a terrible hurry, I presented, neck foremost, that

confounded diet-drink of Lady Kitty Carbuncle;

and the medicine being unfortunately fermented

by the jolting of my horse, it forced out the cork

with a prodigious pop full iu the face of my gallant

commander.
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NOBLE POVERTY.
[Laurence Steksb. Set Yogi 15.]

EFORE I had got half-way

down the street, I changed

my mind. "As I am at

Versailles," thought I, "I
might as well take a view

of the town." So I pulled

the cord, and ordered the

coachman to drive round
some of the principal streets.

" I suppose the town is not

very la: 1 I. The
hnian begged pardon for

setting me right, and told me it was \

superb, and that numbers of the first

dukes, and marquises, and counts had

hotels : the Count de B , of whom the

bookseller at the Quai do Conti had spoke so hand-

somely the night before, came instantly into my
mind. " And why should I not go," thought I,

"to the Count de H , who has so high an idea

of English books, and Englishmen, and tell him
my storyP" Sol seeing a man standing with a
basket on the other sido of the street, as if he had

something to sell, I bid La Fleur go up to him
and inquiro for the count's hotel.

La Fleur returned a little pale ; and told mo it

was a chevalier de St. Louis selling
t

> Hit. " It is

impossible, La Flour!" said I. La Fleur could
no more account for the phenomenon than myself;
but p in his story: he had seen the

set in gold, with its red ribbon, he said, tied to his

button-hole; and had looked into the basket, and
had seen the pdth which the ehevalier was selling.

Such a reverse in a man's life awakens a I

principle than curiosity: I got out of the n
and went towards him.

Se was begirt with a clean linen apron, which
fell below his knees, and frith a sort <>!' a bib that

went half-way dp his breast; upon the top of this,

but a little below the hem, hnng his erOML Sis

it of little pdt&t was covered over with a white
damask napkin: another of the same kind ffM
spread at the bottom; and there was a look of

propntf and neatness throughout, that, one ought
have bought hi bin M much from appe-

tite as sentiment.

Fb- mad • an oiler of them to neither, but stood

still with them at the corner of an hotel, for thOM
to buy who chose it. without solicitation.

He was about fbrty-eighl of i look,

king approaohing to gravity. I did .not

wonder. 1 went up rather to the basket than him,
and having lifted up the napkin and taken

|

his pdU-e in my hand. I bogged l.e would explain

which affected ma

He told me in a few words that the best part of

his life had passed in the service, in which, after

spending a 3mall patrimony, he had obtained a
company, and the croix with it; but at the con-

clusion of the last peace his regiment being re-

formed, and the whole corps, with those of some
other regiments, left without provision, ho found

himself in a large world without friends, without a

livre
—"and indeed," said he, " without anything

but this"—pointing, as he said it, to his C

The poor chevalier won my pity, and ho finished

the scene with winning my esteem too.

The king he said, was the most generous of

princes ; but his generosity could neither n
nor reward every one, and it was only his mis-

fortune to be amongst the number. Ho had a
littlo wife, he said, whom he loved, who did the

patisserie; and added, he felt no dishonour in

id himself from want in this way,
unless Providence had offered him a b< :

•

It would be wioked to withhold a pleasure from

the good, in pa to this

poor chevalier of St. Louis about nine months
after.

It seems lie usually took his stand near the iron

gates which led op to the palace ; and as his

had oanght the eye of numbers, numbers had
mado the same inquiry which 1 had done. He
told them the same story, and always with so

much modestyand good sense, that it he

at last the kind's ears ; who learning the chevalier

had hen a gallant officer, and respected by tho

whole regiment, broke up his little trade by a
:i hundred livi I

please the reader, I bog
11 allow me to rolate another, to please my-

self: the two stories reflect light upon each i

and 'tis a pity they should bo parted.

I stop not to tell the lually

any into

ifarquia d'B had fought up
-t his condition with great Brmnet

and still show to tho world some little

of what his ancestors had been

—

their

OS had put it out of his power. There

was enough left for the litt' tea of ob-

scurity: but he had two b
,
,ys who looked |

him for light—he thought ti. Lit, lb-

had tried his sward —it could not open tho way

—

the mounting was too expensive— and simple

my was not a match for it: there was no
it commi

In my other provinco in Franco savo Brittany,

this was smiting the root for ever of tho littlo trco

his pride and affection wished to sco ro-blossom.
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But in Brittany there being a provision for this,

he availed himself of it ; and taking an occasion

when the states were assembled at Rennes, the

marquis, attended with his two boys, entered the

court ; and having pleaded the right of an ancient

law of the duchy, which, though seldom claimed,

he said, was no less in force, he took his sword

from his side :
" Here," said he, " take it ; and be

trusty guardians of it till better times put me in

condition to reclaim it."

The president accepted the marquis's sword

—

he stayed a few minutes to see it deposited in the

archives of his house, and departed.

The marquis and his whole family embarked the

next day for Martinique ; and in about nineteen or

twenty years of successful application to business

—with some unlooked-for bequests from distant

branches of his house—returned home to reclaim

his nobility, and to support it.

It was an incident of good fortune which will

never happen to any traveller but a sentimental

one, that I should be at Rennes at the very time

of this solemn requisition : I call it solemn—it was
so to me.

The marquis entered the court with his whole

family: he supported his lady—his eldest son

supported his sister, and his youngest was at the

other extreme of the line next his mother. He
put his handkerchief to his face twice.

There was a dead silence. When the marquis
had approached within six paces of the tribunal,

he gave the marchioness to his youngest son,

and, advancing three steps before his family, he

reclaimed his sword. His sword was given him,

and the moment he got it into his hand he drew
it almost out of the scabbard: 'twas the shining

face of a friend he had once given up—he looked

attentively along it, beginning at the hilt, as if to

see whether it was the same, when observing a

little rust which it had contracted near the point,

he brought it near his eye, and bending his head

down over it, I think I saw a tear fall upon the

place : I could not be deceived by what followed.

" I shall find," said he, " some other way to ges

it off."

When the marquis had said this, he returned

his sword into its scabbard, made a bow to the

guardian of it; and, with his wife and daughter

and his two sons following him, walked out.

Oh, how I envied him his feelings

!

THE RETIRED CAT
[W. COWFER.

A Poet's Cat, sedate and grave

As Poet well could wish to have,

Was much addicted to inquire

For nooks to which she might retire,

And where, secure as mouse in chink,

She might repose, or sit and think.

I know not where she caught the trick ;

Nature, perhaps, herself had cast her

In such a mould philosophigue,

Or else she learned it of her master.

Sometimes ascending, debonnair,

An apple-tree, or lofty pear,

Lodged with convenience in the fork,

She watched the gardener at his work

;

Sometimes, her ease and solace sought
In an old e?npty watering-pot,

There wanting nothing save a fan,

To seem some nymph in her sedan,

Apparelled in exactest sort,

And ready to be borne to court.

But love of change it seems, has place,

Not only in our wiser race

;

Cats also feel, as well as we,

That passion's force, and so did she.

Her climbing she began to find,

Exposed her too much to the wind,

And the old utensil of tin

Was cold and comfortless within

:

See Page 39.]

She therefore wished instead of those,

Some place of more sorene repose,

Where neither cold might come, nor air

Too rudely wanton in her hair,

And sought it in the likeliest mode,

Within her master's snug abode.

A drawer, it chanced, at bottom lined

With linen of the softest kind,

With such as merchants introduce

From India, for ladies' use ;

A drawer, impending o'er the rest,

Half-open, in the topmost chest,

Of depth enough, and none to spare,

Invited her to slumber there
;

Puss, with delight beyond expression,

Surveyed the scene and took possession.

Recumbent at her ease, ere long,

And lulled by her own humdrum song,

She left the cares of Ufa behind,

And slept as she wtmld sleep her last,

When in came, housewifely inclined,

The chambermaid, and shut it fast,

By no malignity impelled,

But all unconscious whom it held.

Awakened by the shock, cried Puss,
" Was ever cat attended thus ?

The open drawer was left, I see.

Merely to prove a nest for me,
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(ihaicn by A. J, K.

For soon as I was well composed,

Then came the maid and it was closed.

How smooth these 'kerchiefs, and how sweet

!

Oh, what a delicate retreat

!

I will resign myself to rest

Till Sol, declining in the west,

Shall call to supper, when, no doubt.

Susan will come and let mo out."

The evening came, the sun descended.

And puss remained still unattended,

The night rolled tardily away
(Willi her indeed 'twas never day);

The sprightly morn her 00

The evening gtvy again endued.

And puss came into mind no more,

Than if entombed the day befbn

With hunger pinched, and pinehed for room.

She now presaged approaching doom ;

Nor slept wink, nor pun
Conscious ofjoopardy ineun

That night, by chanoe, the poet, watching,

! as inezplioable >eratehing;

ITis noble heart went pit-a-pat.

And to himself he said, " What's t
1

Ho drew the rmftafn at his side.

And forth ho peeped, hut nothing t\

by his ear din

Something imprisoned in th

And, doubtful what, with prudent

I red it should continue there.

At length, a voice which well he new,

A long and melancholy mow,
Saluting his poetic ears,

Consoled him, and dispelled his ("•

ne left his bed, ho trod the floor,

Ho 'gan in haste the drawers exp!

The lowest first, and, without

The next in order to the top.

For 'tis a truth, well known to most,

That whatsoever thing is lost,

Wo seek it. ere it comes to light,.

In every cranny but tho right.

Forth skipped tho cat, not now reploto

t. with airy self-conceit,

Nor in her own fond comprehension,

A theme for all tho world's attention;

But modes:

.

ired of all

Her notions hyperbolical,

And wishing for a place of n
Anything rather than a oh

Then stepped the poet into fa

With this reflection in hi

Mouu..

re of too sublime a senso

Of your own worth anil i o.

The man who dreams himself so g
And his importance of such freight,

That all around, in all thai

movo and act for him alone,

Will learn in Bchool of tribulation

Tho folly of his exp
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(Draum by C. Morgan.)

THE NIGHT BEFORE THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO.
[Lord Byron.

There was a sound of revelry by night,

And Belgium's capital had gathered then

Her beauty and her chivalry, and bright

The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave

men;
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when

Music arose with its voluptuous swell,

Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again.

And all went merry as a marriage-bell

;

But hush ! hark ! a deep sound strikes like a

rising knell

!

Did ye not hear it ?—No ; 'twas but the wind,

Or the car rattling o'er the stony street

;

On with the dance ! let joy bo unconfined

;

No sleep till morn, when youth and pleasure

meet
To chase the glowing hours with flying feet.

VOL. I.

S»e Page 251.]

But hark !—that heavy sound breaks in once

more,

As if the clouds its echo would repeat

;

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before !

Arm! arm! it is—it is—the cannon's opening roar!

Within a windowed niche of that high hall

Sate Brunswick's fated chieftain ; he did hear

That sound the first amidst the festival,

And caught its tone with Death's prophetic

ear;

And when they smiled because he deemed it

near,

His heart more truly knew that peal too well

Which stretched his father on a bloody bier,

And roused the vengeance blood alone could

quell

:

Hi; rushed into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell.

44



346 ILLUSTRATED KEADIV

Ah ! then, and tliero was hurrying to and fro,

And gathering tears, and tremblings of dis-

tress,

And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago

I ilu -Tied, at the praise of their own lov< :

And there were sudden partings, such as press

The life from out young hearts, and choking

glis

Which ne'er might be repeated : who could

guess

Tfever more should meet those mutual ey>

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could

rise

!

And there was mounting in hot haste: the

steed,

The mustering squadron, and the clattering

car,

Vent pouring forward with impetuous speed.

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war;
And the deep thunder peal on peal alar;

And near, the beat of the alarming dram
Reused up th(> soldier err the morning star;

While thronged the citizens with terror dumb,

Or whispering, with white lips—"The foe] They
come ! they come!"

And wild and high the " Cameron's gathering"

rose.

The war-note of Loehiel, which Albyn's hills

Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon

foes :

—

How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills

Savage and shrill ! But with the breath which

fills

Their mountain pipe, so fill the mountaineers

With the fierce native daring winch instils

The stirring memory of a thousand yi

And Evan's, Donald's fame rings in each elans-

man's ears

!

1 Ardennes waves above them her green

leaves,

Dewy with Nature's tear-drops, as they pe

Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er griei

Oyer the onratarning brave a!

.

l-.'re evening to be trodden like (he L'i

.

Which now beneath them, but above shall grow
In its next verdure, when this fiery m

Of living valour, rolling on the
|

And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold

and low.

La -I noon beheld them full of lusty life,

in Beauty's circle proudly g
The midnight brought the signal-sonnd of

The morn the marshalling in arms the day

Battle's magnificently-stern array!

The thunder-clouds close o'er it, which when
rent

The earth is covered thick with other clay.

Which her own clay shall cover, heaped ami pent,

Rider and horse —friend, foe in one red burial

blent !

THE BRAVEBY of BAILIE NICOL JABVIE.

[Sir Walter Scott. Sm Page 116.]

Ar.oiT half a mile's riding, after we crossed the

bridge, placed U at the door of a public-house

where we were to pa>s the evening. It was a
hovel lather worse than better than that in which

I dined; hut its little windows were lighted

up, voiced were heard from within, and all

intimated a prospect of food and shelter, to which
we wire by no means indifferent. Andn K

tln> lirst tO Observe that there was a peeled willow-

wand placed aCrOSI the half-open door of the little

inn. He hung back, and advised us not to enter.

' For." said Andrew, M SOme Of their chiefs and

irrit men are lulling at the usquebaugh in by there.

and dinna want to be disturbed; and the least

we'll get, ifwe gang ram-stamin on them, will be

a broken head, to learn us bettor havings, if we
dinna come by tho length Of ft cauld dirk in our

Wtane, whilk is just as likely."

I looked at the Bailie, who acknowledged, in a

Whisper, "that the gowk had some reason for

singing, anofl in the year."

ntime a staring half-clad wench or two

came out of the inn and the neighbouring cot I

on hearing the sound of our horses' feet. No one

;- welcome, nor did any one offer &
horses, from which we had slighted; and t

various inquiries, the hopeless response of " Ha
niel Sassenach" was the on could

extract. The Bailie, however, found (in hi

DOB) a way to make them speak I

"It I gie ye a bawbee,*1 said he to an urchin of

about ten years old, with a fragment, of

plaid about him, "will you understand S

naol
-

" Ay. ay, that will I," replied the brat, in

dish.

"Then gang and tell your mammy, my man,

there's twa Sa ntlemen come to speak

\\ i' In -r."

The landlady DTI >ently appeared, with a lighted

of split fir blazing in her hand. The turpen-

tine in tin .1 torch (which is gen<
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dug from out the turf-bogs) makes it blaze and
sparkle readily, so that it is often used in the

Highlands in lieu of candles. On this occasion

such a torch illuminated the wild and anxious

features of a female, pale, thin, and rather above

the usual size, whose soiled and ragged dress,

though aided by a plaid or tartan screen, barely

served the purposes of decency, and certainly not

those of comfort. Her black hair, which escaped

in uncombed elf-locks from under her coif, as

well as the strange and embarrassed look with

which she regarded us, gave me the idea of a

witch disturbed in the midst of her unlawful rites.

She plainly refused to admit us into the house.

We remonstrated anxiously, and pleaded the

length of our journey, the state of our horses, and
the certainty that there was not another place

where we could be received nearer than Callander,

which the Bailie stated to be seven Scots miles

distant. How many these may exactly amount to

in English measurement, I have never been able

to ascertain, but I think the double ratio may be

pretty safely taken as a medium computation.

The obdurate hostess treated our expostulation

with contempt. " Better gang farther than fare

waur," she said, speaking the Scottish Lowland
dialect, and being indeed a native of the Lennox
district. " Her house was taen up wi' them
wadna like to be intruded on wi' strangers. She
didna ken wha mair might be there—redcoats, it

might be, frae the garrison." (These last words
she spoke under her breath, and with very strong

emphasis.) " The night," she said, " was fair

abune head—a night amang the heather wad
caller our bloods—we might sleep in our claes as

mony a gude blade does in the scabbard—there

wasna muckle flowmoss in the shaw, if we took

up our quarters right, and we might pit up our

horses to the hill, naebody wad say naething

against it."

" But, my good woman," said I, while the Bailie

groaned and remained undecided, " it is six hours

since we dined, and we have not taken a morsel

since. I am positively dying with hunger, and
I have no taste for taking up my abode supperless

among these mountains of yours. I positively

must enter; and make the best apology you can

to your guests for adding a stranger or two to

their number. Andrew, you will see the horses

put up."

The Hecate looked at mo with surprise, and
then ejaculated, "A wilfu' man will hae his way

—

them that will to Cupar maun to Cupar ! To see

thae English belly-gods—he has had ae fu' meal
the day already, and he'll venture life and liberty

rather than he'll want a het supper ! Set roasted

beef and pudding on the opposite side o' the pit o'

Tophet, and an Englishman will mak a spang at

it. But I wash my hands o't. Follow me, sir" (to

Andrew), "and I'se show ye where to pit the

beasts."

I own I was somewhat dismayed at my land-

lady's expressions, which see ned to be ominous of

some approaching danger. I did not, however,

choose to shrink back after having declared my
resolution, and accordingly I boldly entered the

house; and after narrowly escaping breaking my
shins over a turf back and a salting-tub, which
stood on either side of the narrow exterior passage,

I opened a crazy half-decayed door, constructed

not of plank, but of wicker, and, followed by the

Bailie, entered into the principal apartment of this

Scottish caravansary.

The interior presented a view which seemed
singular enough to southern eyes. The fire, fed

with blazing turf and branches of dried wood,

blazed merrily in the centi-e ; but the smoke,

having no means to escape but through a hole in

the roof, eddied round the rafters of the cottage,

and hung in sable folds at the height of about

five feet from the floor. The space beneath was
kept pretty cleat*, by innumerable currents of air

which rushed towards the fire from the broken

panel of basket-work which served as a door, from

two square holes, designed as ostensible windows,

through one of which was thrust a plaid, and
through the other a tattered great-coat; and
moreover, through various less distinguishable

apertures in the walls of the tenement, which,

being built of round stones and turf, cemented by
mud, let in the atmosphere at innumerable

crevices.

At an old oaken table, adjoining to the fire, sat

three men, guests apparently, whom it was impos-

sible to regard with indifference. Two were in

the Highland dress ; the one, a little dark-com-

plexioned man, with a lively, quick, and irritable

expression of features, wore the trews, or close

pantaloons, wove out of a sort of chequered stock-

ing .stuff. The Bailie whispered me, that " he

behoved to be a man of some consequence, for

that naebody but their Duinhewassels were the

trews ; they were ill to weave exactly to their

Highland pleasure."

The other mountaineer was a very tall", strong

man, with a quantity of reddish hair, freckled face,

high cheek-bones, and long chin—a sore of carica-

ture of the national features of Scotland. Tho
tartan which he wore differed from that of his

companion, as it had much more scarlet in it,

whereas the shades of black and dark green pre-

dominated in the chequers of the other. The
third, who sat at the small table, was in the Low-

land dress—a bold, stout-looking man, with a

cast of military daring in his eye and manner, his

riding-dress showily and profusoly laced, and his

cocked hat of formidable dimensions. His hanger

and a pair of pistols lay on the table before him,
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Each of tin; Highlanders had their naked dirks

stuck upright in tin; l)o;u'd beside him—an

emblem, 1 was afterward* informed, but surely a

strange one, that their computation was not to

he interrupted by any brawl. A mighty pewter

measure, containing abuut an English (juart of

usquebaugh, a liquor nearly as strong as bramly,

which the Highlanders distil from malt, and drink

undiluted in excessive quantities, was placed be-

fore these worthies. A broken glass, with a

wooden foot, served as a drinking-cup to the

whole party, ami circulated with a rapidity which,

considering the potency of the liquor, seemed

absolutely marvellous. These men spoke loud

and eagerly together, sometimes in (laelic, at

other times in English. Another Highlander,

wrapt in his plaid, reclined on the floor, his head

resting on a stone, from which it was only

separated by a wisp of straw, and slept, or seemed

to sleep, without attending to what was going on

around him. He also was probably a stranger,

for he lav in full dress, and accoutred with the

sword and target, the usual arms of his country-

men when i'ii a journey. Cribs there w

different dimensions beside the walls, formed,

some of fractured boards, some of shatl

wicker-work or plaited boughs, in which slum-

bered the family of the house, men, women, and

children, their plaOSfl o.' repose oidy conceal

the dusky wreaths of vapour which arose above

below, and around them.

Our entrance was made so quietly, and the ca-

rousel's 1 have described were so eagi rly engaged

in their discussions, that we escaped their notice

for a minute or two. Hut 1 observed tin' High-

lander who lay beside the fire raise himself on

Ins elbow .red. and, drawing his plaid

Over the lower part of his face, fix his look on

us tor a few seconds, after which he resumed his

recumbent, posture, and seemed again to betake

himself to the repose which our entrance had

interrupted.

We advanced to tho fire, winch was an agree-

able spectacle after our late ride, during the dull-

ness of an autumn evening among the mountains,

and first attraeted the attention of the guests who

bad preceded u<. by calling for the landlady.

She approach, d. looking doubtfully and timidly.

now at us, now at die oilier party, and returned a

hesitating and doubtful to our n
to have some! hing to eat,

" She ilidna ken," sin he wasna sure

then, was OOything in the house," and then

modified her refusal with the qualification—" that

is, onythins; tit for the like of us.*

lured her we were inditferent to the quality

of our supper; and looking round for the means

of accommodation, which w »uy to be

found, 1 arranged an old hen-coop a

Mr. Jarvic, and turned down a broken tub to

serve for my own. Andrew Fairservice entered

illy afterwards, and took a place in silence

behind our backs. The natives, as 1 may call

them, continued staring at us with an air as if

confounded by our assurance, and we—at lea

If -disguised as well as we could under an

appearance of indifference an

j

might feel concerning the modo in which we
were to be received by those whose privacy we
had disturbed.

At length, the lesser Highlander, addre

himself to me, said, in very good English, and in

a tone of great haughtiness, " Ye make yourself at

home, sir, I see."

"
I usually do so," I replied, " when I com.

a house of public entertainment."
- And did she Of aid the taller man,

"by tin- white wand at tho door, that gentle-

mans had taken up the public-houso on their aiu

business P"
" 1 do not pretend to understand the CD

of this country; but I am yet to learn," I replied,

"howthrc should be entitled to exclude

all other travellers from the only place of si

and refreshment for miles round."

••There's dm reason for't. gentlemen," said the

Bailie; " we im an n . -but there'

law nor reason for't bu: a StOOp o' gude

brandy wad make up the quarrel, we, being
]

able folk, wad be willing "

"Hang your brandy, sir !" Boid the Low lander,

adjusting his cocked-hat fiercely upon his head
;

"we desire neither your brandy nor your

paiiy," and up he rose from his seat. His com-

panions also arose, muttering to each other, draw-

ing up their plaids, and snorting and sniffing the

air alter the manner of their countrymen when

working th Mon.

"I tauld ye what wad come, gentlemen,"

the landlady, " an ye wad ha.- been tauld

out o' my house, and make nae disturl

Dae gentleman be disturb.

Jeanie MacAlpine's an she can hinder. A wheen

idle English loons, gaun about tin- country under

cloud o' night, an. I disturbing honest, ,

gentlemen that are drinking their dial) dli:

the firesid

At another tune 1 should have thought of the

old Latin adgo

—

" Dat vouiam corvis, roxat oensura coluxnbos"

—

but I had not any time for classical quotation, for

there was obviously a fray about to enso

which, feeling myself indignant at the inhospitable

insolence with which I « totally

inditferent, unless on the 15ailie'< account, whose

person and qualities were ill qualified for sin h an

I Itarted up, however, on seeing the
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(Drawn by A. T. Elwks.)

THE PLAGUE IN THE FOREST.
(See Pago 351.)

others rise, and dropped my cloak from my
shoulders, that I might be ready to stand on the

defensive.

" We are three to three," said the lesser High-
lander, glancing his eyes at our party ;

" if ye be

pretty men, draw!" and, unsheathing his broad-

sword, he advanced on me. I put myself in a

posturo of defence, and, aware of the superiority of

my weapon, a rapier or small-sword, was little

afraid of the issue of the contest. The Bailie

behaved with unexpected mettle. As he saw the

gigantic Highlander confront him with his

weapon drawn, he tugged for a second or two at

the hilt of his shabble, as he called it ; but finding

it loth to quit the sheath, to which it had long

been secured by rust and disuse, he seized as a

substitute on the red-hot coulter of a plough

which had been employed in arranging the fire by
way of a poker, and brandished it with such effect,

that at the first pass he set the Highlander's
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j)];ti(l oil fire, and compelled liim to keep respect-

ful distance till ho could get it extinguished.

Andrew, on the contrary, who ought to have faced

the Lowland champion, had. I grieve to say it,

vanished at the very commencement of the fray.

Hut his antagonist, crying, "Fair play! fair play !"

seemed courteously d ESppsed to take no share in

the scuffle. Thus we commenced our rencontre

on fair terms as to numbers. My own aim was to

myself, if possible, of my antagonist's

weapon ; but I was deterred from closing for fear

of the dirk which lie held in his left hand, and

used in parrying the thrusts of my rapier. Mean-

linie the Bailie, notwithstanding the success of his

first onset, was sorely bested. The weight of his

weapon, the corpulence of his person, the very

effervescence of his own passions, were rapidly ex-

hausting both his strength and his breath, and he

was almost at the mercy of his antagonist, when
up started the Bleeping Highlander from the floor

on which he reclined, with his naked sword and

target in liis hand, and threw himself between the

discomfited magistrate and his assailant, exclaim-

ing, "Her nainsell has eaten the town pread at

the Cross o' Glasgow, nnd py her troth

fight for Bailie Sharvie at the Olachaa of Ahcrfoil

—tat will she e'en!" And seconding his words

with deeds, this unexpected auxiliary made his

.-word whistle about the ears of his tall country-

man, who, nothing abashed, returned his blows

with interest. I>ut being both accoutred with

round targets made of wood, studded with brass,

and covered with leather, with which they readily

parried each other's strokes, their combat was

attended with much more noise and clatter than

serious risk of damage. It appeared, indeed,

that there was more of bravado than of serious

attempt to do Dl any injury; for the Lowland

gentleman, who, as I mentioned, had stood aside

for want, of an antagonist when the brawl com-

menced, was now pleased bo act the part of

moderator and peace-maker.

"Hand your hands hand your hands -eneugh

done eneugh done!— the quarrel's no mortal.

The strange gentlemen have shown them

men of honour, and gien reasonable satisfaction.

I'll stand on mine honour as kiltie as ony

but I hate unnecessary bloodshed."

It was not, of course, my wish to protract the

Fray my adv< i med equally d

heath his sword the Hailic, gasping for breath,

might be considered as kora d» eowibat, and oar

mud-and-buckler men ga\e up their OOntOai

with as much indilleixlice as they had etti

into it.

"And now,
1
* said the worthy gentleman who

acted as umpire, " let us drink and gree like

honest fellows—the house will baud us a'. I

propose that this good little gentleman that

sair for-foughen, as I may say, in this tuilzic,

shall send for a tass o' brandy, and I'll pay for

another, by way of archilowe,* and then we'll bill

our bawbees a' round about, like brethren."

"And fa's to pay my new ponnie pi

the larger Highlander, " wi' a hole burnt in't

ane might put a kail-pat through:-'

onybody a decent gentleman fight wi' a firebrand

before?"

"Let that be nac hinderance," said the Bailie,

who had now recovered his breath, and -\\

.

once disposed tocnj<y the triumph of having be-

haved with spirit, and avoid the necessity of again

ting to such hard and doubtful arbitra-

ment, "(iin I has broken the head," he said, "
1

sail find the plaister. A new plaid sail ye hao

and o' the best your ain clan-c« lours, man an

ye will tell me where it can be sent t'ye frao

" I needna name my clan—I am of a kingV-

as is weel kend/'aaid the Highlander; "bo
may tak a bit o' the plaid -Agfa] she smells like a

singit sheep's head and that'll learn ye tie

- and a gentleman, that's a cousin o' my ain, that,

carries ri:<j.* doim frae (ilencroe, will Oft* for't

about Marliinas, an ye will tell her when
bide. Hut, honest gentleman, neist time ye fight,

an ye has on}- respect for your athver.-ary. let it

be wi' your sword, man, since ye wear ane, and

no wi' thao het cultors and fircprands, like a wild

Indian."
M Conscience l

n replied the bailie, "every man
maun do as he dow my sword b D the

light since liothwcll Brigg, when my father, that's

md Lrane, ware it ; and I keiina weel if i:

forthcoming than either, for the battle was o' the

', it's glewed to the acabbard

now beyond my power to part them; and, find-

ing that, I e'en grippit at the first thing I could

make a fend wi'. 1 trow my lighting da.

done, though 1 like ill to take the BOOTD, for a'

that. Bat where's the honest lad that tuik my
quarrel on hiinscll sac frankly? >w a

gill o' aquavitaa on him, an 1 Buld never ea' for

anither."

The champion for whom ho looked around

however, no longer to he seen, lb- had escaped,

unobserved by the Bailie, immediately when the

brawl was ended, yet not before I had recognised.

in his wild features and shaggy red hair, our ac-

quaintance Dougal, the fugitive turnkey of the

owgaol.

lowc, of unknown derivation, signifies a peace-offering.
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THE PLAGUE IN THE FOREST.
("John Gurnet Adams. Born in the United States in 1767.

Died 1848.]

Educated at Harvard. President in 1824.

Time was when round the lion's den

A peopled city raised its head

;

'Twas not inhabited by men,

But by four-footed beasts instead.

The lynx, the leopard and the bear,

The tiger and the wolf, were there

;

The hoof-defended steed

;

The bull, prepared with horns to gore

;

The cat with claws, the tusky boar,

And all the canine breed.

In social compact thus combined,

Together dwelt the beasts of prey

;

Their murderous weapons all resigned,

And vowed each other not to slay.

Among them Reynard thrust his phiz
;

Not hoof, nor horn, nor tusk was his,

For warfare all unfit

:

He whispered to the royal dunce,

And gained a settlement at once

;

His weapon was—his wit.

One summer, by some fatal spell

(Phoebus was peevish for some scoff),

The plague upon that city fell,

And swept the beasts by thousands off.

The lion, as became his part,

Loved his own people from his heart

;

And, taking counsel sage,

His peerage summoned to advise,

And offer up a sacrifice,

To soothe Apollo's rage.

Quoth Lion :
" "We are sinners all

;

And even it must be confessed,

If among sheep I chanced to fall,

I—I am guilty as the rest.

To mo the sight of lamb is curst,

It kindles in my throat a thirst

I struggle to refrain

:

Poor innocent ! his blood so sweet

!

His flesh so delicate to eat

!

I find resistance vain.

" Now, to be candid, I must own
The sheep are weak, and I am strong

;

But when we find ourselves alone,

The sheep have never done me wrong.

And since I purpose to reveal

All my offences, nor conceal

One trespass from your view,

My appetite is made so keen,

That, with the sheep, the time has been
I took the shepherd too.

" Then let us all our sin confess

;

And who'soe'er the blackest guilt,

To ease my people's deep distress,

Let his atoning blood be spilt.

My own confession now you hear

;

Should none of deeper dye appear,

Your sentence freely give

:

And if on me should fall the lot,

Make me the victim on the spot,

And let my people live."

The council with applauses rung,

To hear the Codrus of the wood

;

Though still some doubt suspended hung
If he would make his promise good.

Quoth Reynard :
" Since the world was made,

Was ever love like this displayed ?

Let us, like subjects true,

Swear, as before your feet we fall,

Sooner than you should die for all,

We all will die for you.

" But, please your majesty, I deem,

Submissive to your royal grace,

You hold in far too high esteem

That paltry, poltroon, sheepish race

;

For oft, reflecting in the shade,

I ask myself why sheep were made
By all-creating power ?

And howsoe'er I tax my mind,

This the sole reason I can find

—

For lions to devour.

" As for eating, now and then,

As well the shepherd as the sheep,

How can that braggart breed of men
Expect with you the peace to keep ?

'Tis time their blustering boast to stem,

That all the world was made for them,

And prove Creation's plan ;

Teach them, by evidence profuse,

That man was made for lions' use,

Not lions made for man."

And now the noble peers begin,

And, cheered with such examples bright.

Disclosing each his secret sin,

Some midnight murder brought to light.

Reynard was counsel for them all-

No crime the assembly could appal,

But he could botch with paint

:

Hark ! as his honeyed accents roll,

Bach tiger is a gentle soul,

Each bloodhound is a saint.
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When each had told his tale in turn,

The long-eared heast of burden came,

And meekly said, " My bowels yearn

To make confession of my shame
;

But I remember, on a time,

I pissed, not thinking of a crime,

A hay-stack on my way

:

His lure some tempting devil spread,

I stretched across the fence my head,

And cropped—a lock of hay.''

"Oh, monster! villain!" Reynard cried;

"No longer seek the victim, sire
;

Nor why your subjects thus have died,

To expiate Apollo's ire."

The council with one voice decreed
;

All joined to execrate the deed.
" What ? steal another"

|

The blackest crime their lives could show
Was washed as white a> virgin snow:
The victim was—the A

TO THE DANDELION.
[J. K. Lowell. See Tag* 41.J

A R common flower, that

growest beside the way,

Fringing the dusty road

with harmless gold,

First pledgo of blithesome

May,

Which children pluck, and

fidl of pride uphold,

High-hearted bottom*

o'erjoyed that they

An Eldorado in the grass have found,

Which not the rich earth's ample round

May match in wealth -thou art more
dear to me

Than all the prouder summer-blooms

may be.

Gold such as thine ne'er drew the Spanish prow

Through the primeval hush of Indian seas,

No* wrinkled the lean brow

Of age, to rob the lover's heart of ea

"1'is the spring's largess, which she scatters

now
To rich and poor alike, with lavish hand,

Though most hearts never understand

To take it at God's value, hut pail by

The offered wealth with unrewarded i

Thou art my tropics and mine Italy;

To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime

;

The eves thou givest DM
Are in the heart, and heed not space or

time:

Not in mid June the golden-cnirassed bee

Feels a more summer-like, warm ravishment

In the white lily's hrce/.y tent,

His conquered Sybaris, than T, when first

From the dark green thy yellow circles Dm

Then think I of deep shadows on the gnu
Of meadows where in sun the cattle l."

Where, as the I

The gleaming rashes lean a thousand ways

—

Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy D

Or whiten in the wind— of waters blue

That from the distance sparkle through

Some Woodland gap -and of a sky above,

Where one white cloud like a stray laud) doth

move.

My childhood's earliest thoughts are linked with

th<

The sight of thee calls back the robin's Bong,

Who, from the dark old tree

Beside the door, sang clearly all day long.

And I. secure in childish piety.

i ued as if 1 heard an angel sing

With news from heaven, which he did bring

h every day to my untainted i

When birds and llower.s and 1 were happy

peers.

How like a prodigal doth

When thou, for all thy gold, BO common art !

Thou taachosi me to deem

Ifiore sacredly of every human heart,

Since each reflects in joy its scant v gleam

Of I and could some wondro
sh

Did we but pay the love we owe.

And with a child's ondoubting wisdom
living Pages of God's book.
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THE UNIVERSITY OF GOTTINGEN.

[The Bight Hon. George Canning. Born 1770. Educated at Eton. Entered Parliament in 1793, and was Secretary of State
in 1796. Died 1827.]

Whene'er with haggard eyes I

view

This dungeon that I'm rotting

in,

I think of those companions true

Who studied with me at the U

—

— niversity of Gottingen,

— niversity of Gottingen

!

Weeps, and pulls out a blue kerchief, with

which he proceeds to wipe his eyes ;
gazing

tenderly at it, he proceeds

—

Sweet kerchief, checked with

heavenly blue,

Which once my love sat notting

in!

Alas ! Matilda then was true !

At least I thought so at the U

—

— niversity of Gottingen

!

— niversity of Gottingen.

At the repetition of this line Rogers
clanks his chains in cadence.

Barbs ! Barbs ! alas, how swift you
flew,

Her neat post-wagon trotting in

!

Ye bore Matilda from my view

;

Forlorn I languished at the U

—

— niversity of Gottingen,

— niversity of Gottingen.

This faded form ! this pallid hue

!

This blood my veins is clotting

in;

My years are many—they were few
When first I entered at the U

—

— niversity of Gottingen,

— niversity of Gottingen. (Drawn, by A. Hebblethwaite.)

There, sweet, for thee my passion grew,
Sweet, sweet Matilda Pottingen

!

Thou wast the daughter of my tu

—

— tor, law professor at the U

—

— niversity of Gottingen,

— niversity of Gottingen.

Sun, moon, and thou, vain world, adieu

!

That kings and priests are plotting in

;

Here, doomed to starve on water gru

—

— el, never shall I see the U

—

— niversity of Gottingen,

— niversity of Gottingen.

During the last stanza, Rogers dashes his head repeatedly
against the walls of his prison, and finally so hard as to produce
a visible contusion ; he th^n throws himself on the floor in
agony. The curtain drops ; the music still continuing to pk\y
till it is wholly fallen.

VOL. 45
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NARROW ESCAPE.
[Sir Walter Scott

VENING had fallen; and,

for the last two hours, they

had seen none of their ill-

fated companions, when
Morton and his faithful

attendant gained the moor-

land, and approached a

large and solitary farm-

house, situated in tho

entrance of a wild glen, far

remote from any other

habitation.

"Our horses," said Morton, "will carry

us no farther without rest or food, and we

must try to obtain them here, if possible."

i
leaking, he led the way to the

house. The place had every appearance

of being inhabited. There was smoke
issuing from the chimney in a conside-

rable volume, and the marks of recent hooffl were

visible around the door. They could STOU beer

the murmuring of human voices within the house.

Hut fll the lower windows were closely secured
j

and when they knocked at the door, no answer

was returned. After vainly calling and entreating

admittance, they withdrew to tho stable, or shed,

in order to accommodate their horses, ere they

used farther means of gaining admission. In

this plan they found ten or twelve horses, whose
state of fatigue, as well as the military yet dis-

ordered appearance of their saddles and accoutre-

ments, plainly indicated that their owners were

fugitive insurgents in their own circumstances.
" This meeting bodes luck," said Cuddio; "and

they hoe walth o' beef, that's ae thing certain, for

here's a raw hide that has been about the hurdies

o' a stot not half an hour sync it's warm yet."

Encouraged by these appearances, they returned

again to the house, and, announcing themselves as

men in the same predicament, with the inmates,

clamoured loudly for admittance.

" Whoever \e be," answered a stern voice from

the window, after a long and obdurate silence,

"disturb not IhoM who mourn for the desolation

and captivity of t he land, and search out the .

of wrath and defection, that the stumbling-blocks

may be removed over which we have stumbled."

"They are wild western Whigs," said Ouddie, in

a whisper to his master, "
I ken by their Ian

IWnd hae me, if I like to v. uture OS them !

"

Morton, however, Bgsill called to the party within,

and insisted on admittance; but. Bnding I

treatios still disregarded, he opened one of tho lower

windows, and pushing asunder the butters, which

were but slightly secured, stepped into the large

Sm Page 116.]

kitchen from which the voice had issued. Cuddio

followed him, muttering betwixt his teeth, as he

put his head within the window, " That ho hoped

there was nae scalding brose on the lire;

master and servant both found themselves in tho

Company of ten or twelve armed men, m

around the fire, on which refreshments were

paring, and busied apjwirently in their devotions.

In the gloomy countenances, illuminated by the

fire-light, Morton had no difficulty in recognising

d of those zealots who had most distinguished

themselves by their intemperate opposition to all

moder gether with their i

pastor, the fanatical Kphraim Maebriar, and tho

maniac, Habakkuk Mucklcwrath. The Cauicrnnians

neither stirred tongue nor hand to welcome their

brethren in misfortune, but continued to listen to

the low murmured exercise of Maebriar, as ho

prayed that the Almighty would lift up his hand

from his people, and not make an end inth

of his anger. That they were oonscious of the
' the intruders only appeared from tho

sullen and indignant glances which the]

them, from time totil

Morton, finding into what unfriendly society he

had unwittingly intruded, began to think I

treating; but, on tattling his head, observed with

some alarm that two strong men had silently pi

themselves beside the window through which they

had entered. One of these ominous sentinels whis-

i to Ouddie, "Son of that pn roman,

Seadrigg, do not cast, thy lot farther with

this child of treachery and perdition —pa
thy way, and tarry not, for the avenger of blood

is behind thee."

With this he pointed to the window, out of which

Cuddie jumped without hesitation ; for the intima-

tion ho had received plainly implied tl,

danger he would otherwise incur.

" Winnocks are no luck)- wi' mi first

reflection when he was in the open air; his next

was upon the probable fate of his master. " They'll

kill him, the murdering lc« 'lis. and think ti

doing a gude turn; but 1'se tak t! id for

Hamilton, and .una ^<\ ;r am
folk to bring help in time of needcessity."

Vying, Cuddie hastened to the stable, and

taking the hot hOTM he could find instead of his

own tired animal, he galloped off in the din'

he prop.... d.

The noise of his horse's tread alarmed for an

.: the devotion of the fanatics. As it died

in tin . Maebriar brought his I

a conclusion, and his audience raised them
from the stooping posture, and louring dowi
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look, with which they had listened to it, and all

fixed their eyes sternly on Henry Morton.
" You bend strange countenances on me, gentle-

men," said he, addressing them. "I am totally

ignorant in what manner I can have deserved

them."
" Out upon thee ! out upon thee

!

" exclaimed

Mucklewrath, starting up :
" the word that thou

hast spurned shall become a rock to crush and to

bruise thee ; the spear which thou wouldst have

broken shall pierce thy side; we have prayed, and

wrestled, and petitioned for an offering to atone

the sins of the congregation, and lo ! the very

head of the offence is delivered into our band. He
hath burst in like a thief through the window

;

he is a ram caught in the thicket, whose blood

shall be a drink-offering to redeem vengeance from

the church, and the place shall from henceforth be

called Jehovah-Jireh, for the sacrifice is provided.

Up then, and bind the victim with cords to the

horns of the altar !

"

There was a movement among the party; and
deeply did Morton regret at that moment the in-

cautious haste with which he had ventured into

their company. He was armed only with his sword,

for he had left his pistols at the bow of his saddle

;

and, as the Whigs were all provided with fire-arms,

there was little or no chance of escaping from them
by resistance. The interposition, however, of Mac-

briar protected him for the moment.
" Tarry yet a while, brethren ; let us not use the

sword rashly, lest the load of innocent blood lie

heavy on us. Come," he said, addressing himself

to Morton, "we will reckon with thee ere we
avenge the cause thou hast betrayed. Hast thou

not," he continued, "made thy face as hard as

flint against the truth in all the assemblies of the

host P
u

" He has—he has," murmured the deep voices

of the assistants.

" He hath ever urged peace with the malignants,"

said one.

" And pleaded for the dark and dismal guilt of

the Indulgence," said another.

" And would have surrendered the host into the

hands of Monmouth," echoed a third; "and was
the first to desert the honest and manly Burley,

while he yet resisted at the pass. I saw him on

the moor, with his horse bloody with spurring,

long ere tho firing had ceased at the bridge."

" Gentlemen," said Morton, " if you mean to bear

me down by clamour, anil take my life without

hearing me, it is perhaps a thing in your power

;

but you will sin before God and man by the com-
mission of such a murder."

" I say, hear the youth," said Macbriar ;
" for

heaven knows our bowels have yearned for him,

that he might be brought to see the truth, and

exert his jrifta in its defence. But he is blinded

by his carnal knowledge, and has spurned the light

when it blazed before him."

Silence being obtained, Morton proceeded to

assert the good faith which he had displayed in

the treaty with Monmouth, and the active part he

had borne in the subsequent action.

" I may not, gentlemen," he said, " be fully able

to go the lengths you desire, in assigning to those

of my own religion the means of tyrannising over

others ; but none shall go farther in asserting our

own lawful freedom. And I must needs aver,

that had others been of my mind in counsel, or

disposed to stand by my side in battle, we should

this evening, instead of being a defeated and dis-

cordant remnant, have sheathed our weapons in

a useful and honourable peace, or brandished

them triumphantly after a decisive victory."

" He hath spoken the word," said one of the

assembly

—

-" he hath avowed his carnal self-seeking

and Erastianism ; let him die the death !"

" Peace yet again," said Macbriar, " for I will

try him further. Was it not by thy means that

the malignant Evandale twice escaped from death

and captivity? Was it not through thee that

Miles Bellenden and his garrison of cut-throata

were saved from the edge of the sword?"
" I am proud to say that you have spoken the

truth in both instances," replied Morton. .

" Lo ! you see," said Macbriar, " again hath his

mouth spoken it. And didst thou not do this for

the sake of a Midianitish woman, one of the spawn
of prelacy, a toy with which the arch-enemy's trap

is baited ? Didst thou not do all this for the sake

of Edith Bellenden?"
" You are incapable," answered Morton, boldly,

" of appreciating my feelings towards that young
lady; but all that I have done I would have done

had she never existed."

" Thou art a hardy rebel to the truth," said

another dark-browed man ;
" and didst thou not

so act, that, by conveying away the aged woman,
Margaret Bellenden, and her grand-daughter, thou

mightest thwart the wise and godly project of John
Balfour of Burley for bringing forth to battle Basil

Olifant, who had agreed to take the field if he

were ensured possession of these women's worldly

endowments ?
"

" I never heard of such a scheme," said Morton,
" and therefore I could not thwart it. But does

your religion permit you to take such uncreditable

and immoral modes of recruiting?
"

" Peace! " said Macbriar, somewhat disconcerted

;

" it is not for thee to instruct tender professors, or

to construe Covenant obligations. For the rest,

you have acknowledged enough of sin and sor-

rowful defection, to draw down defeat on a host,

were it as numerous as the sands on the sea-shore.

And it is our judgment, that we are not free to let

you pass from us safe and in life, since Providence
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luith given you into our hands at the moment that

we prayed with godly Joshua, saying, ' What shall

we say when Israel turneth their backs before

their enemies ? ' Then earnest thou, delivered to

us as it were by lot, that thou mightest sustain

the punishment of one that hath wrought folly in

Israel. Therefore, mark my words. This is the

Sabbath, and our hand shall not be on thee to spill

thy blood upon this day; but, when the twelfth

hour shall strike, it is a token that thy time on

earth hath run! Wherefore improve thy spun,

for it fiitteth fast away. Seize on the prisoner,

brethren, and take his weapon !

"

The command was so unexpectedly given, and

so suddenly executed by those of the party who had

gradually closed behind and around Morton, that

he was overpowered, disarmed, and a horse-girth

paMind round his arms, before he could offer any

effectual resistance. Winn this was accomplished,

a dead and stern silence took place. The fanatics

ranged themselves around a large oakon table,

placing Morton amongst them bound and helpless,

in such a manner as to bo opposito to the clock

which was to strike his knell. Food was placed

before them, of which they offered their intended

victim a share ; but, it will readily be believed, he

had little appetite. When this was removed, the

party resumed their devotions. Maebriar, whose

fi. roe zeal did not perhaps excludo some feelings

of doubt and compunction, began to expostulate in

prayer, as if to wring from the Deity a signal that

tho bloody sacrifice 'they proposed was an accept-

able service. The eyes and ears of his hearers

were anxiously strained, as if to gain some sight

or sound which might be converted or wrested into

a type of approbation, and ever and anon dark

looks were turned on the dial-plate of the time-

piece to watch its progress towards the moment of

execution.

Morton's eye frequently took the same course,

with the sad reflection, that there appeared no

possibility of his life being expanded beyond the

narrow segment which the index had yet to
|

on the oircle until it arrived at tho fatal hour.

Faith in his religion, with a constint unyielding

principle of honour, and the sense of conscious in-

nocence, enabled him to pass through this dreadful

interval with loss agitation than lie himself could

have expected, had tho situation bean prophesied

to him. Yet there was a want of that eager and

animating sonse of right which supported him
in similar circumstances, when in the poi

Claverhouso. Then ho was conscious that amid

the spectators were many who were lamenting his

condition, and some who applauded his conduct.

Rut now, among these pale-eyed and ferocious

zealots, whose hardened brows were soon to bo

bent, not. merely with indifference, but with

triumph, upon hii without a friend

to speak a kindly word, or give a look either of

sympathy or encouragement—awaiting till the

sword destined to slay him crept out of the scab-

bard gradually, and, as it were, by straw-breadths,

and condemned to drink tho bitterness of death

drop by drop—it was no wonder that his fe<

were less composed than they had been on any
former occasion of danger. His destined execu-

tioners, as ho gazed around them, seemed to alter

their forms and features, like the spectres m
a feverish dream; their figures became larger, and
their faces more disturbed ; and, as an e\

imagination predominated over the realities which
• s received, he could have thought himself

surrounded rather by a band of demons than of

human beings ; the walls seemed to drop with

blood, and the light tick of the clock thrilled on

his ear with such loud, painful distinct]

each sound were tho prick of a bodkin inflicted on
the naked nerve of the organ.

It was with pain that he felt his mind wavering,

while on the brink between this and the future

world. He made a strong effort to compose him-

self to devotional exercises, and unequal, during

that fearful strife of nature, to arrange his own
thoughts into suitable expressions, he ha

tively, recourse to the petition for deUrei

for composure of spirit which is to be found in

the hook of Common Prayer of tho Church of

England. Macbruir, whoso family were of that

persuasion, instantly recognised tho words, which

tho unfortunate prisoner pronounced half aloud.

" There lacked but this," he said, his pule cheek

kindling with resentment, " to root out my carnal

reluctance to see his blood spilt. He is a prolatist

who has sought tho camp under the disguise of an

Erastian, and all, and more than all, that has been

said of him must needs be verity. His blood be

on his head, the deceiver!—let him go do*
Tophot with the ill-mumbled mass which he calls

a prayer-book, in his right hand!"
" I take uj) my song against him !" exclaimed

tho maniac. "As the sun went back on the dial

ton degrees for intimating the recovery of holy

Hezekiah, so shall it now go forward, that tho

wicked maybe taken away from among tho peoplo,

and tbeOoTonant established in its purity."

Be sprang to a chair with an attitude of

. in order to anticipate the fatal moment by

putting the index forward; and several of tho

party began to mako ready their slaughter-

weapons for immediate execution, when Mucklo-

wrath's hand was arrested by one of his com-
panions.

" Hist!" he said. "
1 hear a distant noise."

" It is the rushing of tho brook over tho jtebbles,"

said one.

•

[{ is the sough of tho wind among the bracken,''

another.
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(Drawn by W. H. Fisk.)

" It is the galloping of horse," said Morton to

himself, his sense of hearing rendered acute by the

dreadful situation in which he stood. " God grant

they may come as my deliverers !

"

The noise approached rapidly, and became more
and more distinct.

" It is horse!" cried Macbriar. " Look out and
descry who they are."

" The enemy are upon us !

" cried one who had
opened the window, in obedience to his order.

A thick trampling and loud voices were heard

immediately round the house. Some rose to resist,

and some to escape ; the doors and windows were

forced at once, and the red coats of the troopers

appeared in the apartment.
" Have at the bloody rebels ! Remember Cornet

Grahame !

" was shouted on every side.

The lights were struck down, but the dubious

glare of the fire enabled them to continue the fray.

Several pistol-shots were fired; the Whig who
stood next to Morton received a shot as he was
rising, stumbled against the prisoner, whom ho

bore down with his weight, and lay stretched

above him a dying man. This accident probably
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saved Morton from tho damage he might otlv

have received in so close a struggle, where fire-

arms were discharged and sword-blows given for

upwards of five minutes.

"Is tho prisoner safoP" exclaimed tho well-

known voice of Claverhouse. "Look about for

him, and dispatch the Whig dog who is groaning

there."

Both orders wero executed. Tho groans of tho

wounded man wero silenced by a thrust with a

rapier, and .Morton, disencumbered of his weight,

was speedily raised and in the arms of the faithful

Cuddie, who blubbered for joy when be found thai

the blood with which bismaster was covered had not

flowed from his own veins. A whisper in Morton's
ear, whi'e his trusty follower relieved him from his

bonds, explained the secret of the very timely

appearance of the soldiers.

" I fell into (Jlaverhouse's party when I was
seeking for some o' our ain folk to help ye out o'

the hands o' tho Whigs; sae being atween the deil

and the deep sea, I e*en thought it best to bring

him on wi' me, for he'll be wearied wi' felling folk

the night, and tho morn's a new day,' and Lord
Evaudale awes ye a day in ha'arst; and .Monmouth
gies quarter, the dragoons tell me, for the Baking.

Hid np your heart) an,' I'.se warrant we'll do
I enough

j

T 1 1 B T A M I N G O F THE S II R I W

.

[William Shakksi-e

Grnmlo. No, no, forsooth ; I dare not, for my
life.

Katkarima. Tho more my wrong, the more his

spite appears i

What ! did ho marry mo to famish mo?
Beggars, that come unto my father's door,

Upon entreaty have a present alms

;

If not, elsewhero they meet with charity :

But 1,—who never knew how to entreat,

Nor nover needed that I should entreat,

—

Am starv'd for meat, giddy for lack of sleep;

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling led :

And that which spites mc more than all these

wantSj

Se does it under name of perfect love;

As who should say, if I should sleep or cat,

TwerS deadly sickness or else present death.

—

I pr'ythee go, and get me somo repast;

I care not what, so it be wholesome food.

Gru. What say you to a neat's footP

Kath. 'Tis passing good : I pr'ythee let me
have it.

<tni. I fear it is too choleric a BO

H >w say JOB to a fat tripe finely broil'd ?

Kath, 1 liko it well : good Grrnmio, fetch it me.
<h-u. I cannot tell ; 1 fear 'tis choleric.

\V hat say you to a picco of beof and mustard ?

Kath. A dish that I do lovo to feed upon.

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little.

'(. Why. then the beef, and let the mu
rost.

OfU. Nay, then I will not: you shall have the

mustard,

Or clso you get no beef of Grumio.

Kath, Then both, or one, or anything thou
wilt.

Why, then the mustard without the beef.

K'Uh. Go, get thoo gone, thou fahn

slu Ut him.

are. Ste Page 33]

That feed'st me with tho vory name of meat

:

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you,

That triumph thus upon my misery!

.Go, get thee gone, I say.

Enter Petruchio with a 3Uk of mtat ,•

Hoim.NMo.
/' '. I low fares my Kate ? Wbei ig, all

amort ?

.Mistress, what c!

Kath. 'Faith, as Cold as can he.

Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully u[>on

me.

Here, love ; thou see'st how diligent I am
To dress thy meat myself, and Inin

• //(•• dish

I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindn

thanks.

What ! not a word ? Nay. then thou lov'st it not ;

And all my pains is sorted to no proof.

—

Here, take away this dish.

/w//i. I pray- you, lei it stand.

The poi repaid with tbi

And so shall mine, before you touch the meat.

Kntli. 1 thank you, sir.

Bignior Petruchio, fie ! you are to

blamo.

—

Come, Mistress Kate, I'll bear you com;

[Aside to him.'] Eat it up all, Horfe

if thou lov'st me.

—

[To her.] Much good do it unto thy gentile I.

, oat apace:—and now, my honey love,

Will we return unto thy father'.-, ho

And rovol it as bravely as tin;
I

With silken 1 caps, and golden r

With ruffs, and ceils, and forthingales, and tfa

With scarfs, and fans, and double change of

bravery,

With amber bracelets, beads, and all tin
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What! hast thou din'd? The tailor stays thy

leisure,

To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure.

Enter Tailor.

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments

;

Lay forth the gown.

—

Enter Haberdasher.

What news with you, sir ?

Hob. Here is the cap your worship did

bespeak.

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer
;

A velvet dish :— fie, fie ! 'tis low and filthy :

Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-shell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap :

Away with it ! come, let me have a bigger.

Kath. I'll have no bigger : this doth fit the time,

And gentlewomen wear such caps as these.

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one

too,

And not till then.

Hor. [Aside.] That will not be in haste.

Kath. Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to

speak

;

And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe

:

Your betters have endur'd me say my mind

;

And if you cannot, best you stop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart

;

Or else my heart, concealing it, will break

:

And rather than it shall, I will be free

Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words.

Pet. Why, thou say'st true ; it is a paltry cap,

A custard-cotfin, a bauble, a silken pie :

I love thee well, in that thou lik'st it not.

Kath. Love me or love me not, I like the cap ;

And it I wi^l have, or I will have none.

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay :—come, tailor, let us

see't.

Oh, meroy! Look, what masquing stuff is here!

What's this ? a sleeve ? 'tis like a demi-cannon :

What ! up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart ?

Here's snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash,

Like to a censer in a barber's shop :

—

Why, what, o' mischiefs name, tailor, call'st thou

this?

Hor. [Asidt.] I see she's like to have neither

cap nor gown.,

Tal. You bid me make it orderly and well,

According to the fashion and the time.

Pet. Marry, and did; but if you be remem-
ber'd,

I did not bid you mar it to the time.

Go, hop me over every kennel home,
For you shall hop without my custom, sir

:

I'll none of it : hence ! make your best of it.

Kath. I never saw a better-fashion'd gown,
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commend-

able :

Belike you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet. Why, true ; he means to make a puppet

of thee.

Tai. She says your worship means to make a

puppet of her.

Pet. Oh, monstrous arrogance ! Thou liest,

thou thread,

Thou thimble,

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail

!

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou !

—

Brav'd in mine own house with a skein of thread ?

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant;
Or I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard,

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv'st

!

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown.

Tai. Your worship is deceiv'd; the gown is

made
Just as my master had direction

:

Grumio gave orders how it should be done.

Gru. I gave him no order; I gave him the

stuff.

Tai. But how did you desire it should be made P

Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread.

Tai. But did you not request to have it cut?

Gru. Thou hast faced many things.

Tai. I have.

Gru. Face not me : thou hast braved many
men ; brave not me ; I will neither be faced nor

braved. I say unto thee, I bid thy master cut out

the gown; but I did not bid him cut it to pieces;

ergo, thou liest.

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to

testify.

Pet. Read it.

Gru. The note lies in's throat, if he say I

said so.

Tai. [Reads.] " Imprimis, a loose-bodied

gown :
—

"

Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown,

sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death

with a bottom of brown thread : I said a gown.

Pet. Proceed.

Tai. [Reads.] " With a small compassed cape :

"

Gru. I confess the cape.

Tai. [Reads.] " With a trunk sleeve :

—

"

Gru. I confess two sleeves.

Tai. [Reads.'] " The sleeves curiously cut."

Pet. Ay, there's the villany.

Gru. Error i' the bill, sir ; error i' the bill. I

commanded the sleeves should be cut out, and

sewed up again; and that I'll prove upon thee,

though thy little finger be armed in a thimble.

Tai. This is true that I say : an I had thee in

place where, thou shouldst know it.

Gru. I am for thee straight: take thou the

bill, give me thy mete-yard, and spare not me.

Hor. Od's-a-mercy, Grumio! then he shall

have no odds.

Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me.
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(Drawn by H. C. Sblous.)

G-ru. You are i' tbo right, sir : 'tis for my mis-

tress.

Pet. Go. take it up.

—

[Aside.} Hortensio, say thou wilt sco the tailor

paid.

—

[To Tailor.'] Go, tako it henco; bo gone, and say

no in

Hor. [Aside to Tailor.] Tailor, I'll pay thee

for thy gown to-morrow

:

Take no unkindness of his hasty words i

Away! I say; cominoml me to thy master.

nut Tailor iiikI Haberdasher.

Pet. Well, como, my Kato ; we will unto your
father's.

Even in these honest mean habiliments

:

Our purses shall he proud, our garments poor;

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich;

And as the sun breaks through tho darkest clouds,

So honour peereth in the meanest habit.

What ! is the jay more precious than the lark,

Because his feathers are more beautiful t

Or is the adder better than tlv

Because his painted skin contents theeyeP

Oh, no. good Kate; neither Mi thou the worso
For this poor furniture and mean a

If thou account'st it shame, lay it mi n

And therefore frolic: we will hence forthwith,

at and sport us at thy father's hoQK
Go, call my men, and let us straight to him

;

And bring our horses unto Long Lane end;

There will wo mount, and thither walk on foot.

—

Let's see ; I think 'tis now some seven o'clock,

And well we may como there by dinner-timo.

Knth. I dare assure you, sir, 'tis almost two;

And 'twill bo supper-time ere you come there.

'. It shall be soven ore I go to horse:

Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do,

You are still crossing it

!

't alone

:

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do,

>ll be what o'clock I say it is.

Hor. Why. sol this gallant will commnnd the

sun. [Exeunt.
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(Drawn by Percy Justine.)

ON RAIN IN SUMMER.
[Leigh Hunt. See Page 71.]

Open the window, and let the ail*

Freshly blow upon face and hair,

And fill the room, as it fills the night,

With the breath of the rain's sweet might.

Hark ! the burden swift and prone

;

And how the odorous leaves are blown

!

Stormy love's abroad, and keeps

Hopeful coil for silver sleeps.

Not a blink shall burn to-night,

In my chamber, of sordid light

;

Nought will I have, not a window-pane,

'Twixt me and the air and the great good rain

;

Which ever shall sing me sharp lullabies,

And God's own darkness shall close mine eyes

;

And I will sleep, with all things blest,

In the pure earth-shadow of natural rest.

Vol. I. 4t>
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THE STORY OF THE SPECTATOR*
[Lord Macatjlat. Set Page 129."]

Tin-: Spectator himself was conceived and drawn

by Addison; and it is not easy to doubt that the

portrait was meant to be in some .features a like-

ness of the painter. The Spectator is a g<

man who, after passing a studious youth at the

university, has travelled on classic ground, and

has bestowed much attention on curious poi]

antiquity. He lias, on his return, fixed hil

denco in London, and has observed all the forms

of life which are to be found in that great city,

has daily listened to the wits of Will's, has smoked

with the philosophers of the Grecian, and has

mingled with the parsons at Child's, and with

the politicians at the St. James's. In the morning,

he often listens to the hum of the Exchange; in

the evening, hi :antly to be seen in

the pit of Drury Lane Theatre. But an insur-

mountable bashfulnesa prevents him from opening

his mouth, except in a small circle of intimate

friends.

These friends were first b1

Four of the club, tho templar, the clergyman,

the soldier, and the merchant, were onini

ing figures, fit only for a background. Hut the

other two, an old country baronet and an old

town rake, though not delineated with a very

delicate pencil, had some good strokes. Addi-

son took tho rude outlines into his own hands,

retouched them, coloured them, and is in truth

tho creator of tho Sir Roger ds Ooverley and

tho Will Honeycomb with whom wo are all

familiar.

Tho plan of tho Spectator must bo allowed to

bo both original and eminently hap;

valuable essay in the series may bo read with

uro separately; yet tho five or six hundred

essays form a wholo, and a wholo which has the

interest of a novel. It must bo remembered, too,

that at that time no novel, giving a lively and

;ul picture of the common life and ma
gland, had appeared. Richardson was work*

robbing '

The narra-

vhich con the Spec-

to our ai their first

and untried pleasure. That

1 constructed with no art or

labour. Tho events were such events as occur

day. Sir Roger comes up to town to seo

Eugenio, as tho worthy baronet always calls Prince

Eugene, goes with tl ttoron the wa;

Spring Gai ;i tho

Abbey, and is frightened by the . but

conquers his apprehension so far as to go to tho

theatre, when the " Distressed Mother"

The Spectator pays a visit in the sumne
Coverley Hall, i-; charmed with the old hi

tho old butler, and the old chapL
|
jack

caught by Will Wimble, ride

a point of law a Touchy.

At last a letter from the honest butler brii

the club the news that S Will

b marries and Tho

club breaks up; and tb

functions. Such events can hardly be BS

Conn a plot; ye( they bed with

truth, such grace, such wit, such humour,

. U knowledge of the human 1

knowledge of the ways of the world, that they

charm us on the hundredth perusal

not tho least doubt that, if Addison had wi

a novel on an extensive plan, it would ;

tor to any that we possess.

entitled to be c I not only as the gn

of the English. but as the foreruni

the gi lish novelists.

THE CULPRIT FAY.
PART I.

[Joseph 11. Diuxt. Born at Now York, 7th Augu*' 1 at Columbia Colle&e 'ho profession of

modiiiiu-, hut died of consumption at the early age of twenty-Bix, 8ept«nil

,

'Tis tho hour of fairy ban and spell
;

Tho wood-tick has kept the minutes well

;

He has counted them all with click and stroke,

Deep in the heart of the mountain oak,

And lie has awakened th !ve.

Who sloops with him in the haun:

To Ud him ring the hour of tw

And call tho fays to their revelry :

Twelve small strokes on his tinkling bell

(Twas made of the white snail's pearly .sholl)

—

" M idnighl comes, and all is well

!

Hither, hither, wing your way,

the dawn of the fairy day."

They come from beds of lichen green.

They creep from the mullen's velv.

* Uy kind permission of Messrs. Lontjmaa and O.
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Some on the backs of beetles fly

From the silver tops of moon-touched trees,

Where theyswung in their cobweb-hammocks high,

And rocked about in the evening breeze

;

Some from the hum-bird's downy nest

—

They had driven him out by elfin power,

And pillowed on plumes of his rainbow breast,

Had slumbered there till the charmed hour

;

Some had lain on the scoop of the rock,

With glittering rising stars inlaid

;

And some had opened the four-o'clock,

And stole within its purple shade.

And now they throng the moonlit glade

:

Above—below—on every side,

Their little minim forms arrayed

In the tricksy pomp of fairy pride !

They come not now to print the lea,

In freak and dance around the tree,

Or at the mushroom board to sup,

And drink the dew from the buttercup

:

A scene of sorrow waits them now,

For an Ouphe has broken his festal vow ;

He has loved an earthly maid,

And left for her his woodland shade
;

He has lain upon her lip of dew,

And sunned him in her eye of blue,

Fanned her cheek with his wing of air,

Played in the ringlets of her hair,

And, nestling on her snowy breast,

Forgot the lily-king's behest.

For this the shadowy tribes of air

To the elfin court must haste away

;

And now they stand expectant there,

To hear the doom of the culprit Fay.

The throne was reared upon the grass,

Of spice-wood and of sassafras

;

And on pillars of mottled tortoise-shell

Hung the burnished canopy,

And o'er it gorgeous curtains fell

Of the tulip's crimson drapery.

The monarch sat on his judgment seat,

On his brow the crown imperial shone,

The prisoner Fay was at his feet,

And his peers were ranged around the throne.

He waved his sceptre in the air,

He looked around and calmly spoke,

His brow was grave, and his eye severe,

But his voice in a softened accent broke :

—

" Fairy, fairy, list and mark !

Thou hast broke thine elfin chain

;

Thy flame-wood lamp is quenched and dark,

And thy wings are dyed with a deadly stain :

Thou hast sullied thine elfin purity

In the glance of a mortal maiden's eye

;

Thou hast scorned our dread decree,

And thou shouldst pay the forfeit high

;

But well I know her sinless mind

Is pure as the angel forms above

—

Gentle and meek, and chaste and kind,

Such as a spirit well might love.

Fairy! had she spot or taint,

Bitter had been thy punishment.

Tied to the hornet's shardy wings,

Tossed on the pricks of nettles' stings,

Or seven long ages doomed to dwell

With the lazy-worm in the walnut-shell

Or every night to writhe and bleed

Beneath the tread of the centipede

;

Or bound in a cobweb dungeon dim,

Your gaoler a spider, huge and grim,

Amid the carrion bodies to lie

Of the worm, and the bug, and the murdered fly

:

These it had been your lot to bear,

Had a stain been found on the earthly fair.

Now list, and mark our mild decree

—

Fairy, this your doom must be

:

" Thou shalt seek the beach of sand,

Where the water bounds the elfin land

;

Thou shalt watch the oozy brine

Till the sturgeon leaps in the bright moonshine,

Then dart the glistening arch below,

And catch a drop from his silver bow.

The water- sprites will wield their arms,

And dash around, with roar and rave,

And vain are the woodland spirits' charms,

They are the imps that rule the wave.

Yet trust thee in thy single might

;

If thy heart be pure and thy spirit right,

Thou shalt win the warlock fight.

" If the spray-bead gem be won,

The stain of thy wing is washed away

;

But another errand must be done

Ere thy crime can be lost for aye :

Thy flame-wood lamp is quenched and dark,

Thou must re-illume its spark.

Mount thy steed and spur him high

To the heaven's blue canopy;

And when thou seest a shooting star,

Follow it fast, and follow it far

;

The last faint spark of its burning train

Shall light the elfin lamp again.

Thou hast heard our sentence, Fay

;

Hence ! to the water-side, away I

"

The goblin marked his monarch well

;

He spake not, but he bowed him low,

Then plucked a crimson colen-bcll,

And turned him round in act to go.

The way is long, he cannot fly,

His soiled wing has lost its power,

And he winds adown the mountain high,

For many a sore and weary hour.

Through dreary beds of tangled fern,

Through groves of nightshade dark and dern,

Over the grass and through the brake,
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Where toils the ant and sleeps the snake

:

Now o'er the violet's azuro flush

He skips along in lightsome mood

;

And now he threads the bramble-bush,

Till its points are dyed in fairy blood.

He ha3 leaped the bug, he has pierced the briar,

He has swum the brook, and waded the mire,

Till his spirits sank, and his limbs grew weak,

And the red waxed fainter in his cheek.

He had fallen to the ground outright,

For rugged and dim was his onward track,

But there came a spotted toad in sight,

And he laughed as he jumpod upon her back.

He bridled her mouth with a silk-weed twist,

He lashed her sides with an osier thong,

And now through evening's dewy mist,

With leap and spring they bound along,

Till the mountain's magic verge is past,

And the beach of sand is reached at last.

Soft and palo is the moony beam,

Moveless still the glassy stream

;

The wave is clear, the beach is bright

With snowy shell and sparkling stones ;

The shore-surge comes in ripples light,

In murmurings faint and distant moans ;

And ever afar in the silence deep

Is heard the splash of the sturgeon's leap,

And the bond of his graceful bow is seen

—

A glittering arch of silver sheen,

Spanning the wave of burnished blue,

And dripping with gems of tho rivor-dew.

Tho Elfin cast a glance around,

As ho lighted down from his courser to;ul,

Then round his breast his wings ho wound,

Ami closo to tho river's brink ho strode.

i h- sprang on a rook, ho breathed a prayer,

Above his head his arms ho threw,

Then tossed a tiny curve in air,

And headlong plunged in the waters 1>!

Up sprang tho spirits of tho waves.

From the sea-silk beds in their roral OS

With snail-plato armour, snatched in hasto,

They speed their way through the liquid wasto

Somo aro rapidly borne along

On tho mailed shrimp or the prickly prong;

Some on tho blood-red leeches glide,

Somo on tho stony star-fish ride,

Somo on tho back of tho lancing squab,

Somo on tho sidling soldier-crab.

And some on the jellied quarl, that flings

At onco a thousand streamy m
They cut tho wave with tho tiring

And hurry on to tho moonlit shore,

To guard their realms, and chase awny

Tho footsteps of the invading \'.\y.

rlessly he skims along,

Hi» hope is high, and his litnbe are strong

;

He spreads his arm like tho swallow's wing.

And throws his feet with a frog-like fling;

His locks of gold on the waters shine.

At his breast the tiny foam-beads i

His back gleams bright above the brine,

And tho wake-lino foam behind him lies.

Rut the water-sprites are gathering near

To check his course along the tide

;

Their warriors come in swift career,

And hem him round on every side.

On his side tho leech has fixed his hold,

The quad's long arms are round him rolled,

The prickly prong has pierced his skin,

And the squab has thrown his javelin,

The gritty star has rubbed him raw,

And the crab has struck with his giant claw

;

He howls with rage, he shrieks with pain,

He strikes around, but his blows aro vaim
Hopeless is the unequal fight

:

Fairy ! nought is loft but flight.

He turned him round and flod amain,

With hurry and dash, to tho beach again.

He twisted over from side to side,

Be laid his cheek to tho cleaving tide;

Tho strokes of his plunging arms are tl

And with all his might he flings his

But tho wator-sprites are round him stil

To OrOM his path and to work him ill.

They bade tho wave before him rise ;

They flung tho sea-fire in his eyes,

And they stunned his ears with the scallop etl

With tho porpoise heave, and tho drum-fish croak.

Oh ! but a weary wight was ho

When he reached the foot of the dogwood-tn

l and wounded, and still' and sore,

He laid him down OO the sandy shoro;

t the charmed line,

And he banned the water-gob!

For ho saw around, in tho sweet moonshine,

Their little wee faces above the brine,

Giggling and laughing with all their might

At the piteous hap of tho Fairy wight.

Soon ho gathered tl dew
From the sorrel-leaf and the henbane bud;

I0h wound the balm he drew.

And with cobwob-lint ho stanched tho blood.

The mild west wind was soft and low,

It cooled the heat of his burning brow,

And he felt new life in his sinews shoot,

As he drank the juice of tho calamus root;

And now he treads the fatal shore,

:iid vigor.. >re.

Wrapped in musing stands the sprite :

"V\< tho middle wane of night;

nl, his way is far.

Hut ho must do his errand right,

dawning mounts her beamy car,

her chariot-whoels of light;
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(Drawn by J. A. Fitzgerald.)

And vain are the spells of fairy-land
;

He must work with a human hand.

He cast a saddened look around,

But he felt anew his bosom swell,

When, glittering on the shadowed ground,

He saw a purple mussel-shell

;

Thither he ran, and he bent him low,

He heaved at the stern and he heaved at the bow,

And he pushed her over the yielding sand,

Till ho came to the verge of the haunted land.

She was as lovely a pleasure-boat

As ever fairy had paddled in,

For she glowed with purple paint without,

And shone with silvery pearl within.

A sculler's notch in the stern he made,

An oar he shaped of the bootle-blade

;

Then sprang to his seat with lightsome leap,

And launched afar on the calm, blue deep.

The imps of the river yell and rave

;

They had no power above the wave

;

But they heaved the billow before the prow,

And they dashed the surge against her side,

And they struck her keel with jerk and blow,

Till the gunwale bent to the rocking tide.



366 ILLUSTRATED READINGS.

She •wimpled about to the pale moonbeam,
Like a feather that floats on a wind-tossed

stream;

And momently athwart her track

The quarl upreared his island back,

And the fluttering scallop behind would float,

And spatter the water about the boat

;

But he baled her out with his colen-bcll,

And he kept her trimmed with a wary tread,

While on every side like lightning fell

The heavy strokes of his bootlc-blade.

Onward still he held his way,

Till he came where the column of moonshine lay,

And saw beneath the surface dim
The brown-backed sturgeon slowly swim :

Around him were the goblin train
;

But he sculled with all his might and main,

And followed wherever the sturgeon led,

Till he saw him upward point his head;

Then he dropped his paddle-blade,

And hold his colen-goblet up
To catch the drop in its crimson cup.

With sweeping tail and quivering fin,

Through the wave the sturgeon il

And, like the heaven-shot javelin,

Ho sprang above the water's blue.

Instant as the star-fall light,

Ho plunged him in the deep again,

But left an arch of silver bright,

The rainbow of the moony main.

It was a strange and lovely Bight

To see the puny goblin tl;

Ho seemed an angel framed with light,

With azure wings and sunny hair,

Throned on a cloud of purple fair.

Circled with blue and edged with whito,

And sitting at the fall of I

Beneath the bow of summer heaven.

A moment, and its lustre fell

;

But ere it met the billow blue,

He caught within his crimson bell

A droplet of its sparkling dew.

Joy to the Fay ! thy task is done,

Thy wings are pure, for the gem is won

;

Cheerily ply thy dripping oar,

And haste away to the elfin shore.

Ho turn3, and lo ! on either side

The ripples on his path divide,

And the track o'er which his boat must pass

Is smooth as a sheet of polished glass.

Around, their limbs the sea-nymphs lave,

With snowy arms half swelling out,

While on the glossed and gleaming wave
Their sea-green ringlets loosely float

;

They swim around with smile and song;

They press the bark with pearly hand,

And gently urge her course along

Toward the beach of speckled sand

;

And as ho lightly leaped to land,

They bado adieu with nod and bow,

Then i^aily kissed each little hand,

And dropped in the crystal deep below.

A moment stayed the Fairy there;

lie kissed the beach and B prayor;

Then spread his wings of gilded blue,

And on to the elfin court he flew.

As o'er ye saw a bobble r

And shine with a thousand changing d\

Till, lessening far through ether driven,

It mingles with the dews of heaven;

the glimpse of morning t

The lance-fly spreads his silken sail,

And gleams with blend ings soft and bright,

Till lost in | of fading night

—

rth the loi

So vanished far in heaven away

!

A THEORY OF THE PASSION OF LAUGHTER.
[Joseph Addison. &•« Pag* 79.]

;Ii. H0BB8, in his Discourse

of Human Nature, which,

in my bumble opinion, is

much tho best of all his

works, aft

curious observations upon
laughter, concludes thus: "The

of laughter is nothing

else but sudden glory arising from

some sudden conception of somo
eininencv in ourselves, by comparison with the

infirmities of others, or with our own formerly:

for men laugh at the follies of t!

when they come suddenly to remembrance, c-

tlnv bring with them any present dishonour."

According to this author, therefore, wh-

a man laugh ( toad of sa;

very men , i
tell him ho U

proud. And. indeed, if we look into the bottom of

this tv with many observation*

to confirm us in this opinion. Every 01

in an inferior state of folly to

If. It was formerly the custom for i

house in England to keep a tamo fool

d in petticoats, that the heir of the family

might have au opportunity of joking upon him,
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and diverting himself with his absurdities. For
the same reason, idiots are still in request in most
of the courts of Germany, where there is not a

prince of any great magnificence, who has not

two or three dressed, distinguished, undisputed

fools in his retinue, whom the rest of the courtiers

are always breaking their jests upon.

The Dutch, who are more famous for their in-

dustry and application than for wit and humour,
hang up in several of their streets what they call

the sign of the Gaper, that is, the head of an Idiot

dressed in a cap and bells, and gaping in a most
immoderate manner. This is a standing jest at

Amsterdam.
Thus every one diverts himself with some per-

son or other that is below him in point of under-

standing, and triumphs in the superiority of his

genius, whilst he has such objects of derision

before his eyes. Mr. Dennis has very well ex-

pressed this in a couple of humorous lines, which
are part of a translation of a satire in Monsieur
Boileau :

—

" Thus one fool lolls his tongue out at another,

And shakes his empty noddle at his brother."

Mr. Hobbs's reflection gives us the reason why
the insignificant people above-mentioned are stir-

rers up of laughter among men of a gross taste

:

but as the more understanding part of mankind
do not find their risibility affected by such ordi-

nary objects, it may be worth the while to examine
into the several provocatives of laughter in men of

superior sense and knowledge.

In the first place I must observe, that there is a
set of merry drolls, whom the common people of

all countries admire, and seem to love so well,

" that they could eat them," according to the old

proverb : I mean those circumforaneous wits

whom every nation calls by the name of that

dish of meat which it loves best : in Holland they
are termed Pickled Herrings; in France, Jean
Pottages ; in Italy, Macaronies ; and in Great

Britain, Jack Puddings. These merry wags, from

whatsoever food they receive their titles, that they

may make their audiences laugh, always appear in

a fool's coat, and commit such blunders and mis-

takes in every step they take, and every word
they utter, as those who listen to them would be

ashamed of.

But this little triumph of the understanding,

under the disguise of laughter, is nowhere more
visible than in that custom which prevails every-

where among us on the first day of April, when
everybody takes it into his head to make as many
fools as he can. In proportion as there are more
follies discovered, so there is more laughter on
this day than on any other in the whole year. A
neighbour of mine, who is a haberdasher by trade,

and a very shallow, conceited fellow, makes his

boast that for these ten years successively he has

not made loss than a hundred April fools. My
landlady had a falling out with him about a fort-

night ago, for sending every one of her children

upon some sleeveless errand, as she terms it.

Her eldest son went to buy a halfpenny-worth of

inkle at a shoemaker's ; the eldest daughter was

.

dispatched half a mile to see a monster ; and in

short the whole family of innocent children made
April fools. Nay, my landlady herself did not

escape him. This empty fellow has laughed upon
these conceits ever since.

This art of wit is well enough, when confined to

one day in a twelvemonth ; but there is an in-

genious tribe of men sprung up of late years, who
are for making April fools every day in the year.

These gentlemen are commonly distinguished by
the name of Biters : a race of men that are per-

petually employed in laughing at those mistakes

which are of their own production.

Thus we see, in proportion as one man is more
refined than another, he chooses his fool out of a
lower or higher class of mankind ; or, to speak in

a- more philosophical language, that secret elation

or pride of heart which is generally called

laughter, arises in him, from his comparing him-
self with an object below him, whether it so

happens that it be a natural or an artificial fool.

It is, indeed, very possible that the persons we
laugh at may in the main of their characters be
much wiser men than ourselves ; but if they

would have us laugh at them, they must fall short

of us in those respects which stir up this passion.

I am afraid I shall appear too abstracted in my
speculations, if I show that when a man of wit

makes us laugh, it is by betraying some oddness

or infirmity in his own character, or in the repre-

sentation which he makes of others ; and that

when we laugh at a brute, or even at an inanimate

thing, it is at some action or incident that bears a

remote analogy to any blunder or absurdity in

reasonable creatures.

But to come into common life ; I shall pass by
the consideration of those stage coxcombs that

are able to shake a whole audience, and take

notice of a particular sort of men who are such

provokers of mirth in conversation, that it is im-

possible for a club or merry meeting to subsist

without them—I mean those honest gentlemen

that are always exposed to the wit and raillery

of their well-wishers and companions ; that are

pelted by men, women, and children, friends and
foes, and, in a word, stand as butts in conversation,

for every one to shoot at that pleases. I know
several of these butts who are men of wit and
sense, though by some odd turn of humour, some
unlucky cast in their person or behaviour, they

have always the misfortune to make the company
merry. The truth of it is, a man is not qualified

for a butt who has not a good deal of wit and
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vivacity, even in the ridiculous side of his charac-

ter. A stupid butt is only fit for the conversation

of ordinary people : men of wit require one that

will give them play, and bestir himself in the

absurd part of his behaviour. A butt with these

accomplishments frequently gets the laugh on his

side, and turns the ridicule upon him that attacks

him. Sir John FalstafF was a hero of this species,

and gives a good description of himself in his

capacity of a butt, after the following manner

:

" Men of all sorts," says that merry knight, " take

a pride to gird at me. The brain of man is not

able to invent anything that tends to laughter

more than I invent, or is invented on me. I am
not only witty in myself, but the cause that wit

is in other men."

TJJE DECLARATION.
[N. P. Willis. Set Pagt 236.]

'Twas late, and the gaycompany
was gone,

And light lay soft on the de-

serted room
From alabaster vases, and a

scent

Of orange-leaves and sweet

verbena came
Through the unshuttered win-

dow on the air;

And the rich pictures, with

their dark old tints,

Uung like twilight landscape,

and all th

Seemed hushed into a slumber.

Isabel,

The dark-eyed, spiritual

Isabel,

Wu leaning on her harp, and
I had stayed

To whisper what I could not

when tho crowd
- on her look like wor-

shippers. I knelt,

And with tho fervour of a lip

unused

To the cool breath of reason,

told my love.

There was no answer, niul I

took tho hand

That rested on tho strings, and
e,d a kiss

Upon it unforbidden; and
again

Besought her that this silent

evidence

That I was not inditl'erent to her heart,

Might have the ml of ono sweet syllable.

I kissed the small wl; ra as !

s?)oke,

And she withdrew them gently, and upra

'bnhead from its resting-place, and
loo!

fly on me. She ha I leap I
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THE LABOURER.
[W. D. Gallagher. Born in Philadelphia in 1808. Became connected early with journalism, and was conductor of

various magazines.]

Stand up erect ! thou hast the form

And likeness of thy God :—who more ?

A soul as dauntless 'mid the storm
Of daily life, a heart as warm
And pure as breast e'er wore.

What then P Thou art as true a man
As moves the human mass among—

•

As much a part of the great plan

That with Creation's dawn began

As any of the throng.

VOL. I.

Who is thine enemy ? the high

In station, or in wealth the chief;

The great, who coldly pass thee by
With proud step and averted eye ?

Nay ! nurse not such belief.

If true unto thyself thou wast,

What were the proud one's scorn to thee t

A feather, which thou mightest cast

Aside, as lightly as the blast

The light leaf from the tree.

47
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No ; uncurbed passions, low desires,

Absence of noble self-respect;

Death, in the breast's consuming fires,

To that high nature which aspires

For ever, till thus checked.

These are thine enemies—thy wo?

They chain thee to thy lowly lot

;

Thy labour and thy life I

Oh, stand erect ! and from them burst,

And longer suffer not.

Thou art thyself thine enemy

:

The great, what better they than thou?
As theirs, is not thy will as free?

Has God with equal favours theo

Neglected to endow ?

True, wealth thou hast not— 'tis but
du

Nor place—uncertain as the wind

:

But that thou hast which, with thy crust

And water, ma

.

i lie lust

Of both—a noble mind.

With this, and passions under ban,

True faith, and holy trust in God,

Thou art the peer of any man :

Look up, then, that thy little span

Of life may be well trod.

PELHAM*
[Lord Macaulat. See Page 129.]

Henry Pblham, it is true, was by no means a

contemptible person. His understanding was
that of Walpole on a somewhat smaller scale.

Though not a brilliant orator, he was, like his

r, a good debater, a good parliamentary

tactician, a good man of business. Like his

r, he distinguished himself by the neat-

: i r n 1 clearness of his financial expositions.

Here the resemblance ceased. Their characters

were altogether dissimilar. Walpole was good-

humoured, but would have his way: his spirits

wore high, and his manners frank even to

coarseness. The temper of Pelham was yielding.

but peevish: his habits were regular, and his

deportment strictly decorous. Walpole was
constitutionally fearless. I'elham constitutionally

timid. Walpole had to face a strong opposition ;

but no man in the Government durst wag a

finger against, him. Almost all the opposition

which I'elham had to encounter was from mem-
hers of the Government of which ho was the head.

His own paymaster spoke again-:

J I is own seep mi spoke against hi-

iry Bill. In one day Walpole turned Lord
Chesterfield, Lord Burlington, and Lord Clinton

out of the royal household, dismissed the highest

dignitaries of Scotland from their posts, and took

away the regiments of the Duke of Bolton and

Lord Cobham, because ho suspected them of

haying encouraged tho v to his E
Hill. Ho would far rather have contended with

tho strongest minority, under the ablest leaders,

than havo tolerated mutiny in his own party. It

would havo gone hard with any of his colli

who had ventured, on a Government qu<

to divide the Boon of Commons against him.

I'elham, on the other hand, v,
i bear

anything rather than drive from office any man

round whom a new opposition could form. He
therefore endured with fretful patience tho in-

subordination of Pitt and Pox lb thought it

far better to connive at tin

tions of discipline than to hear them, night

night, thundering against corruption and wicked

ministers from the other side of th<

We wonder that Sir Walter Scott Di

his hand on the Duko < tie. An inter-

between his (J race and Jeanie Deans would
have been delightful, and by no means unnatural.

There is scarcely any public man in our history

of whose manners and c a so many par-

ticulars have been preserved. >rie3 may
be unfounded or exaggerated; but all the el

about him, whether told by people who were per-

petually seeing him in Partial 'lding

his levee in Lincoln's Inn Fields, or

who never had more than a

glimpse of his star through the windows of his

gilded coach, are of "

Walpole and .Smollett differed in their tastes and

Opinions aa much as two human could

differ. They kept quite The
layed at oardi with oounteesea, and <•

sponded with ambassadors ; tho other passed his

life surrounded by printers' devils and fara

oribb I : Walpole's Duko and Smoil

Duko are as like as if they were both from

hand. Smollett's Newcastle runs out of his u

ing-room, with his face oovered with

to embrace the Moorish envoy. Walpole's New-
castle pushes his way into the Duke of Grafton's

sick room to ki-s tin- old nobleman's pla

No man was ever so unmercifully satirise.!. Hut

in truth he was himself a All

that the art of the brother men,

1 done for him. W; u absurd

* By kind permission of Messrs. Longman and Co.
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about him stood out with grotesque prominence

from the rest of the character. He was a living,

moving, talking caricature. His gait was a

shuffling trot ; his utterance a rapid stutter ; he

was always in a hurry ; he was never in time

;

he abounded in fulsome caresses and hysterical

tears. His oratory resembled that of Justice

Shallow. It was nonsense effervescent with

animal spirits and impertinence. Of his igno-

rance many anecdotes remain, some well authen-

ticated, some probably invented at coffee-houses,

but all exquisitely characteristic. " Oh—yes

—

yes—to be sure—Annapolis must be defended

—troops must be sent to Annapolis. Pray where

is Annapolis ? "— " Cape Breton an island ! won-

derful ! — show it me in the map. So it is, sure

enough. My dear sir, you always bring us good

news. I must go and tell the King that Cape

Breton is an island."

And this man was during near thirty years

Secretary of State, and during near ten years

First Lord of the Treasury ! His large fortune, his

strong hereditary connection, his great Parlia-

mentary interest, will not alone explain this ex-

traordinary fact. His success is a signal instance

of what may be effected by a man who devotes

his whole heart and soul without reserve to one

object. He was eaten up by ambition. His love

of influence and authority resembled the avarice

of the old usurer in the " Fortunes of Nigel." It

was so intense a passion that it supplied the placo

of talents, that it inspired even fatuity with cun-

ning. " Have no money dealings with my father,"

says Martha to Lord Glenvarloch ;
" for, dotard

as he is, he will make an ass of you." It was as

dangerous to have any political connection with
Newcastle as to buy and sell with old Trapbois.

He was greedy after power with a greediness all

his own. He was jealous of all his colleagues,

and even of his own brother. Under the disguise

of levity he was false beyond all example of poli-

tical falsehood. All the able men of his time

ridiculed him as a dunce, a driveller, a child who
never knew his own mind for an hour together

;

and he overreached them all round.

If the country had remained at peace, it is not

impossible that this man would have continued at

the head of affairs without admitting any other

person to a share of his authority until the throne

was filled by a new Prince, who brought with him
new maxims of Government, new favourites, and

a strong will. But the inauspicious commence-

ment of the Seven Years' War brought on a

crisis to which Newcastle was altogether unequal.

After a calm of fifteen years the spirit of the

nation was again stirred to its inmost depths.

In a few days the whole aspect of the political

world was changed.

THE CULPRIT FAY.

Up, Fairy ! quit thy chickweed bower,

The cricket has called the second hour

;

Twice again, and the lark will rise

To kiss the streaking of the skies.

Up ! thy charmed armour don,

Thou'lt need it ere the night be gone.

He put his acorn helmet on

;

It was plumed of the silk of the thistledown

;

The corslet plate that guarded his breast

Was once the wild bee's golden vest

;

His cloak, of a thousand mingled dyes,

Was formed of the wings of the butterflies

;

His shield was the shell of a lady-bug queen,

Studs of gold on the ground of green

;

And the quivering lance which he brandished

bright,

Was the sting of a wasp he had slain in fight.

Swift he bestrode his fire-fly steed

;

He bared his blade of the bent grass blue,

He drove his spurs of cockle-seed,

And away like a glance of thought he flew

To skim the heavens, and follow far

The fiory trail of the rocket-star.

PART II.

[Joseph E. Drake. See Page 362.]

The moth-fly, as he shot in air,

Crept under the leaf, and hid her there

;

The katydid forgot its lay,

The prowling gnat fled fast away,

The fell mosquito checked his drone,

And folded his wings till the Fay was gone

;

And the wily beetle dropped his head,

And fell on the ground as if he were dead.

They crouched them close in the darksome shade,

They quaked all o'er with awe and fear,

For they had felt the blue-bent blade,

And writhed at the prick of the elfin spear.

Many a time on a summer's night,

When the sky was clear and the moon was bright,

They had been roused from the haunted ground

By the yelp and bay of the fairy hound

;

They had heard of the tiny bugle-horn,

They had heard the twang of the maize-silk string

When the vine-twig bows were tightly drawn,

And the needle-shaft through air was borne,

Feathered with down of the hum-bird's wing

;

And now they deemed the courier Oupho

Some hunter-sprite of the elfin ground,

And they watched till they saw him mount the roof



372 ILLUSTRATED READINGS.

That canopies the world around

;

Then glad thoy loft their covert lair,

And freaked about in the midnight air.

Up to the vaulted firmament

I lis path the fire-fly courser bent,

And at every gallop on the wind

Ho flung a glittering spark behind

;

He flies like a feather in the blast,

Till the first light cloud in heaven is past.

But the shapes of air have begun their work,

And a drizzly mist is round him cast

;

He cannot see through the mantle murk,
Ho shivers with cold, but ho urges fast

;

Through storm and darkness, sleet and shade,

Ho lashes his steed and spurs amain,

For shadowy hands have twitched the rein,

And flame-shot tongues around him played

;

And near him many a fiendish eyo

Glared with a fell malignity,

And yells of rage and shrieks of ft

Came screaming on his startled ear.

wings aro wet around his bre:

Tho plume hangs dripping from his on
His eyes aro blurred with the lightning's glare,

And his ears aro stunnod with tho thunder's blare;

Bui lie gave a shout, and his blade ho drow,

Ss thrust beforo and ho struck behind,

Till ho picreed their cloudy bodies through,

And gashed their shadowy limbs of wind.

Howling, tho misty spectres flew.

They rend tho air with (rightful cries,

For ho has gained the welkin blue.

And the land of clouds beneath him lios.

I'p to the cope careering swift,

In breathless motion I

Fleet as the swallow cuts tho drift,

Or the sea-roc rides the blast,

Tho sapphire sheet of ovo is shot,

Tho sphered moon is passed

;

The earth but seems a tiny blot

On a sheet of azure cast.

Oh! it was sweet in the clear moonlight

To tread the -tarry plain of even.

To meet tho then of night,

And feel the OOOling breath of heaven:

Rut tho Elfin made no stop or stay

Till ho came to the bank of the milky-v.

Then he cheeked bis courser's foot,

And watched for the glimpse of the planet shoot.

Sudden along tho snowy I

That, swelled to meei their footsteps' fall,

jrlpbs of heaven were -ecu to glide,

Attired in sunset's crimson pall.

d the Kay they weave the d;r

before him on the plain.

And one has taken his wasp-sting lanco,

one upholds his bridle-rein.

With warblings wild they lead him on
To where, through clouds of amber
Studded with stars, resplendent shone
The palace of tho sylphide qin

Its spiral columns, gleaming bright.

Were streamers of tho northern light

;

Its curtain's light and lovely flush

Was of the morning's rosy blush

;

And the ceiling fair that rose aboon
The white and feathery fleece of noon.

But oh ! how fair tho shape that lay

Beneath a rainbow bending bright.

!

She seemed to tho entranced Fay
Tho loveliest of the forms of light

:

Eer mantle was tho purple rolled

At twilight in tho west afar

;

'Twas tied with threads of dawning gold,

And buttoned with a sparkling star.

Her face was like the lily soon

That veils the vestal planet's huo;

Her eyes two beamlets from tho moon
Sot floating in the welkin blue;

Her hair is like tho sunny beam.

And tho diamond goms which round it gleam
he pure drops of dewy even

That ne'er have left their nath

She raised her eyes to tho wandcrii

And they leaped with smiles, for w
Never beforo in the bowers of light

Had tho form of an earthly Pi an.

Long she looked in his tiny face,

Long with his butterfly cloak she pi

She smoothed his wings of azure 1

And handled the tassel of his blade;

And M he told, in accents low,

The story of his love and woe,

She fell

And the tear-d.

And "Oli. sweet spirit of earth," ,-
;

urn no more to your woodland height,

But ever hero with mo abide.

In the land of everlasting light;

Within the fleecy drift we'll lie,

We'll hang upon tho rainbow's rim,

|D the jewels of the sky

Around thy brow shall brightly beam
;

And thou shalt bathe thee in the Stl

lis its whitening foam al

And ride upon the lightning's gleam,

And dance upon the orbed moon.

We'll sit within the Pleiad ring,

We'll rest .,n Orion's starry b

And I will bid my sylphs to sing

The song tl. the dew-mist melt.

Their harps are of the amber hade,
That bid) l the blush of waking day,

And I my string is mi
( )f silvery moonshine's lengthened ray.
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[Drawn by J. A. Fitzgerald.)

And thou shalt pillow on my breast,

While heavenly breathings float around,

And, with the sylphs of ether blest,

Forget the joys of fairy ground."

She was lovely and fair to see,

And the Elfin's heart beat fitfully

;

But lovelier far, and still more fair,

The earthly form imprinted there.

Naught he saw in the heavens abovo

Was half so dear as his mortal love

;

For he thought upon her looks so meek,

And ho thought of the light flush on her cheek.

Never again might he bask and lie

On that sweet cheek and moonlight eye

;

But in his dreams her form to see,

To clasp her in his reverie,

To think upon his virgin bride,

Was worth all heaven and earth beside.

" Lady," he cried, " I have sworn to-night,

On the word of a fairy-knight,

To do my sentence task aright

;

My honour scarce is free from stain,

I may not soil its snows again

;

Betide me weal, betide me woe,

Its mandate must be answered now."
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Her bosom heaved with many a sigh,

The tear was in her drooping eye

;

But she led him to the palace gate,

And called the sylphs who hovered there,

And bade them fly and bring him straight

Of clouds condensed a sable car.

With charm and spell she blessed it there

From all the fiends of upper air

;

Then round him cast the shadowy shroud,

And tied his steed behind the cloud,

And pressed his hand as she bade him fly

Far to the verge of the northern sky

;

For by its wane and wavering light,

There was a star would fall to-night.

Borne afar on the wings of the blast

Northward away, he speeds him fast,

And his courser follows the cloudy wain,

Till the hoof-strokes fall liko pattering rain.

The clouds roll backward as he flies,

And ho has reached the northern plain,

And backed his fire-fly steed again,

Ready to follow in its flight

The streaming of the rocket-light.

The star is yet in the vault of heaven,

But it rocks in the summer gale

;

And now 'tis fitful and uneven,

And now 'tis deadly palo

;

And now 'tis wrapped in sulphur-smoke.

And quenched in its rayless beam,

And now with a rattling thunder-stroke

It bursts in flash and flame.

As swift as the glance of the arrowy lance,

That the storm-spirit flings from high,

The star-shots flew o'er the welkin blue,

As it fell from the sheeted sky

;

As swift as the Mind, in its trail behind

The Elfin gallops along,

The fiends of tho clouds are bellowing loud,

But tho sylphidc charm is strong.

Ho gallops unhurt in tho shower of fire,

While the cloud-fiends fly from the bla.

He watches each flake till its sparks expire,

And rides in tho light of its rays

;

But he drove his steed to the lightning's speed,

And caught a glimmering spark,

Then wheeled around to the fairy ground,

And sped through the midnight dark.

Ouphe and goblin ! imp and sprite

!

Elf of eve, and starry Fay !

Ye that love the moon's soft light,

Hither, hither wend your way.

Twine ye in a jocund ring,

Sing and trip it merrily,

Hand to hand and wing to wing,

Round tho wild witch-hazel tree.

I Tail tho wanderer again,

With dance and song, and lute and lyre;

Pure his wing and strong his chain,

And doubly bright his fairy fire.

Twine ye in an airy round,

Brush the dew and print the lea,

Skip and gambol, hop and bound,

Round tho wild witch-hazel tree.

The beetle guards our holy ground,

Ho flies about the taunted place,

And if mortal there bo found.

He hums hi his ears and Maps his face.

The leaf-harp sounds our roundelay;

The owlet's eyes our lanterns bo

;

Thus wo sing, and dance, and play,

Round tho wild witch-hazel tree.

But, hark ! from tower on tree-top high,

Tho sentry-elf his call has made

;

A streak is in tho eastern sky,

Shapes of moonlight flit and fade;

Tho hill-tops gleam in morning's spring,

Tin' sky-lark shakos his dappl

Tho day-glimpse glimmers on the lawn,

Tho cock has crowed—and the Fays are gone.

THE DEATH OF SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY.
[Joseph Addison. Sm Pag* 79.

J

We last night received a piece of ill news at our
club, which very sensibly afflicted every ono of

us. I question not but my readers themselves

will be troubled at tho hearing of it. To keep
them no longer in suspense, Sir Rogor dc ('

ley is deadl He departed this life at his house

in tho country, aftor a few weeks' sickness. I

letters both from tho chaplain and Captain

Sentry, which are filled with many particulars to

the honour of tho good old man. I havo likewise

letter from tho butler, who took so much care

o\' me last summer when I was at the knight's

house. As my friend tho butler mentions, in tho

simplicity of his heart, several circumstance

others have passed over in silence. I khall gi\

reader a copy of his letter, without any alteration

or diminution.

" Honoured B

" Knowing that you was my old master's good

friend. I could not ft) ling you the melan-

choly news of his death, which has alllicted the

whole country, as well as his p<xir servants, who
loved him. I m. iv r than we did our
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lives. I am afraid he caught his death the last

county sessions, where he would go to see justice

done to a poor widow woman, and her fatherless

children, that had been wronged by a neighbour-

ing gentleman ; for you know, sir, my good master

was always the poor man's friend. Upon his

coming home, the first complaint he made was,

that he had lost his roast-beef stomach, not being

able to touch a sirloin, which was served up
according to custom ; and you know he used to

take great delight in it. From that time forward

he grew worse and worse, but still kept a good

heart to the last. Indeed, we were once in great

hopes of his recovery, upon a kind message that

was sent him from the widow lady whom he had
made love to the forty last years of his life ; but

this only proved a lightning before death. He
has bequeathed to this lady, as a token of his love,

a great pearl necklace, and a couple of silver

bracelets set with jewels, which belonged to my
good old lady his mother. He has bequeathed

the fine white gelding that he used to ride a

hunting upon to his chaplain, because he thought

he would be kind to him ; and has left you all his

books. He has, moreover, bequeathed to the

chaplain a very pretty tenement with good lands

about it. It being a very cold day when he made
his will, he left for mourning to every man in the

parish a great frieze-coat, and to every woman a

black riding-hood. It was a most moving sight

to see him take leave of his poor servants, com-

mending us all for our fidelity, whilst we were not

able to speak a word for weeping. As we most of

us are grown grey-headed in our dear master's

service, he has left us pensions and legacies, which
we may live very comfortably upon the remaining

part of our days. He has bequeathed a great deal

more in charity, which is not yet come to my
knowledge; and it is peremptorily said in the

parish, that he has left money to build a steeple to

the church: for he was heard to say some time ago,

that, if he lived two years longer, Coverley church
should have a steeple to it. The chaplain tells

everybody that he made a very good end, and never

speaks of him without tears. He was buried, ac-

cording to his own directions, among the family of

the Coverleys, on the left hand of his father, Sir

Arthur. The coffin was carried by six ofhis tenants,

and the pall held up by six of the quorum. The
whole parish followed the corpse with heavy
hearts, and in their mourning suits ; the men in

frieze, and the women in riding-hoods. Captain

Sentry, my master's nephew, has taken posses-

sion of the Hall-house, and the whole estate.

When my old master saw him a little before his

death, he shook him by the hand, and wished him
joy of the estate which was falling to him, desiring

him only to make a good use of it, and to pay the

several legacies, and the gifts of charity, which he
told him he had left as quit-rents upon the estate.

The captain truly seems a courteous man, though
he says but little. He makes much of those

whom my master loved, and shows great kindness

to the old house-dog, that you know my poor

master was so fond of. It would have gone to

your heart to have heard the moans the dumb
creature made on the day of my master's death.

He has never enjoyed himself since ; no more has

any of us. It was the melancholiest day for the

poor people that ever happened in Worcestershire.

This being all from,
" Honoured Sir, your most sorrowful Servant,

" Edward Biscuit.

" P.S. My master desired, some weeks before he

died, that a book, which comes up to you by the

carrier, should be given to Sir Andrew Freeport

in his name."

This letter, notwithstanding the poor butler's

manner of writing it, gave us such an idea of our

good old friend, that upon the reading of it there

was not a dry eye in the club. Sir Andrew, open-

ing the book, found it to be a collection of acts of

parliament. There was in particular the Act of

Uniformity, with some passages in it marked by
Sir Roger's own hand. Sir Andrew found that

they related to two or three points which he had
disputed with Sir Roger, the last time he ap-

peared at the club. Sir Andrew, who would have

been merry at such an incident on another occa-

sion, at the sight of the old man's handwriting

burst into tears, and put the book into his

pocket. Captain Sentry informs me that the

knight has left rings and mourning for every one

in the club.

OLD AGE AND DEATH
[Edmund Waller. See Page 29.]

The seas are quiet when the winds give o'er

;

So calm are we when passions are no more.

For then we know how vain it was to boast

Of fleeting things, too certain to be lost.

Clouds of affection from our younger eyes

Conceal that emptiness which age descries.

The soul's dark cottage, battered and decayed,

Lots innew lightthrough chinks that time hasmade:

Stronger by weakness wiser men become,

As they draw near to their eternal home.

Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view,

That stand upon the threshold of the new.



ILLUSTRATED READ1XCS.

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM.
[William Shakespeare. See Pag» 33.]

TTINCE. Is all our com-
pany here?

'nut. You were best

to call them generally,

man by man, according

to the scrip.

Quin. Here is the scroll

of every man's name,

which is thought fit,

through all Athens, to

play in our interlude be-

fore tho duke and the duchess, on his

wedding-day at night.

Bot. First) good Peter Qainoa, say

what the play treats on; then read the names of

tho actors ; and so grow to a point.

m. Marry, our play is—Tho most lamen-

table comedy, and most cruel death of Pyrainu.s

and Thisby.

Bot. A Tory good piece of work, I assure you,

and a merry.—Now, good Peter Quince, call

your actors by tho scroll.— Masters, spread your-

selves.

Quin. Answer as I call you.—Nick Bottom,

tho weaver.

Bot. Ready. Namo what part I am for, and
proc*

Quiri. You, Nick Bottom, aro set down for

Pyramus.
Bot. What is Pyramus P a lover, or a tyrant P

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly

for love.

Bot. That will ask somo tears in tho true per-

forming of it: if I doit, let the audience look to

their eyes; I will move storms, I will condole in

measure. To the rest:- vet my chief

humour is for a tyrant : I could pis; .ircly,

or a part to tear a cat in, to make 1 all split.

ite, tho bellows-mender.

II Quinoe,

You must take Thisby on you.

is Thisby P wandering knight ?

the lady that Pyramus mus:

Nay, faith; let not mo play a woman j I

have a beard coming.

That's all one: you shall play it in a

C, and you may
| >u will.

Bot. An 1 may hide m\ me play

Thisby, too: I'll speak in a monstrous little .

—"Thisuo. Thisue," -"Ah. I'vranitis, my lorer

thy Thisby dear, and lady &
>; you must play Pyramus :—and.

Flute, yon Thisby.

Bot. Well, pror 1.

a. Robin Starveling, the tailor.

Star. Here, Peter Quince.

. Robin Starveling, you must playThisby's
mother.—Tom Snout, the tinker.

Snout. Here, Peter Quince.

Quin. You, Pyramus's father; myself, Thi

father; Snug, tho joiner, you, the lion'

and, I hope, here is a play fitted.

you the lion's part written? pray
you, if it be, givo it me, for I am slow of study.

'. You may do it extempore, for it is no-

thing but roaring.

Bot. Let me play tho lion too : I will roar, that

I will do any man's heart good to ! 1 will

roar, that I will make the duke say, "Let him roar

again, lot him roar again."

\n you should do it too terribly, you
would fright the duchess and the ladies, that they

would shriek ; andt! 'iigh t<> hang i:

mid hang
I grant you, friends, if that yon should

fright the ladies out of their wits, they would

no more discretion but to hang as: bat I will

aggravate my voice so, that I will roar you aa

gently as any sucking dove; I will roar you an

'twere any nightingale.

Vim can play no part but Pyramus
Pyramus is a Bl I man; a proper man, as

ono shall see in a summer's day ; a in

man-like man: therefore you must i.

play Pyramus.
Well. 1 will undertake it. "What b

to play it in P

will.

I will discharge it in cith<

colour beard, j

purplo-in-grain beard, or your I .\vn-

eoloii! t yellow.

Borne of your French crown

hair at all. and then you will play bs

masters, hero arc your parts: and I am :

you. request you, and desire \ i them hy

to-morrow night; and meet me in the palace w

a mile without the town, by moonlight ; there will

•. —for if

be dogged with wn.

Iu the meantime I will draw a bill of pi

such as our play WSJ I me not.

We wili 1 there we may rob

more i and courageously. Tai
: adieu.

•1, At the duke's oak v

Bot. Enough; hold or cut bow-strings.
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A MORMON ROMANCE.—REGINALD GLOVERSON.
[" A.KTEHU3 Ward." See Page 281.]

The morning on which Reginald

Gloverson was to leave Great

Salt Lake City with a mule-train,

dawned beautifully.

Reginald Gloverson was a

young and thrifty Mormon, with

an interesting family of twenty

young and handsome wives. His

unions had never been blessed

with children. As often as once

a year he used to go to Omaha,

in Nebraska, with a mule-train

for goods ; but although he had

performed the rather perilous

journey many times with entire

safety, his heart was strangely sad

on this particular morning, and
filled with gloomy forebodings.

The time for his departure had

arrived. The high-spirited mules

were at the door, impatiently

champing their bits. The Mor-
mon stood sadly among his weep-

ing wives.

" Dearest ones," he said, " I

am singularly sad at heart this

morning; but do not let this de-

press you. The journey is a peri-

lous one, but—pshaw ! I have

always come back safely here-

tofore, and why should I fear?

Besides, I know that every night,

as I lay down on the broad star-

lit prairie, your bright faces will

come to me in my dreams, and
make my slumbers sweet and
gentle. You, Emily, with your

mild blue eyes; and you, Hen-
rietta, with your splendid black hair; and you,

Nelly, with your hair so brightly, beautifully

golden; and you, Molly, with your cheeks so

downy ; and you, Betsy, with your wine-red lips

—

far more delicious, though, than any wine I ever

tasted—and you, Maria, with your winsome voice

;

and you, Susan, with your—with your—that is to

say, Susan, with your -and the other thirteen

of you, each so good and beautiful, will come to

me in sweet dreams, will you not, Dearcstists?"
" Our own," thoy lovingly chimed, " we will

!"

" And so farewell !" criod Reginald. " Come to

my arms, my own !

" he said ;
" that is, as many of

you as can do it conveniently at once, for I must
away."

He folded several of them to his throbbing

breast, and drove sadly away.

But he had not gone far when the trace of the

off-hind mule became unhitched. Dismounting,

he essayed to adjust the trace; but ere he had
fairly commenced the task, the mule, a singularly

refractory animal, snorted wildly, and kicked

Reginald frightfully in the stomach. Ho aroso

with difficulty, and tottered feebly towards his

mother's house, which was near by, falling dead

in her yard with the remark, " Dear mother, I've

come home to die !"

" So I see," she said ;
" whore's the mules P"

Alas ! Reginald Glovorson could give no answer.

In vain the heart-stricken mother threw herself

upon his inanimate form, crying, " Oh, my son

—

my son! only toll me where the mules are, and

then you may die if you want to."

In vain —in vain! Reginald had passed on.

48
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Tho mules were never fouml.

Reginald's heartbroken mother took the body
home to har unfortunate son's widows. But before

her arrival she indi.sereedy sent a boy to bust the

news gently to the afflicted wives, which he did

by informing them, in a hoarse whisper, that their

"old man had gone in."

The wives felt very badly indeed.

" He was devoted to me," sobbed Emily.
" And to mo," said Maria.

" Yes," said I'hnily, " he thought considerably

of yon, but not so much as he did of me."
" I say he did

!"

"And I say he didn't!"

" He did !

"

"He didn't!"
" Don't look at ma, with your squint oy

" Don't shako your red bead

"Sisters!" snid the black-haired Bern
"cease this unseemly wrangling. L, aa bin ftrsl

wife, shall strew H twera on bia grave."
" No, you won't," hl '•

I. aa In

wife, shall Btrew flowers on his grave. It's my
business to BtP

" Y.ri ahan't, so there!" said Henrietta.

"You bel I will:' said Susan, with a tcar-

suffased cheek.
•• Well, as for tne." said the practical Betsy, "I

uint, on the Btrew, much; hut I shall ride at tho

bead ofthe funeral procession!"

"Not, if I've been introduced to myself, you
won't," siid the golden-haired Nelly; "that's

my position. You bet your bonnet -strings it

is."

"Children." said Reginald's mother, "you must
do some orying, you know, on the day of the

funeral; and how many pooket-handkerehers will

it take to go round f Betsy, you and Nolly ought
to make one do between you."

" I'll tear bar eyes out if she perpetuates a sob
on my handkeroher

!"

"Dear danghtera*in>]aw," said Reginald's
mother, "how unseemly is this anger. Uulea
is live hundred doll ,. :uid every identical

mule my poor boy bad has been gobbled up by die
1 red man. I knew when my Reginald stag

into the door-yard that be was on the die; but if

I'd only thnnk to ask him about then mule- en
his gentle spirit took flight) it would have been
four thousand dollars in our pock | mis-

take! Biouse those real teai oarer
felt a parent's fccliu's."

"It's M oversight," Maria. "Don't
blame us

!"

Tho funeral passed Off in a very pleasant man-
ner, nothing ooonrring to mar the barmony of the

ion. Byahappy thought of Reginald's mother
the wives walked to the grave twen'

which rendered that part of the ceremony tho-

roughly impartial.******
That night, tho twenty wives, with heavy 1

sought their twenty respective couches. Hut no
ose twentj aches

-inald would never more linger all night in

blissful repose in those twenty respective couches

—Reginald's head would never more press tic

twenty respective pillows of those twenty respective

couches—never, never more!******
In another house, not many leagues from the

house of mourning, a grey-haired woman was
weeping passionately. " lie died." she cried, " he

died without rigerfyin*, in any them
mules went to!"

Two years are supposed to clap a the

third and fourth chapters of this original American
romance.******

mly Mormon, one evening, as thi

preparing to set ami ng a select apartment of

and crimson clouds in the western boril

although for that matter the sun has a right to

"sot" where it wants to. and so. I may add, I

hen—a manly Mormon. 1 say, tapped gently at

the door of the man-ion of the late Reginald

Glovcr.-oii.

The door was opened b]

" I- this the house of the wide- onP"
the Iformon asked.

" It is." said Susan.

d how many is there of -her" 1 e inquired.
M Thefe Is about twenty of her, including me,"

courteously returned the fair Susan.

" Can I

i

.11 can."

" .Madam." be "i^ the tf

dlsooasolate widows. "I have seen pat

before! And although I have already twenty-five

. whom I respect and tenderly care for, I can

truly say that 1 never felt low'- holy thrill till I

Saw theel He mine—he mine !" he enthusiastically

oried; "and ire will show the world a striking

illustration of the beauty and truth of the i

line-, only a good deal more so

—

" •
| !it,

hearts that beat as one.'

"

They were united, they \\<

the moral of tin

manes show thai doss it not. in (act, show

howev. ing widow*

woman; or. rati it not show that, t

BVer nmb <ns one woman in :

of— well, never mind wli . Only this

Writing Mormon romances is QOPftuung to tho

intellect. You try it and see.
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THE RISING TIDE.
[Sir Walter Scott. See Paye 113. J

Sir Arthur and Miss War-
dour paced along, enjoying

the pleasant footing afforded

by the cool, moist hard sand,

Miss Wardour could not

help observing that the last

Q^I^Lqw/J>^^^55 ^e na(^ r^sen considerably

above the usual water-mark.

Sir Arthur made the same

observation, bat without its occurring to either

of them to be alarmed at the circumstance. The

crags which rose between the beach and the

mainland, to the height of two or three hundred

feet, afforded in their crevices shelter for un-

numbered sea-fowl, in situations seemingly

secured by their dizzy height from the rapacity of

man. Many of these wild tribes, with the instinct

which sends them to seek the land before a storm

arises, were now winging towards their nests

with the shrill and dissonant clang which an-

nounces disquietude and fear. The disk of the

sun became almost totally obscured ere he had

altogether sunk below the horizon, and an early

and lurid shade of darkness blotted the serene

twilight of a summer evening. The wind began

next to arise ; but its wild and moaning sound

was heard for some time, and its effects became

visible on the bosom of the sea, before the gale

was felt on shore. The mass of waters, now daidc

and threatening, began to lift itself in larger

ridges, and sink in deeper furrows, forming waves

that rose high in foam upon the breakers, or

burst upon the beach with a sound resembling

distant thunder. Appalled by this sudden change

of weather, Miss Wardour drew close to her father,

and held his arm fast. " I wish," at length she

said, but almost in a whisper, as if ashamed to

express her increasing apprehensions, "I wish

we had kept the road we intended, or waited at

Monkbarna for the carriage."

They were now near the centre of a deep but

narrow bay, or recess, formed by two projecting

capes of high and inaccessible rock, which shot

out into the sea like the horns of a crescent ; and

neither durst communicate the apprehension

which each began to entertain, that, from the un-

usually rapid advance of the tide, they might be

deprived of the power of proceeding by doubling

the promontory which lay before them, or of re-

treating by the road which brought them thither.

As they thus pressed forward, longing doubtless

to exchange the easy curving line which the

sinuosities of the bay compelled them to adopt,

for a straightcr and more expeditions path, though

less conformable to the line of beauty, Sir Arthur

observed a human figure on the beach advancing

to meet them. " Thank heaven," he exclaimed,

"we shall get round Halket-head! that person

must have passed it."

The figure which advanced to meet them made
many signs, which the haze of the atmosphere,

now disturbed by wind and by a drizzling rain,

prevented them from seeing or comprehending

distinctly. Some time before they met, Sir

Arthur could recognise the old blue-gowned beg-

gar, Edie Ochiltree. It is said that even the brute

creation lay aside their animosities and antipathies

when pressed by an instant and common danger.

The beach under Halket-head, rapidly diminish-

ing in extent by the encroachments of a spring-

tide and a north-west wind, was in like manner a

neutral field, where even a justice of peace and a

strolling mendicant might meet upon terms of

mutual forbearance.

"Turn back! turn back!" exclaimed the va-

grant; "why did ye not turn when I waved to

you ?
"

" We thought," replied Sir Arthur, in great

agitation, " we thought we could get round Halket-

head."
" Halket-head ! The tide will be running on Hal-

ket-head, by this time, like the Fall of Fyers ! It

was a' I could do to get round it twenty minutes

since—it was coming in three feet abreast. We
will maybe get back by Bally-burgh Ness Point

yet. The Lord help us, it's our only chance. We
can but try."

"Oh, my child!"— "My father, my dear

father!" exclaimed the parent and daughter, as,

fear lending them strength and speed, they turned

to retrace their steps, and endeavoured to double

the point the projection of which formed the

southern extremity of the bay.

" I heard ye were here, frae the bit callant ye

sent to meet your carriage," said the beggar, as he

trudged stoutly on a step or two behind Miss

Wardour, "and I couldna bide to think o' the

dainty young leddy's peril, that has aye been kind

to ilka forlorn heart that cam near her. Sae I

lookit at the lift and the rin o' the tide, till I

settled it that if I could get down time enough to

gie you warning, we wad do weel yet. But I

doubt, I doubt, I have been beguiled! for what

mortal ee ever saw sic a race as the tide is rinning

e'en now? See, yonder's the Ratton's Skerry-
he aye held his neb abune the water in my day

—

but he's aneath it now."

Sir Arthur cast a look in the direction in which

the old man pointed. A huge rock, which in

general, even in spring-tides, displayed a hulk
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like tho keel of a large vessel, was now quite

under water, and its place only indicated by the

boiling and breaking of tho eddying waves which

Uttered its submarine resistance.

" .Male haste, inak haste, my bonny leddy," con-

tinued the uld man, " mak haste, and we may do

yet ! Take hand o' my arm—an auld and Trail arm

it's now, but it's been in as sair stress as this is

yet. Take baud o' my arm, my winsome leddy I

D'ye see yun wee black speck amaug the wallow-

ing waves yonder? This morning it was as high

as the mast o' a brig -it's sma' eneagh now—but,

wbiio I see as muckle black about it as the crown

o' my hat, I winua believe bat we'll get round the

Bally-burgh Ness, for a' tbal's com.- and gane yet."

It was indeed a dreadful evening. The howling

of the storm mingled with the shrieks of tin

fowl, and sounded like the dirge of the three

devoted beings, who, pent between two of the

most magnificent yet most dreadful objects of

nature—a raging tide and a:i Insurmountable

cipioe toiled along their painful and dangerous

path, often lashed hy the spray of some giant

billow, which threw itself higher OH the b

than those that had preceded it. Each minute

did their enemy gain ground perceptibly upon

them] Still, however, loth to relinquish tl,

hopes of life, they bent their eyes on the black

rock pointed OUt by Ochiltree. It WS
tinctly visible among the breakers, and continued

to bo so, until they came to a turn in their pro-

carious path, when an intervening projection of

rock hid it from their sight. Deprived of the

view of the beacon on which they had relied, they

now experienced the doable agony of terror and
They struggled forward, however ; but

when they arrived at tho point from which they

ought to have seen the crag, it was no !

risible. The signal of safety was lost among a

thousand white breakers, which, dashing upon the

point, of the promontory, rose la prodigious

of snowy loam, as high as the mas! of a fir
'

man-of-war, against the dark brow of the pre-

cipice.

Tho countenance of the old man fell. Isabella

gave a faint shriek and M God hive mercy upon

us!" which her guide solemnly ottered, was

piteously eoh 1 by Sir Arthur

—

"My child!

my child !—to die such a death !

"

"My father! my deaf lather!" his daughter ex-

claimed, clinging to him -" and you too, who
have lost your own life in endeavouring to save

our

"That's not worth the counting." said tho old

man. M I hae lived to be weary o' life] and bore or

yonder—at tho back o' a dyke, m a wreath O1 snaw,

or in the wamo o* a wave, what signifies how tho

auld gaberlunzie di<

"(J iod man," Baid Sir Arthur, "can you think

of nothing?—of no help?—I'll make you rich—I'll

give you a farm -I'll
"

" Our riches will bo soon equal," said the beggar,

looking out upon the strife of the waters— " they

are sae already ; for 1 hae nae land, and you would

give your fair bounds and barony for a square

yard of rock that would be dry for twal hours."

While they exchanged these words, they pa

upon tho highest ledge of rock to which they

could attain; for it seemed that any further

attempt to move forward could only serve to

anticipate their '

Yet even this fearful pause gave Isabella time

to collect the powers of a mind naturally si

and courageous, and which rallied itself at this

terrible; juncture. " Must we yield life," she said.

" without a struggle? Is there no path, however

dreadful, by which we could climb the crag, or at

attain some? height above the tide, where wo

could remain till morning, or till help 00)

Sir Arthur, who heard, but y eompro-

1, his daughter's question, turn,

theless, instinctively and eagoly to the

man, as if their lives were in his gilt. Ochiltree

I. '• 1 was a bauld craigsman," be

" ance in my life, but it's lang, lang syne, and

my foot-step and my hand-grip hae a* failed

mony day rinsyne. There was a path

ance, though maybe, if wo could St

would rather bide where we are. His name
;

:" he ejaculated suddenly. " tfa

one coming down the crag e'en now!" Then,

exalting his voice, he hilloa'd out to the

daring adventurer such instructions M his

former practice, and the remembrance of local

circumstances, suddenly forced upon his mi:

• Ye'iv right—ye'ra right I—that gate, that .

born,

that's the muckle black stano—oat twa plies

round it -that's it!—now, weizo yoursell a woe

easel-ward—a woo mair yot to that ither stane

—

we ca'd it the Oat's-lug - there used to bo the root

0* an aik-tree there—that, will do!—canny now,

lad—canny now—tak tent and tak ti

Now ye maim get to B Lpron,

that's the muckle braid flat blue stane

I think, wi' your help and the tOW thegilher. I'll

win at ye, and then we'll be able to get up the

young leddy and Sir Arthur."

The adventurer, following the directions of old

IMie. flung him down the end of" the rope, which

ho secured around Mi-s vTardour, wrapping her

previously in his own blue gown, to preserve her

as muob SS possible from injury. Then, availing

If of the rope, which was m t4 the

other end, hs began bo ascend the face of the crag

—a in I ious and dizzy undertaking, which,

howc\ ir two perilous escapes, placed

him safe on the broad flat stone beside our friend
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(Vrauit by F. Oakes.)

Lovel. Their joint strength was able to raise

Isabella to the place of safety which they had

attained. Lovel then descended in order to assist

Sir Arthur, around whom he adjusted the rope

;

and again mounting to their place of refuge, with

the assistance of old Ochiltree, and such aid as

Sir Arthur himself could afford, ho raised himself

beyond the reach of the billows.

The sense of reprieve from approaching and

apparently inevitable death, had its usual effect.

The father and daughter threw themselves into

each other's arms, kissed and wept for joy,

although their escape was connected with the

prospect of passing a tempestuous night upon a

precipitous ledge of rock, which scarce afforded

footing for the four shivering beings, who now,

like the sea-fowl around them, clung there in

hopes of some shelter from the devouring element

which raged beneath. It was a summer night,

doubtless; yet the probability was slender that a

frame so delicate as that of Miss Wardour should

survive till morning the drenching of the spray

;

and the dashing of the rain, which now burst in

full violence, accompanied with deep and heavy

gusts of wind, added to the constrained and

perilous circumstances of their situation.

" The lassie—the pair sweet lassie
!

" said the

old man; "mony such a night have I weathered

at harae and abroad, but, guide us, how can she

ever win through it!"

His apprehension was communicated in low,

smothered accents to Lovel; for, with the sort

of freemasonry by which bold and ready spirits

correspond in moments of danger, they had

established a mutual confidence. " I'll climb up

the cliff again," said Lovel, "there's daylight

enough left to see my footing ; I'll climb up, and

call for more assistance."

" Do so, do so, for heaven's sake
!

" said Sir

Arthur eagerly.
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you raad?"said the mendicant. " IYancio

o' Efowhiheugh, and ]»u was the best craigsman
that ever spetl'd heagfa (mair by token, he brake
his nek upon the Dunbuy of Slaines), wadna hae
vent 1 1 red upon the Halket-head craigs after sun-

down. I is heaven's grace, and a great wonder
leg, that ye are not in the middle o' that roar-

ing sea wi' what ye hae done already. But to

Venture up again—it's a mere and a clear tempt-

ing o' Providence."

"I have no fear," answered Lovel; "I marked
all the stations perfectly Bfl 1 came down, and
there is still light enough left to see them quite

will I am sine I can do it with perfect

Slay here, my good friend, by Sir Arthur and
the young lady."

"Deil be in my feet then." answered the bedes-

man sturdily ;
" if yc gang, I'll gang too ; for

between the twa o' us, we'll hae mair than wark
en- 'ugh to git to the tap o' tin' hot

"No, no—stay you here and attend to

Wardinir—you see Sir Arthur is quite exhau
M
Sti il then, and I'll gae," said tin; old

man; "let death spare the green corn and take

the ripe."

"Stay both of you, I charge you," said Isabella,

faintly, "J am well, I can spend the nigh:

well here- I feel quite refreshed." So saying.

ber VOiOQ failed her-- she sunk down, and would
have fallen from the ciair, had she not been sup-

ported by Lovel and Ochili
'•

It, is impossible to leave them." said I

-Wlia! is to be done P Hark! hark! Did I not

hear a ball

" Tho skriegb of a Tammie Norie," answered
Ochiltree, "

I ken the skirl w
" No, by Heaven," replied LoVel, "it was a

human voice !"

A distant hail was repeated, tho sound plainly

distinguishable among the various elemental

noises, and the clang of the by which
they were surrounded. The mendicant and

I

exerted their VOWCS in a loud halloo, the t

waiving Miss Wardoar'i handkerchief on the end
of his staff to make them conspicuous from

|

Though the shouts wero repeated, it was some
time before they were in exact response to their

own, leaving the unfortunate sufferers uncertain

whether, in the darkening twilight and iucn

storm, they had made the pertOns who apparently

reversing the verge of the precipico to bring

them assistance, Sensible of the ]ilace in which
they had found refuge. At length their halloo was

larlj and distinctly answered, and their

courage confirmed, by tho assurance that they

within hearing, if not within mich, of

I

thoul of human voice, from aliovewas SOOn

augmented, and the gkain of torches mingled

with those light- of evening which still remained

amidst the darkness of the storm.

On the verge of the precipice an anxious group

had now assembled.

The fishers had brought with them the mast of

a boat, and as half of the country fellows about

bad now appeared, either out of zeal or curiosity,

9 soon sunk in tho ground, and sufficiently

the upright mast, and a

bed along it. and reeved through a block

at each end, formed an extempore crane, which

afforded the means of lowering an arm-chair.

secured and fastened, down to the flat shelf on

which the sufferers had roosted. Their j

hearing the preparations going on for their dc-

considerably qualified when they

1 the precarious vehicle by means of which

they '•
I to Opper air. It swung

about a yard free of the spot which they occupied,

obeying each impulse of the tein: mpty
air all around it, and depending upon the security

of a rope, which, in the increasing darl

dwindled to an almost, imperceptible thread.

ird of committing a human being

to the vacant atmosphere in such a slight i

of con the tearful danger of the

chair and its occupant, being dashed, either by tho

wind or the vibrations of th : tho

face of the precipice. Yet wild as the

sound

beneath, and around, ami doubtful and dangerous

a- the mode of escaping appeared U 1 and

the old mendicant agreed, alter a moment's con-

sultation, and after the former, by a Buddensf

pull, had. at his own imminent risk, ascertained

tho security of the rope, that it would 1

ardour in the chair, and In;

tho tenderness and can- of those above for her

being safely craned up to the top of the i

With the SeduloUl

child, Lovel bound Miss Wardoiir with his hand-

kerchief, neckcloth, and the mend .hern

bolt, to the back and arms of the chair, ascertain-

ing accurately tho security of each knot.

..rcwcll, my father," murnn, 11a

—

ell. my—my friends;" and shutting her

mmended, she

tho signal to Lovel, and he to those who
above. She rose, while the chair in which lb

was kept steady by the line which Lovel ma:

. h. With a I nt he watched the

flutter of her dies*, until the \ chicle was on a level

with the brink of the precipice.
uny now, lads, canny now !" exclaimed old

Mueklebackit, who acted as commodore; "'-v.

the yard a hit. Now—there! then .she sit .

on i\vy land !"

A loud shout announced the successful experi-

ment to her fellow-Bufferera beneath, who t.
.
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with a ready and cheerful halloo. Monkbarns, in

his ecstasy of joy, stripped his great-coat to wrap

up the young lady, and then said—" Miss War-
dour, let me convey you to the chariot."

" Not for worlds, till I see my father safe."

In a few distinct words, evincing how much her

resolution had surmounted even the mortal fear of

eo agitating a hazard, she explained the nature of

the situation beneath, and the wishes of Lovel and

Ochiltree.

"Right, right, that's right. But he's safe

now, and here a' comes (for the chair was again

lowered, and Sir Arthur made fast in it, without

much consciousness on his own part) here a' comes

—bowse, away my boys—canny wi' him. Welcome,

welcome, my good old friend, to firm land, though

I cannot say to warm land or to dry land."

While Oldbuck ran on in this way, Sir Arthur

was safely wrapped in the close embraces of his

daughter, who, assuming that authority which the

circumstances demanded, ordered some of the as-

sistants to convey him to the chariot, promising

to follow shortly. She lingered on the cliff, holding

an old countryman's arm, to witness probably the

safety of those whose dangers she had shared.

"What have we here?" said Oldbuck, as the

vehicle once more ascended. " What patched and

weather-beaten matter is this?" Then, as the

torches illumined the rough face and grey hairs

of old Ochiltree, " What ! is it thou P—come, old

Mocker, I must needs be friends with thee—but

who the devil makes up your party besides ?
"

" Ane that's weel worth ony twa o' us, Monic-

barns—it's the young stranger lad they ca' Lovel

—and he's behaved this blessed night as if he had

three lives to rely on, and was willing to waste

them a' rather than endanger ither folks'. Ca'

hooly, sirs, as ye wad win an auld man's blessing

!

—mind there's naebody below now to haud the gy
—hae a care o' the Cat's-lug-corner—bide weel alf

Crummie's-horn !"

Lovel did, in fact, run a much greater risk than

any of his precursors. His weight was not suffi-

cient to render his ascent steady amid such a

storm of wind, and he swung like an agitated

pendulum, at the mortal risk of being dashed

against the rocks. But he was young and bold, and
retaiwed his alertness of exertion and presence of

mind ; and it was not until he was safely grounded

upon the summit of the cliff that he felt temporary

and giddy sickness. As he recovered from a sort

of half swoon, he cast his eyes eagerly around.

The object which they would most willingly havo

sought, was already in the act of vanishing. Her
white garment was just discernible as she followed

on the path which her father had taken.

THE WONDERS OF THE LANE.
[Ebenezeb Elliott. Born 1781. Died 181°.]

Strong climber of the mountain side,

Though thou the vale disdain,

Yet walk with me where hawthorns hide

The wonders of the lane.

High o'er the rushy springs of Don
The stormy gloom is rolled

;

The moorland hath not yet put on

His purple, green, and gold.

But here the titling* spreads his wing,

Where dewy daisies gleam
;

And here the sunflowerf of the spring

Burns bright in morning's beam.

To mountain winds the famished fox

Complains that Sol is slow

O'er headlong steeps and gushing rocks

His royal robe to throw.

But here the lizard seeks the sun,

Here coils in light the snake;

And here the fire-tuftj hath begun
Its beauteous nest to make.

Oh, then, while hums the earliest bee,

Where verdure fires the plain,

Walk thou with me, and stoop to see

The glories of the lane !

* The Hedge Sparrow. f The Dandelion.

Foi', oh, I love these banks of rock,

This roof of sky and tree,

These tufts, where sleeps the gloaming clock,

And wakes the cai^liest bee !

As spirits from eternal day
Look down on earth secure,

Gaze thou, and wonder, and survey

A world in miniature
;

A world not scorned by Him who made
Even weakness by his might

;

But solemn in his depths of shade,

And splendid in his light.

Light ! not alone on clouds afar

O'er storm-loved mountains spread,

Or widely-teaching sun and star

Thy gloi'ious thoughts arc read

;

Oh, no ! thou art a wond'rous book,

To sky, and sea, and land

—

A page on which the angels look,

Which insects understand

!

And here, O Light ! minutely feir,

Divinely plain and clear,

Like splinters of a crystal hair,

Thy bright small hand is here.

t The Golden-Crested Wren.
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Yon drop-fod lake, six inches wide,

Is Huron, girt with wood ;

This driplet foods Missouri's tide—
And that Niagara's flood.

What tidings from tho Andc3 brings

Yon line of liquid light,

That down from heaven in madness flings

The blind (bam <><" its mi

Do I not hear hit thunder roll--

The roar that ne'er is still ?

'Tis mute as death !

—

but in my soul

It ronrs, and ever will.

What forests tall of tiniest moss
Clothe every littlo stone

!

What pigmy oaks their foliage toss

O'er pigmy valleys lone !

With shade o'er shade, from ledge to ledge,

Ambitious of the l

feather o'er tie

Of mountain! mushroom high.

1 of marreli ! who oan tell

Wlr.it myriad living things

( )n thi may dwell

!

What nations with their kin

I no shock. I hear BO groan

While fate perchance o'erwhelms

Empires on this subverted stone—
A hundred ruined realms!

Lo ! in that dot, some mite, like me,

Impolled by woo or whim,

May crawl, some atom cliffs to see

—

A tiny world to him !

whik he paaeeBi and admires

The work of Nature's might)

Spurned hy my foot, his world c.\|

And all to him is DJ

God of terrors ! what are wo P

—

Poor insects, sparked with thought !

Thy whis; word from thee,

Could smite ns into tun;

But 8houldst thou wreck our father-land,

And mix it with the deep.

Safe in the hollow of Thy hand

Thy little ones would sleep.
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THE SCHOOLMASTER AND THE SCHOOL.
[Washington Irving. See Page 1.]

Among the worthies of the village that enjoy the

peculiar confidence of Master Simon, is one who
has struck my fancy so much that I have thought

him worthy of a separate notice. It is Slingsby,

the schoolmaster, a thin, elderly man, rather

threadbare and slovenly, somewhat indolent in

manner, and with an easy, good-humoured look

not often met with in his craft. I have been
interested in his favour by a few anecdotes which
I have picked up concerning him.

He is a native of the village, and was a con-

temporary and playmate of Ready-Money Jack in

the days of their boyhood. Indeed, they carried

on a kind of league of mutual good offices. Slingsby

was rather puny, and withal somewhat of a

coward, but very apt at his learning ; Jack, on
the contrary, was a bully-boy out of doors, but a

sad laggard at his books. Slingsby helped Jack,

therefore, to all his lessons ; Jack fought all

Slingsby's battles ; and they were inseparable

friends. This mutual kindness continued even
after they left school, notwithstanding the dissimi-

larity of their characters. Jack took to plough-

ing and reaping, and prepared himself to till his

paternal acres ; while the other loitered neg-

ligently on in the path of learning, until he

vol. I.

penetrated even to the confines of Latin and
mathematics.

In an unlucky hour, however, he took to read-

ing voyages and travels, and was smitten with a

desire to see the world. This desire increased

upon him as he grew up ; so, early one bright,

sunny morning, he put all his effects in a knap-

sack, slung it on his back, took staff in hand, and

called on his way to take leave of his early school-

mate. Jack was just going out with the plough

:

the friends shook hands over the farm-house gate
;

Jack drove his team afield, and Slingsby whistled
" over the hills and far away," and sallied forth

gaily to " seek his fortune."

Years and years passed by, and young Tom
Slingsby was forgotten ; when, one mellow Sunday
afternoon in autumn, a thin man, somewhat
advanced in life, with a coat out at elbows, a pair

of old nankeen gaiters, and a few things tied in a

handkerchief, and slung on the end of a stick, was
seen loitering through the village, He appeared to

regard several houses attentively, to peer into the

windows that were open, to eye the villagers

wistfully as they returned from church, and then

to pass some time in the churchyard, reading the

tombstones.

-49
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At length he found his way to the farmhouse

of Ready-Money Jack, but paused ere he at-

tempted the wicket, contemplating the picture of

substantial independence before him. In the

porch of the house sat Ready-Money Jack, in his

Sunday dress, with his hat upon his head, his

pipe in his mouth, and his tankard before him,

tin monarch of all ho surveyed. Beside him lay

his fat house-dog. The varied sounds of poultry

were heard from the well-stocked farm-yard ; the

bees hummed from their hives in the garden;

the cattle lowed in the rich meadow; while the

crammed bains and ample stacks bore proof of

an abundant harvest.

The stranger opened tho gate and adva

dubiously towards the house. The mastiff growled

at tho sight of the suspicious-looking intruder,

but was immediately silenced by his master, who,

taking his pipe from his mouth, awaited with iu-

qniring aspect tho address of this eqn

The stranger eyed old Jack Bar a

moment, so portly in his dim
out in gorgeous apparel; then cast a glance upon
his own threadbare and starving condition, and
the scanty bundle which he held in his hand; then

giving his shrunk waistcoat a twitch to make it,

meet his receding waistband, and casting BO

look, half sad, half humorous, at tho sturdy

yeoman, "I suppose," said he, " Mr. Tihbets, you
have forgot old times and old playmates?"

The latter gazed at him with scrutinising look,

but acknowledged that he had no recollection of

him.

"Like enough, like enough," said tho strai

" everybody seems to havo forgotten poor

Blingsby."
" Why, no -ure ! it can't he Tom Slingsb]
" STes, hut it is, though !*' replied the

shaking his head.

v Jack was on his feet in a twink-

ling; thrust out, his hand, gave his ancient crony

the grip of a giant, and slapping tho other hand

on u bench, "Sit down there," cried he, "Tom
Blingsby I"

A long conversation ensued about old times,

while Slingshy was regaled with the best cheer

the farmhouse afforded; for ho was hungry as

well at wayworn, and had tho keen appetite of a

poor pedestrian. The early playmates then talked

over their subsequent lives and adventures. Jack

had but little to relate, and was never good at a

long story, A prosperous 1 I at homo,

has little incident for narrative; it is only

devils, that aro tossed about the world, that are

the true heroes of story. Jack had stuck by the

paternal farm, followed tho Bamo plough that his

hers had driven, and had waxed richer and
richer as he grew older. As to Turn Slingaby, he

an exemplification of the 51d proverb, "A

rolling stone gathers no moss." Ho had sought
his fortune about the world, without ever fii

it, being a thing oftener found at home
abroad. He had been in all kinds of situations,

and had learnt a dozen different modes of making
a living; but had found his way back to his native
village rather poorer than when he left it, his

ack having dwindled down to a scanty

bundle.

As luck would have it, the scpiire was passing
by the farmhouse that very evening, .

I often his custom. ITe found tie

schoolmates still gossiping in the porch, and,

according to the good old Scottish song, "taking
a cup of kinds forauldlan The
Squire was struck with the contra

and fortunes of these early playmates. B

in lordly state, surround'

the good things of this life, with

hanging to his very watch chain, and the poor
pilgrim. Blingsby, thin I !. with all his

worldly effects, his bund i walking'
lying on the ground in.

The good squire's heart warmed toward
luckli little pre'

like such half-vagrant c! about
in his mind how he >hould oontrivi

anchor Blingsby in his

Jack had already offered him a present sfc

under his roof, in spite of the hints, and wink -

half remonstrances of the shrewd Dame Til

but how to provide for his permanent maintenance
ii. Luckily the squire 1

If that tb

toacher. A little farther coi.

him that Slin^sby was as fit for t: any-

thing else, and in a day or two he \.

d of empire in the very sol

Often been horsed in tin

of his boy!

Ib:e I,,, has remained for several j

being honoured by the countenance *of tl

and the fast friendship of Mr. Tibbe-

grown into much importance and con

in the village. I am told, however, t!

shows, now and then, a degree <

and ad n to rove abroad again, and see a

little more of tho world; an inclination which
particularly to haunt him about spring-

time, nothing so difficult to <

: humour, when once it has been fully

iudul

Sin I | of poor

Blingsby, 1 have more than once mused upon the

picture presented by him and his scl

on their coming toge

again after so long a difficult to.

line between lots in life, wh
i with its peculiar discontents, lb- who
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never leaves his home repines at his monotonous

existence, and envies the traveller, whose life is a

c®nstant tissue of wonder and adventure ; while

he who is tossed about the world, looks back with

many a sigh to the safe and quiet shore which he

has abandoned. I cannot help thinking, however,

that the man that stays at home, and cultivates

the comforts and pleasures daily springing up
around him, stands the best chance for happiness

There is nothing so fascinating to a young mind

as the idea of travelling ; and there is very witch-

craft in the old phrase found in every nursery

tale, of " going to seek one's fortune." A con-

tinual change of place and change of object,

promises a continual succession of adventure and

gratification of curiosity. But there is a limit to

all our enjoyments, and every desire bears its

death in its very gratification. Curiosity lan-

guishes under repeated stimulants, novelties cease

to excite surprise, until at length we cannot

wonder even at a miracle. He who has sallied

forth into the world, like poor Slingsby, full of

sunny anticipations, finds too soon how different

the distant scene becomes when visited. The
smooth place roughens as he approaches ; the

wild place becomes tame and barren ; the fairy

tints that beguiled him on still fly to the distant

hill, or gather upon the land he has left behind

and every part of the landscape seems greener

than the spot he stands on.

Having given the reader a slight sketch of the

village schoolmaster, he may be curious to learn

something concerning his school. As the squire

takes much interest in the education of the neigh-

bouring children, he put into the hands of the

teacher, on first installing him in office, a copy of

Roger Ascham's Schoolmaster, and advised him,

moreover to con over that portion of old Peachum
which treats of the duty of masters, and which

condemns the favourite method of making boys

wise by flagellation.

He exhorted Slingsby not to break down or

depress the free spirit of the boys, by harshness

and slavish fear, but to lead them freely and

joyously on in the path of knowledge, making it

pleasant and desirable in their eyes. He wished

to see the youth trained up in the manners and

habitudes of the peasantry of the good old times,

and thus to lay the foundation for the accomplish-

ment of his favourite object, the revival of old

English customs and character. He recommended
that all the ancient holidays should be observed,

and that the sports of the boys, in their hours

of play, should be regulated according to the

standard authorities laid down by Strutt ; a copy

of whose invaluable work, decorated with plates,

was deposited in the school-house. Above all, he

exhorted the pedagogue to abstain from the use of

the birch, an instrumort of instruction which tho

good squire regards with abhorrence, as fit only

or the coercion of brute natures, that cannot be

reasoned with.

Mr. Slingsby has followed the squire's instruc-

tions to the best of his disposition and abilities.

He never flogs the boys, because he is too easy,

good-humoured a creature to inflict pain on a

worm. He is bountiful in holidays, because he

loves holidays himself, and has a sympathy with

the urchins' impatience of confinement, from

having divers times experienced its irksomeness

during the time that he was seeing the world.

As for sports and pastimes, the boys are faithfully

exercised in all that are on record—quoits, races

prison-bars, tipcat, trap-ball, bandy-ball, wrestling,

leaping, and what not. The only misfortune is

that having banished the birch, honest Slingsby

had not studied Roger Ascham sufficiently to find

out a substitute, or rather he has not the manage-

ment in his nature to apply one; his school,

therefore, though one of the happiest, is one of the

most unruly in the country; and never was a

pedagogue more liked, or less heeded, by his dis-

ciples than Slingsby.

He has lately taken a coadjutor worthy of

himself, being another stray sheep that has re-

turned to the village fold. This is no other than the

son of the musical tailor, who had bestowed some

cost upon his education, hoping to see him one day

arrive at the dignity of an exciseman, or at least of

a parish clerk. The lad grew up, however, as idle

and musical as his father ; and, being captivated

by the drum and fife of a recruiting party, he

followed them off to the army. He returned not

long since out of money, and out at elbows, the

prodigal son of the village. He remained for

some time lounging about the place in half-

tattered soldier's dress, with a* foraging cap on

one side of his head, jerking stones across the

brook, or loitering about the tavern door, a

burthen to his father, and regarded with great

coldness by all warm householders.

Something, however, drew honest Slingsby

towards the youth. It might be the kindness he

bore to his father, who is one of the schoolmaster's

greatest cronies; it might be that secret sym-

pathy, which draws men of vagrant propensities

towards each other ; for there is something truly

magnetic in the vagabond feeling ; or it might be,

that he remembered the time when he himself

had come back, like this youngster, a wreck to his

native place. At any rate, whatever the motive,
f

Slingsby drew towards the youth. They had

many conversations in tho village tap-room about

foreign parts, and the various scenes and places

they had witnessed during their wayfaring about

the world. The more Slingsby talked with him,

the more he found him to his taste, and finding

him almost as learned as himself, he forthwith
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red him as an assistant, or usher in the

Bchool.

Under such admirable tuition, the school, as

may be supposed, flourishes apace ; and if the

scholars do not become versed in all the holiday

accomplishments of the good old times, to the

squire's heart's content, it will not be the fault of

their teachers. The prodigal son has become

almost as popular among the boys as the peda-

gogue himself. His instructions are not limited

to school hours ; and having inherited the musical

tastes and talents of his father, he has bitten the

whole school with the mania. He is a great hand

at beating a drum, which is often heard rumbling

from the rear of the school-house. Ho is teaching

half the boys of the village, also, to play the fife,

and the paudean pipes ; and they weary the whole

neighbourhood with their vague piping, as they
sit perched on stiles, or loitering about tho barn-

doors in the evenings. Among the other exi

:

of the school, also, ho has introduced the ancient

art of archery, one of tho squire's favourite

themes, with such success, that tho whipsters
roam in truant bands about tho neighbourhood,
practising with their bows and arrows upon tho

birds of the air, and the beasts of the field; and
not unfrequently making a foray into tho squire's

domains, to tho great indignation of the gamo-
keepers. In a word, so completely are the aneient

English customs and habits cultivated at this

school, that I should not be surprised if the

squire should live to see one of his poetic vi

realised, and a brood reared Dp worthy

to Robin Hood, and his merry gaug of outlaws.

PAPER.
[Benjamin Franklin. Born at Boston, U.S., January 6, 1706. Began life as a priater.

Died April 17, 1790.]

Became a leading man in America.

KMOS wit of old—such wits of old

there wore

—

Whose hints showed meaning,

whose allusions care,

By one brave stroke, to mark all

human-kind,

Called dear blank paper every

infant mind,

Whero still, as opening sense her

dictates wrote,

Fair virtuo put a seal, or vico a blot.

The thought was happy, pertinent, and true;

inks a genius might tho plan pursue.

I—can you pardon my presumption ?—I,

No wit, no genius, yet for onco will try.

Various the paper, various wants produco

—

'I he waste Of fashion, elegance, and use;

.Men are various; and, if right I scan.

Each sort of paper represents some man.

Pray, note thfl fop—half powder and half lace

—

is a bandbox were his dwelling-placo;

He's the gilt, paper, which apart you store,

And lock from vulgar hands the scrutoiro.

Mochanies, servants, farmers, and so forth,

Ait copy-paper, of inferior worth
;

LesB prized, more usefnl. for your desk deer,

Free to all pens, and prompt at en

Tho wretch whom avarico bids to pinch and spare,

Starve, cheat, and pilfer to enrich an heir,

Is coarse brown paper, such as pedlers choose

To wrap up wares which better men will

Take next the miser's contrast, who destroys

Health, fame, and fortune, in a round ofj

Will any paper match him? Yes, throughout,

He's a true sinking paper, past all doubt.

The retail politician's anxious thouc^ht

Deems this side always right, and that stark

naught

;

He foams with censure, with applauso ho ravos-

A dupe to rumours, and a tool of kna\.

Ho'll want no type his weakness to proclaim

While such a thing as foolscap has a name.

The hasty gentleman, whoso blood runs high,

Who picks a quarrel if you step §m

Who can*t a jest, or hint, or look endure,

What is hcP—what?—touch-paper, to bo sir

What aro the poets, tako them as they fall

—

;. bad, rich, poor, much mid, not read at all?

Them and their works in the same class you'll

find j

They aro tho mcro wasto paper of mankind.

Observe the maiden, innocently sweet

—

She's fair white paper, an un*ulli.

On which the happy man, whom fate ordains.

May write his name, and tako her for his pains.

ioro, and only one I'll bring;

"I'is the great man. who scorns a little thing,

Whose thoughts, whose deeds, whose maxims aro

his own,

formed on the feelings of his heart alone:

True, genuine, royal paper is his breast,

( »t all the kinds most precious, purest, best.
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(Drawn by W. H. Fisk.)

BLOOD'S ATTEMPT TO STEAL THE CROWN.
[From Baylet's "History and Antiquities of tlie Tower of London."]

It was soon after the appointment of Sir Gilbert

Talbot that the regalia in the Tower first became
objects of public inspection, which King Charles

allowed in consequence of the reduction in the

emoluments of the master's office. The profits

which arose from showing the jewels to strangers,

Sir Gilbert assigned, in lieu of a salary, to the

person whom he had appointed to the care of

them. This was an old confidential servant of his

father's, one Talbot Edwards, whose name is

handed down to posterity as keeper of the regalia,

when the notorious attempt to steal the crown was

made in the year 1673; the following account of

which is chiefly derived from a relation which Mr.

Edwards himself made of the transaction.

About three weeks before this audacious villain

Blood made his attempt upon the crown, he came
to the Tower in the habit of a parson, with a long

cloak, cassock, and canonical girdle, accompanied

by a woman, whom he called his wife. They
desired to see the regalia, and, just as their wishes

had been gratified, the lady feigned sudden indis-
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position; this called forth the kind olliccs of .Mis.

Edwards, the keeper's wife, who, having cour-

teously invited her into their house to repose her-

self, she soon recovered, and, on their departure,

professed themselves thankful for this civility. A
few days after, Blood came again, bringing a pre-

sent to Mrs. Edwards of four pain of white gloves

from his pretended wife; and having thus begun
I lie acquaintance, they made frequent visits to

improve it. After a short respite of their compli-

ments, the disguised rullian returned again ; and,

in conversation with Mrs. Edwards, said that his

wife could discourse of nothing but the kindness

of those good people in tin; Tower—that she had
long studied, and at Length bethought herself of

a handsome way of requital. " You have," quoth

he, "a prettyyoung gentlewoman for your daughter,

and L have a young nephew, who has two or three

hundred a-year in land, ami is at my disposaL If

your daughter be free, and you approve it, I'll

bring him here to seo her, and we will endeavour

to make it a mat eh." This was easily B

by old Mr. Edwards, who Invited the par- mi to

dine with him on that day; lie readily aOC

the invitation; and, taking upon him to say grace,

performed it with great seeming devotion, and

casting up his eyes, concluded it with a pray

the Kmg. Queen, and Royal family. After dinner,

he went up to see the rooms, and, observing a

handsome ease of pistols hang there, exprei

great desire to buy them, to present to a young

lord, who was his neighbour; a pretence by which

he thought of disarming the bo it the

period intended for the execution of his d

At his departure, which aonioal L* i

tion of the good company, lie appointed a da}' and

hour to tiring his young nephew to see his mi

which was the very day that he made his daring

attempt. The good old gentleman had Lrot up

iSt, and the daughter was

in Inr best drei :ain her I
! over;

when, behold, Parson blood, with tl

came to the jewel-hoUSS, all armed with rapier-

blades in their canes, and every one a dagger, ami

a brace of pocket-pistols. Two of his companions
entered in with him, on pretence of Piffling the

crown, and the third stayed at the door, M if to

look alter the young lady, a jewel of a more
charming description, but in reality a

The daughter, who thought it not, mod
down till she was called, sont a maid to ;

view of the company, and bring a description of

illant ; and t lie kfrVanf

.

at he

was the intended hridegrooni wh I St the

door, being the youngest of the party. ;

soothe the anxiety of her you: h the

idM she had formed of I told

Mr. Edwards thai they would not

his Wli -ml desired him to .-how his fj

the ciown to pass the time till then; and they had
no sooner entered the room, and the door, as

usual, shut, than a cloak was thrown over the old

head, and a gag put in his mouth. Thus
secured, they told him that their resolution

to have the crown, globe, and sceptre; and, if he

would quietly submit to it, they would spare his

> expect no mercy. I la

ipon endeavoured to make all the

ly could, to be heard ab then

knocked him down with a wooden mallet, and told

him that, if yet he would lie quietly, they would

spare his life; but if not, upon hi : tempt

to discover them, they would kill him. Mr.

Edwards, howei Ling to his own account.

not intimidated by this threat, but

If to make tin . and, in r

quence, reC the head

with tin' mallet, and was stabbed in the !

this again brought the poor old man to the ground,

where he lay for some time in

that one of the villains pronounced him dead.

Edwards had come a littl !F. and lie

this, lay quietly, con light

so. The booty was now to be d f, and

one of them, named I

I
held the crown under his • 1 the

third was about to file the sceptre in two. in order

that it might be placed in a 1 ht for that

purpose; but, fortunately, the son of Mr. Edwards,

who !, m Flanders with Sir John Talbot,

!i his landing in England, had obtained

to come away p I
his fatfa lied to

arrive whilst thi Lug; ami

with whom he would speak ; towhichhe
that ! I the hOD iving

the person to •. told him tl

he would

inl him with it, and so h

salute his friends. This i;

ofasion an they

I with the crown and orb,

leaviii -Tiled. Tl

now raised himself upon his '

from his mouth, and cr, murder!"
which being heard by his daughter, who

perhaps, anxiou ing far other sound

and his brother-iii*

whom put himself in

but Blood discharged a pistol at him. and I,

although unhurt, and the t hie

ue Sill, who had I

veil, stood sentinel; but ho

. and they accordingly passed

the drawbridge. Borsei ting for them

y ran that way
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along the Towor Wharf, they themselves cried

out, " Stop the rogues !" by which they passed on

unsuspected, till Captain Beckman overtook them.

At his head Blood fired another pistol, but missed

him and was seized. Under the cloak of this

daring villain was found the crown, and, although

he saw himself a prisoner, he had yet the impu-

dence to struggle for his prey : and when it was
finally wrested from him, said, " It was a gallant

attempt, however unsuccessful ; it was for a

crown!" Parrot, who had formerly served under

General Harrison, was also taken; but Hunt,

Blood's son-in-law, reached his horse and rode off,

as did two other of the thieves ; but he was soon

afterwards stopped, and likewise committed to

custody. In this struggle and confusion, the

great pearl, a large diamond, and several smaller

stones were lost from the crown; but the two
former, and some of the latter, were afterwards

found and restored ; and the Ballas ruby, broken

off the sceptre, being found in Parrot's pocket,

nothing considerable was eventually missing.

As soon as the prisoners were secured, young
Edwards hastened to Sir Gilbert Talbot, who was
then master and treasurer of the Jewel House,

and gave him an account of the transaction. Sir

Gilbert instantly went to the king, and acquainted

His Majesty with it ; and His Majesty commanded
him to proceed forthwith to the Tower, to see how
matters stood; to take the examination of Blood
and the others; and to return and report it to

him. Sir Gilbert accordingly went ; but tho king

in the meantime was persuaded by some about

him to hear the examination himself, and the

prisoners were, in consequence, sent for to White-
hall; a circumstance which is supposed to have
saved these daring wretches from the gallows.

On his examination under such an atrocious

charge, Blood audaciously replied, " that he would
never betray an associate, or defend himself at the

expense of uttering a falsehood." He even averred,

perhaps, more than was true against himself, when
he confessed that he had lain concealed among
the reeds for the purpose of killing the king with

a carabine, while Charles was bathing ; but he

pretended that on this occasion his purpose was
disconcerted by a secret awe—appearing to verify

the allegation in Shakespeare, " There's such

divinity doth hedge a king, that treason can but

peep to what it would, acts little of its will." To
this story, true or false, Blood added a declaration

that he was at the head of a numerous following,

disbanded soldiers and others, who, from motives

of religion, were determined to take the life of the

king, as the only obstacle to their obtaining free-

dom of worship and liberty of conscience. These
men, he said, would be determined, by his execu-

tion, to persist in the resolution of putting Charles

to death ; whereas, he averred that, by sparing his

life, the king might disarm a hundred poniards

directed against his own. This view of the case

made a strong impression on Charles, whose sel-

fishness was uncommonly acute : yet he felt the

impropriety of pardoning the attempt upon the

life of the Duke of Ormond, and condescended to

ask that faithful servant's permission, before he

would exert his authority, to spare the assassin.

Ormond answered, that, if tho king chose to pardon,

the attempt to steal his crown, he himself might
easily consent that the attempt upon his own life,

as a crime of much less importance, should also

be forgiven. Charles, accordingly, not only gave

Blood a pardon, but endowed him with a pension of

£500 a-year ; which led many persons to infer, not

only that the king wished to preserve himself from

the future attempts of this desperate man, but that

he had it also in view to secure the services of so

determined a ruffian, in case he should have an

opportunity of employing him in his own line of

business. There is a striking contrast between

the fate of Blood, pensioned and rewarded for this

audacious attempt, and that of the faithful Edwards,

who may be safely said to have sacrificed his life

in defence of the property entrusted to him ! In

remuneration for his fidelity and his sufferings,

Edwards only obtained a grant of £200 from the

Exchequer, with £100 to his son; but so little

pains were taken about the regular discharge of

these donatives, that the parties entitled to them
were glad to sell them for half the sum.

THE PILGRIM FATHERS.
[Mrs. Hemans (Felicia Dorothea Brown)

The breaking waves dashed high

On a stern and rock-bound coast

;

And the woods, against a stormy sky,

Their giant branches tossed

;

And the heavy night hung dark,

The hills and waters o'er,

When a band of exiles moored their bark

On the wild New England shore.

Born at Liverpool, 25ch September, 1793. Died lfith May, 1835.]

Not as the conqueror comes,

They, the true-hearted, came

;

Not with the roll of the stirring drums,

And the trumpet that sings of fame
;

Not as the flying come,

In silence, and in fear
;

They shook tho depths of the desert's gloom
With their hymns of lofty cheer.
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Amidst the storm they sang

:

Till the stars heard, and the sea;

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang

To the anthem of the free.

The ocean oagle soared

From his nest, by the white wave's foam,

And the rocking pines of tho forest roared :

Such was their welcome home.

There were men with hoary hair

Amidst that pilgrim band i

Why had they come to wither there,

Away from thoir childhood's land ?

There was woman's fearless eye,

Lit by her deep love's truth
;

There was manhood's brow serenely high,

And the fiery heart of youth.

What sought they thus afar ?

Bright jewels of the mine ?

The wealth of seas ? tho spoils of war ?

—

No ! 'twas a faith's pure shrine.

Yes, call that holy ground,

Which first their brave feet trod !

They have left unstained what there they found-

Freedom to worship God

!

THE COURTIN*.
[James Russell Lowell.

Zeki/f. orep
1 op quite unlit-known.

An' peeked in thru the winder.

An' thero sot Huldy all alone,

'Ith no one nigh to bend, r.

Agin' the chimbly crooknecks hung,
An' in among 'em rusted

The ole queen's ana that gran'lher Young
lied back from Concord bus)

The wannut logs shot sparkles out
Toward the pootiest. h!

An' leetle fires danced all about
The chiny on the dresser.

&>« Pag4 41.]

ry room, 'cos she wns in.

Looked warm frum floor to eeilin'.

An' slik- looked full cz rosy agin

fa ili' apple she wus a-poolin'

She 1,. t, tu,

' on the scraper

—

All way to onee to her feelins flow

Like sparks in burnt-up pi]

He kin' o' litond on the mat,

Some donbtflfl of the seeklc;

His heart kep' goin' pity-pat,

Dut heru went pity Zekle.
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HOW CALEB BALDERSTONE CATERED FOR WOLF'S CRAG.

[Sir Walter Scott. See Page 116. J

TnE thunderbolt, which, had stunned all who were

within hearing of it, had only served to awaken the

bold and inventive genius gf the flower of Majors-

Domo. Almost before the clatter had ceased, and
while there was yet scarce an assurance whether
the castle was standing or falling, Caleb exclaimed,
" Heavens be praised !—this comes to hand like

the boul of a pint stoup." He then barred the

kitchen door in the face of the Lord Keeper's

servant, whom he perceived returning from the

party at the gate, and muttering, " How the

deil cam he in ?—but deil may care. Mysie, what
are ye sitting shaking and greeting in the

chimney-neuk for ? Come here—or stay where ye

are, and skirl as loud as ye can—it's a' ye're gude
for. I say, ye auld deil, skirl—skirl—louder

—

VOL. I.

louder, woman—gar the gentles hear ye in the ha'.

I have heard ye as far off as the Bass for a less

matter. And stay—down wi' that crockery "

And with a sweeping blow, he threw down from

a shelf some articles of pewter and earthenware.

He exalted his voice amid the clatter, shouting

and roaring in a manner which changed Mysie's

hysterical terrors of the thunder into fears that

her old fellow-servant was gone distracted. "He
has dung down a' the bits o' pigs, too—the only

thing we had left to haud a soup milk—and ho
has spilt the hatted kitt that was for the master's

dinner. Mercy save us, the auld man's gaen
clean and clear wud wi' the thunner !"

"Haud your tongue!" said Caleb, in the im-

petuous and overbearing triumph of successful

m
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invention ;
" a's provided now—dinner and a' tiling.

The thunner's done a' in a clap of a hand !

"

" Puir mm, he's muckle astray," said ."

looking at him with a mixture of pity and alarm;

"I wish he may ever come hame to himseH again,"

" Here, ye auld doited doil," said Caleb, still

exulting in his extrication from a dilemma which

had seemed insurmountable; "keep the sti

man out of the kitchen. Swear the thunner

down the chimney, and spoiled the best dimur ye

ever dressed—beef—bacon—kid—lark—lev.

wild fowl—venison, and what not. Lay it on thick,

and never mind expenses. I'll awa op to the ha'.

Make :i tl. m ye can, but be sure ye keep

out the strange servant
."

With the - to his ally, Caleb posted up

to the hall, but stopping to reconnoitre through

an aperture which time, for tho convenience of

many a domestic in succession, had made in the

door; and perceiving the situation of liiss Ashton,

he had prudence enough to make a pause, both to

avoid adding to her alarm, and in order to

attention to his account of the disastrous i

of the thunder.

But when he perceived that the lad;.

covered, and heard the conversation turn upon

the accommodation and refreshment which the

castle afforded, ho thought it time to burst into

the room.
" Wull a wins ! —widl a wins. Such a misfortune

to befa' the House of Ravonswood, and I to 1: >

see it !

"

"What is the matter, Caleb?" said his n.

somewhat alarmed in his turn ;
" has any part of

the castle fallen ?
"

"Castle fa'anP—na, but the sute's fa'an. and the

thunner's como right down the kitchendumm, and
the things are a' lying here awa, there awa, like

the Laird o' Hotchpotch's lands; and wi' brave

s of honour and quality to entertain "- a low-

bow here to Sir William Ashton and his daughter—"and naothing left in the house lit to pi

for dinner—or for supper either, tor aught that 1

"I verily believe you, Caleb," said Kavenswood,
orily.

Balderstone hero turned to his master ahalf•up-
braiding, half-imploring countenance, and i

towards him as he repeated. " It was nae great

matter of preparation; but just something added
to your honour's ordinary course of fare

cover, as they say at the Louvre—throe c>

and t ho fruit."

" Keep your intolorablo nonsense to yourself.

"Id fool
!

"

mortified at his

otliciousness, yet not knowing how to contradict

him, without the risk of giving rise to scenes yet

more ridicule:;

1 resolved to improve

it. Hut first, observing that the Lord
servant entered the apartment, and spoke

with his master, he took tho same opportunity

to whisper a few words into Ravenswood's car:

—

id your tongue, for heaven's sake, sir. I

my pleasure to hazard my soul in telling lees for

the honour of the family, it's nae bo ours;

and if ye let me gang on quietly, I'se be mo-
derate in my banquet ; but ii adict me,

deil but 1 <
.

' for a duke !

"

n fact, thought it would >.

butler run on, who proceed'

enumerate upon his fingers
—"No muckle provi-

sion— might hae served four persons of honour,

capons in wh. -: kid

bacon with reverence; second <

—butter era! d florentine; third

r-k-cock— it's black enough now wi' the

plumdamas—a tart—a flam and book

sense sweet things, and comfits— and tl.

said, seeing the impatience of his master; "that's

o't -forby the appl

spirits, so far as to pay son n to what

was going on; and observing 1 im-

patience of Ravenswood, contrasted with the

peculiar determination of manner with which

i detailed his imaginary banquet, the whole

struck her as so ridiculous, that,

effort to the contrary it into a fit of U

trollable laughter, in which si;

father, though with more moderation, and finally

by the Master of I tf, though

conscious that tho jest was at his own
Their mirth— for a with

•remely ludicn

pectators—made the old vault rintr a

They oaased they y ceased

'ain their shout* of laugl

the meantime, stood his ground with a gl

angry, and scornful dignity, which gi

of the scene and the mirth of

the .-] I

At length, when the ;. the

-th of the laugh* 1. he

exclaimed, with very lilt

in tin lordly, th

jeest

in a' i hanan. If tl. tie in

your honours' u

sic a gra-

vaininous subject."

entment b

sued the mirth of tho company, which, by

the w arded as not only an e

upon the dignity of the family, but

tempt of the i with which be lr

tmmed Op the extent of their sup;
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losses
—"a description of a dinner," as he said

afterwards to Mysie, " that wad hae made a fu' man
hungry, and them to sit there laughing at it

!"

" But," said Miss Ashton, composing her coun-

tenance as well as she could, " are all these

delicacies so totally destroyed that no scrap can

be collected?"
" Collected, my leddy ! what wad ye collect out

of the sute and the ass ? Ye may gang down your-

sell, and look into our kitchen—the cookmaid in

the trembling exies—the gude vivers lying a'

about—beef—capons and white broth—florentine

and flams—bacon wi' reverence, and a' the sweet

confections and whim-whams; ye'll see them a',

my leddy—that is," said he, correcting himself,

" ye'll no see ony of them now, for the cook has

soopit them up, as was weel her part ; but ye'll

see the white broth where it was spilt. I pat my
fingers in it, and it tastes as like sour milk as ony-

thing else ; if that isna the effect of thunner, I

kenna what is. This gentleman here couldna but

hear the clash of our haill dishes, china and silver

thegither ?
"

The Lord Keeper's domestic, though a states-

man's attendant, and of course trained to command
his countenance upon all occasions, was somewhat
discomposed by this appeal, to which he only

answered by a bow.

"I think, Mr. Butler," said the Lord Keeper,

who began to be afraid lest the prolongation of

this scene should at length displease Ravenswood
—" I think, that were you to retire with my
servant Lockhard—he has travelled, and is quite

accustomed to accidents and contingencies of

every kind, and I hope betwixt you you may find

out some mode of supply at this emergency."
" His honour kens," said Caleb, who, however

hopeless of himself of accomplishing what was

desirable, would, like the high-spirited elephant,

rather have died in the effort than brooked the

aid of a brother in commission—" his honour kens

weel I need nae counsellor, when the honour of

the house is concerned."
" I should be unjust if I denied it, Caleb," said

his master ;
" but your art lies chiefly in making

apologies, upon which we can no more dine than

upon the bill of fare of our thunder-blasted dinner.

Now, possibly, Mr. Lockhard's talent may consist

in finding some substitute for that, which certainly

is not, and has in all probability never been."

" Your honour is pleased to be facetious," said

Caleb, " but I am sure, that for the warst, for a

walk as far as Wolf's-hope, I could dine forty men

;

no that the folk there deserve your honour's

custom. They hae been ill advised in the matter

of the duty-eggs and butter, I winna deny that."

" Do go consult together," said the master ;
" go

down to the village, and do the best you can. We
must not let our guests remain without refresh-

ment, to save the honour of a ruined family. And
here, Caleb, take my purse; I believe that will

prove your best ally."

" Purse ! purse, indeed ? " quoth Caleb, indig-

nantly flinging out of the room. " What suld I

do wi' your honour's purse, on your ain grand?
I trust we are no to pay for our ain ?

"

The servants left the hall ; and the door was no
sooner shut, than the Lord Keeper began to

apologise for the rudeness of his mirth, and Lucy
to hope she had given no pain or offence to the

kind-hearted faithful old man.
" Caleb and I must both learn, madam, to

undergo with good humour, or at least with

patience, the ridicule which everywhere attaches

itself to poverty."
" You do yourself injustice, Master of Ravens-

wood, on Hiy word of honour," answered his elder

guest. "I believe I know more of your affairs

than you do yourself, and I hope to show to you
that I am interested in them ; and that—in short,

that your prospects are better than you appre-

hend. In the meantime, I can conceive nothing

so respectable as the spirit which rises above

misfortune, and prefers honourable privation to

debt or dependence."

Whether from fear of offending the delicacy or

awakening the pride of the master, the Lord
Keeper made these allusions with an appearance

of fearful and hesitating reserve, and seemed to be

afraid that he was intruding too far in venturing

to touch, however lightly, upon such a topic, even

when the master had led to it. It was no wonder
the Master of Ravenswood, little acquainted as

he then was with life, should have given the con-

summate courtier credit for more sincerity than

was probably to be found in a score of his cast.

Lockhard had his master's orders to bring some

venison from the inn, and Caleb was to trust to

his wits for the honour of his family. The master,

indeed, a second time held out his purse; but,

as it was in sight of the strange servant, the

butler thought himself obliged to decline what

his fingers itched to clutch. " Couldna he hae

slippit it gently into my hand?" said Caleb—"but

his honour will never learn how to bear himsell in

siccan cases."

# * # # #

The village which they now approached had
frequently afforded the distressed butler resources

upon similar emergencies ; but his relations with

it had been of late much altered.

Willing to shake himself from his companion as

soon as possible, ho directed Mr. Lockhard tc

Lukie Sma'trash's change-house, where a din,

proceeding from the revels of Bucklaw, Craigen-

gelt, and their party, sounded half-way down the

street, while the red glaro from the window over-

powered the grey twilight which was now settling
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down, vid glimmered against a parcel of old tubs,

and barrels, piled up in the cooper's yard,

on the other side of the way.
" If you, Mr. Lockhard," said the old butler to

his companion, " will be pleased to step to the

change-house where that light comes from, and

where, as I judge, they are now singing ' Cauld

Kail in Aberdeen,' ye may do your master's

errand about the venison, and I will do mine
about Bucklaw's bed, as I return frae getting the

rest of the vivers. It's no that the venison is

actually needfu'," he added, detaining his colleague

by the button, " to make up the dinner ; but

compliment to the hunters, ye ken—and, Mr. Lock-

hard, if they offer ye a drink o' yill, or a cup o'

wine, or a glass o' brandy, ye'll be a wise man to

take it, in case the thunner should hae soured

oura at the castle, whilk is ower mucklo to bo

dreaded."

Turning at once upon his heel, Caleb walked

hastily back to tbe cooper's house, lifted the latch

without ceremony, and, in a moment, found him-

Belf behind the kaMcm, or partition, from which

position he could, himself unseen, reconnoitre the

interior of the but, or kitchen apartment, of the

mansion.

Reverse of the sad menage at the Castle of

Wolf a bickering fire roared up the

cooper's chimney. His wife on the one side, in

her pearlings and padding sleeves, put the last

finishing touch to her holiday's apparel, while she

mplateds 7erj handsome and good-humoured
m ft broken mirror, raised upon the l>ink

(the shelves 00 which the platei are disposed) for

her special ooommodation. Her mother, old

Lnckie Lonp-the*Dyke, "a canty carline" as was
within twenty miles of her, according to the

unanimous report of the gossips, sat in tho full

glory of a grogram gown, lammer beads, and a

clean cockernony, whiffing a snug pipe of tob

and superintending the all'airs of tho kitchen.

light more interesting to the anxious

heart and craving entrails of tho desponding

hal, than either buxom dame or canty

cummer -there babbled on the aforesaid bicker-

ing fire a huge pot, or rather cauldron, steaming

with beef and brewis ; while before it revolved two

Bpits, turned each by one of the cooper's apprcn-

. seated in tho opposite corners of the

chimney; the one loaded with a quarter of

mutton, while tho other was graced with a fat

goose and a brace of wild ducks. Tho sight and

of such a land of plenty almost wholly ovor-

fchfl drooping spirits of Oftleb< Ho turned,

moment's space, to reconnoitre the ben, or

parlour end of the house, and there saw a sight

line; to his feelings: a largo round
talile, covered for ten or twelve persons. (/

(accordmg to his own favourite term) with napenj

as white as snow
;
grand flagons of pewter, inter-

mixed with one or two silver cups, containing, as

was probable, something worthy the brilliancy of

their outward appearance; clean trenchers, cutty

spoons, knives and forks, sharp, burnished, and
prompt for action, which lay all displayed as for

an especial festival.

" The deil's in the peddling tub-coopering

carle!" muttered Caleb, in all the envy of as-

tonishment ;
" it's a shame to see tho like o* them

gusting their gabs at sic a rate. But if some o'

that gude cheer does not find its way to Wolfs
Crag this night, my name is not Caleb Balder-

stone."

So resolving, he entered the apartment, and, in

all courteous greeting, saluted both the mother
and the daughter. Wolf's Crag was the court of

the barony, Caleb prime mini lf's Crag;
and it has ever been remarked, that though the

masculine subject who pays the taxes sometimes

growls at the conrtiers by whom they are imposed,

the said courtiers continue, never: i

to the fair sex, to whom they furnish the w
small-talk and the earli -is. Both the

dames were, th< it old C
neck, setting up their throats together by v.

welcome.
" Ay, sirs, Mr. Balderstonc, and is this you P

A sight of you is gude for sair een. Sit down—sit

down ; the gudeman will be blithe to see you—ye

nar saw him ftfte eadgy in your life; but we are to

christen our bit wean the night, as yo will hae?

heard, and doubtless ye will stay and see the ordi-

nance. We hae killed a wether, and ano o' our

lads has been out wi' his gun at tho moss—yo

used to like wild fowl."

" Na—na, gudewife," said Caleb ;
" I just 1.

in to wish ye joy, and I wad bo glad to hae sp

wi' the gudeman, but " moving, as if to go

away.
" The ne'er a fit ye's gang," said the elder d

laughing and holding him fast, with

which belonged to their old acquaintance ;
" wha

kens what ill it may bring to the bairn, if yo ower-

look it in that gato ?
"

" But I'm in a precoeso hurry, :
." said

the butler. Buffering himself to lie dragged to a

seat without much resistance ;
" ai ing

"

—for ho observed tho mistress of tho dwelling

bustling about to pi; cher for him—"as

sting—lack-a-day, wo aro just killed up
yonder wi' rating frae morning to night. It's

shamefu' epicui i.-m ; but that's what we hae

frae the Kurdish pock-puddings."

"Hook! never mind the English pork-pud-

dings," snid Lnckie Light body; "try our

puddings, Mr. Balderstone—there is black pud-

ding ami whitehass—try whilk ye like best."

" Biiith gude—baith excellent—canna be better •,
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CJSTASILAKT^^=

(Drawn by C. J. Staniland.)

YOUNG JESSICA.

(See Page 398.)

but the very smell is eneugh for me that hae

dined sae lately (the faithful wretch had fasted

since daybreak). But I wadna afront your house-

wifcskep, gudewife; and, with your permission,

I'so e'en pit them in my napkin, and eat them to

my supper at e'en, for I am wearied of Mysie's

pastry and nonsense—ye ken landward dainties

aye please me best, Marion—and landward lasses

too—(looking at the cooper's wife). Ne'er a bit

but she looks far better than when she married

Gilbert, and then she was the bonniest lass in our

parochine, and the neest till't. But gawsie cow,

goodly calf."

The women smiled at the compliment, each to

herself, and they smiled again to each other as

Caleb wrapped up the puddings in a towel which

he had brought with him, as a dragoon carries his

foraging bag to receive what may fall in his way.
" Where's the gudeman?" asked Caleb.

" Awa to fetch the minister," said Mrs. Girder,
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" precious Mr. Peter Bide-the-Bent, frae the Moss-
head. The honest man has the rheumatism wi'

lying in the hills in the persecution."

" Ay !—a whig and a mountain-man—nae less ?
"

said Caleb, with a peevishness ho could not sup-

press ;
" I hae seen the day, Luckie, when worthy

Mr. Cuffcushion and the service-book would hae

served your turn (to the elder dame), or ony
honest woman in like circumstani <

"And that's true too," said ..Mrs. Lightbody;
" but what can a body doP Jean maun bait!

her psalms and busk her cockernony the g;r

gudeman likes, and nae ither gate; far he's

maister and mair at hamo, I can tell yo, Mr.

Balderstone."

" Ay, ay, and does he guide the gear too ? " said

Caleb, to whose projects musculino rule boded
little good.

"Ilka penny on't ; hut he'll dress her as dink as

a daisy, as ye see; see -lie has little reason to

rom plain—where there's ane better aff ti

ten waur."

"Awcol, gudewife," said Caleb, crest-fallen, but

not beaten off, "that wasna the way ye guided

your gudeman; but ilka land has its sin lauch.

I niaun be ganging. 1 just wanted to round in

the gudeman's lug, that I heard them say op by
yonder, that 1'eter Puncheon, that was oooper to

the Queen's stores at the Timmer Bone at Leith,

is dead; sae I thought that maybe a word frae

my lord to the Lord Keeper might hae served

Gilbert; but since he's frae liame
"

" Oh, but ye maun stay his hame-coming,"

the dame. " 1 aye felled tlie gndeinan ye meant
weel to him; but he taks the tout at every bit

lippening word."
" A weel, I'll stay the lasi minute I can.*

1

• And so," said the handsome young spec

Mr. Girder, **ye think this .Miss Aahton isweefc

lavoured?—troth, and BSe should she, to set up

for our young lord, with a face, and a hand,

and a seat on his horse that might beo
king's son. D'ye ken that he aye glowers up at

my window, Mr. Balderstone, when he ehaunccs
to ride thro' the town ; sae I hae a right to ken
what like he is. as weel as anybody."

••I ken that brawly," said Caleb, "for I hae

heard his lord-hip say the cooper's wife had the

blackest ee in the barony ; and I said, ' Weel may
that be, my lord, for it was her mither's afore her,'

as I ken to my cost—eh, Marion ? Ha, ha, i

Ah ! these were merry da;

" llout awa. auld carle," said the old dame

peak sic dafting to young folk. But, Jean—fie,

woman, dinna ye hear the bairn greet? I'se

warrant it's that dreary weid has come ower't

again."

Up got mother and grandmother, and scourod

away, jostling each other as they ran, into somo
remote corner of tife t, where the young
hero of the evening WW When I

he coast fairly clear, be took an in

pinch of snuff, to sharpen and confirm his n
tion.

" Cauld be my cast," thought he, " if either

Bide-the-Bent or Girder taste that broohe of wild-

fowl this evening;" and then, addressing the i

turnspit, a Ixiy of aboul

putting a penny into his hand, he said, " EL

twal pennies, my man ; carry that ower to

Sma'tra-h. and bid her lill my null wi' snishing,

and I'll turn the broche for ye in the meantime,

and she will gie ye a gingerbread snap for your
pains."

No sooner was the elder boy departed 09 this

mission, than Caleb, looking the remaining turn-

spit gravely and steadily in the tOVSd

from the I nit bearing the wild-fowl of

which he had undertaken the charge, clapped his

hat on his head, and fairly marched olfwith it.

YOUNG JESSICA
[Thomas Moons. Stn Pap 92.]

YOUNG JxsbIGA sat all the day

In love-dreams languishingly pini

Iler needle bright neglected

Like trumt genius idly shining.

. 'tis in idle hearts

That love and mischief are most nimble;

The safest shield against the darts

thimble.

A child, who with a magnet plavi.

And knew its winning ways so wily.

The magnet near the needle laid.

And laughing, >aid. • wen steal it ililv

"

The needle, having naught, to do.

the magnet wheedle,

Till closer Btill the tempter dl

• • needlo.

Now, had this needle turned its eye

To some • ruction,

from duty'

'ion.

Girls, would you keep tranquil hesj

:• snowy flngeri must be nimble;

Shield against the .1

Of Cup thimble.
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BACON'S TRIAL.*
[Lord Macaulay. See Page 129.]

On the 19th of March the King sent a message

to the Commons, expressing his deep regret that

so eminent a person as the Chancellor should be

suspected of misconduct. His Majesty declared

that he had no wish to screen the guilty from

justice, and proposed to appoint a new kind of

tribunal, consisting of eighteen commissioners,

who might be chosen from among the members

of the two Houses, to investigate the matter. The

Commons were not disposed to depart from their

regular course of proceeding. On the same day

they held a conference with the Lords, and de-

livered in the heads of the accusation against the

Chancellor. At this conference Bacon was not

present. Overwhelmed with shame and remorse,

and abandoned by all those in whom he had
weakly put his trust, he had shut himself up in

his chamber from the eyes of men. The dejection

of his mind soon disordered his body. Bucking-

ham, who visited him by the king's order, " found

his lordship very sick and heavy." It appears

from a pathetic letter which the unhappy man
addressed to the Peers on the day of the con-

ference, that he neither expected nor wished to

survive his disgrace. During several days he

remained in his bed, refusing to see any human
being. He passionately told his attendants to

leave him, to forget him, never again to name his

name, never to remember that there had been

such a man in the world. In the meantime, fresh

instances of corruption were every day brought to

the knowledge of his accusers. The number of

charges rapidly increased from two to twenty-

three. The Lords entered on the investigation of

the case with laudable alacrity. Some witnesses

were examined at the bar of the House. A select

committee was appointed to take the depositions

of others ; and the inquiry was rapidly proceeding,

when, on the 26th of March, the king adjourned

the Parliament for three weeks.

This measure revived Bacon's hopes. He made
the most of his short respite. He attempted to

work on the feeble mind of the king. He
appealed to all the strongest feelings of James, to

his fears, to his vanity, to his high notions of pre-

rogative. Would the Solomon of the age commit
so gross an error as to encourage the encroaching
spirit of Parliaments? "Would God's anointed,

accountable to God alo'ne, pay homage to the

clamorous multitude? " Those," exclaimed Bacon,
"who now strike at the Chancellor will soon
strike at the Crown. I am the first sacrifice. I

wish I may be the last." But all his eloquence

and address were employed in vain. Indeed,
whatever Mr. Montagu may say, we are firmly

convinced that it was not in the king's power to

save Bacon, without having recourse to measures
which would have convulsed the realm. The
Crown had not sufficient influence over the Par-
liament to procure an acquittal in so clear a case

of guilt. And to dissolve a Parliament which is

universally allowed to have been one of the best

Parliaments that ever sat, which had acted

liberally and respectfully towards the sovereign,

and which enjoyed in the highest degree the

favour of the people, only in order to stop a

grave, temperate, and constitutional inquiry into

the personal integrity of the first judge in the

kingdom, would have been a measure more
scandalous and absurd than any of those which
were the ruin of the house of Stuart. Such a

measure, while it would have been as fatal to the

Chancellor's honour as a conviction, would have
endangered the very existence of the monarchy.

The king, acting by the advice of Williams, very

properly refused to engage in a dangerous

struggle with his people, for the purpose of

saving from legal condemnation a minister whom
it was impossible to save from dishonour. He
advised Bacon to plead guilty, and promised to do
all in his power to mitigate the punishment. Mr.
Montagu is exceedingly angry with James on this

account. But though we are, in general, very

little inclined to admire that prince's conduct, we
really think that this advice was, under all the

circumstances, the best advice that could have
been given.

On the 17th of April the Houses re-assembled,

and the Lords resumed their inquiries into the

abuses of the Court of Chancery. On the 22nd,

Bacon addressed to the Peers a letter, which

the Prince of Wales condescended to deliver.

In this artful and pathetic composition, the

Chancellor acknowledged his guilt in guarded

and general terms, and, while acknowledging,

endeavoured to palliate it. This, however, was

not thought sufficient by his judges. They re-

quired a more particular confession, and sent

him a copy of the charges. On the 30th, lie

delivered a paper in which he admitted, with few

and unimportant reservations, the truth of the

accusations brought against him, and threw him-

self entirely on the mercy of his peers. " Upon
advised consideration of the charges," said he,

" descending into my own conscience, and calling

my memory to account so far as I am able, I do

* By kind permission of Messrs. Long-man and Co.
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plainly and ingenuously confess that I am guilty

of corruption, and do renounce all defence."

The Lords came to a resolution that the Chan-

cellor's confession appeared to be full and in-

genuous, and sent a committee to inquire of him

whether it was really subscribed by himself. The

deputies, among whom was Southampton, the

common friend, many years before, of Bacon and

Essex, performed their duty with great delicacy.

Indeed, the agonies of such a mind and the degra-

dation of such a name might well have softened

the most obdurate natures. " My lords," said

i, "it is my act, my hand, my heart. I

h your lordships to be merciful to a broken

reed." They withdrew; and he again retired to

his chamber in the deepest dejection. The next

day, the sergeant-at-arms and the usher of the

House of Lords came to conduct him to West-

minster Hall, where sentence was to be pronounced.

But they found him so unwell that he could not

leave his bed ; and this excuse for his abseno

readily accepted. In no quarter does there appear

to have been any desire to add to his humiliation.

The sentence was, however, severe, the more
severe, no doubt, because the Lords knew it would

not be executed, and that they had an excellent

opportunity of exhibiting, at small cost, the in-

flexibility of their justice, and their abhorrence of

corruption. Bacon was condemned to pay a fine

'.Ooo, and to bo imprisoned in the Tower
during the king's pleasure He was der

incapable of holding any office in tho State or

of sitting in Parliament ; and ho was hni

for life from the verge of tho court. In such

misery and shame ended that long career of

worldly wisdom and worldly prosperity.

MY CHILD.

[John PrtBPOnrr. Born nt Lid . April 6, 1785. Sdutatad at Y

the Itur ; but became subsequently a merchant; afterwards a mi: . i.in Church
|

CANNOT make him doad !

His lair Bunshiny head

..t bounding round my
study chair;

Yet when my eyes, now dim

"With tears, 1 turn to him,

The vision vanishes—he i

tU

I walk my parlour floor,

And through the open door

7 hear a footfall on the chamber stair:

I'm stepping toward the hall

To give the boy a call,

And then bethink me that he is not there !

I tread the crowded street

:

With the same beaming eyes and coloured hair;

And. as he's running by,

Follow him with nr

P Ur that he is not thi

T know his face is hid

der tho collin-lid,

Closed HK his eyW; Odld IS his forehead fair:

My band that marble felt,

O'er it in prayer I knelt ;

Yet my heart wfaitpen that U

1 <annot make him dead !

When passing by the 1

So lone watched oVr with pan

My spirit and nv •

Seek it inquiringly,

Before the thought comes that ho is not thi

When, at the C

Of day, from Bleep 1 WS
With my first breathing of the morning

My boo] goes up with

To Him who gave my I

ad thought that hi

tie

When, at the day's calm cl<

PC we seek rej

I'm with his mother, offering up on:

Wliate'er I may be say.

I am, in spirit, pmying
For our boy's spirit, though he is not tl

Not there! Where, then, is he?

The torn I SCO

but thfl raiment that he used to wear.

The grave, that now doth pi

Upon thai cast-off di

1 1 but his wardrobe locked—

h

He lives ! In all the p
He live-; ; HOT, to the 1 :

Of seeing him again will I despair:

In dream, I sir him now
;

And, on his angel brow,

.

we all lin

her, thy chastening roil

lp us, thine affl -. to bear,

That, in the spirit-land,

ting at thy right hand,

'Twill be our heaven to find that h •
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TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS.*
[Thomas Hughes. See Page 100.]

" Now, sir, time to get up, if you please. Tally-ho,

coach for Leicester '11 be round in half-an-hour,

and don't wait for nobody." So spake the Boots

of the " Peacock Inn," Islington, at half-past two
o'clock on the morning of a day in the early part

ofNovember, 183—, giving Tom at the same time

a shake by the shoulder, and then putting down
a candle and carrying off his shoes to clean.

Tom and his father had arrived in town from

Berkshire the day before, and finding, on inquiry,

that the Birmingham coaches which ran from the

city did not pass through Rugby, but deposited

their passengers at D unchurch, a village three

miles distant on tho main road, where said passen-

gers had to wait for the Oxford and Leicester coach

in the evening, or to take a post-chaise—had

resolved that Tom should travel down by the Tally-

ho, which diverged from the main road and passed

through Rugby itself. And as the Tally-ho was

an early coach, they had driven out to the
" Peacock " to be on the road.

Tom had never been in London, and would have

liked to have stopped at the " Belle Savage," where

they had been put down by the Star, just at dusk,

that he might have gone roving about those

endless, mysterious, gas-lit streets, which, with

their glare and hum and moving crowds, excited

him so that he couldn't talk even. But as soon as

he found that the " Peacock " arrangement would

get him to Rugby by twelve o'clock in the day,

whereas otherwise he wouldn't be there till the

evening, all other plans melted away; his one

* By kind permission of the Author.

>1
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absorbing aim being to become a public school-

boy as fast as possible, and six hours sooner or

later seeming to him of the most alarming im-

portanoe.

Tom and his father had alighted at the

." at about seven in the evening; and

having heard with unfeigned joy the pal

order at the bar, of steaks and oyster-sauce for

supper in half-an-hour, and seen his father

seated cosily by the bright fire in the coffee-room

with tho paper in his hand—Tom had run out to

see about him, had wondered at all tho vehicles

passing and repassing, and had fraternised with

the Boots and ostlor, from whom he ascertained

that the Tally-ho was a tip-top goer, ten miles an
hour including stoppages, and so punctual that all

the road set their clocks by her.

Then, being summoned to supper, he had re-

galed himself in ono of the bright littlo boxes of

the " Peacock" coffee-room on tho beef-steak and
unlimited oyster-sauce, and brown Btout (tasted

then for the first time— a day to bo marked for

ever by Tom with a white stone); had at Brat

dad to the excellent advice which his father

trai best-owing on him from over his glass of

steaming brandy and water, and then begun nod-
ding, from the united effects of the stout, the

fin-, and the lecture. Till the squire observing

Tom's state, and remembering that it was nearly

nine o'clock, and that the Tally-ho left at three,

ent the littlo fellow off to the chambermaid, with

a shake of tho hand (Tom having stipulated in the

morning before starting, that kissing should now
between them) and a few parting words.

"And now, Tom, my boy," said tho squire,

" remember you are going, at your o\\

request, to be ohnoked into this great school, like

a young bear, with all your troubles before yon

—

earlier than we should have sent you, perhaps.

I f schools aro what they wero in my time, you'll

great many cruel blackguard things done,

and hear ;i deal of foul bad talk. But never fear.

•II the truth, keep a brave and kind heart,

and never listen to or say anything you wouldn't

have VOW mother and sister hear, and you'll

feel ashamed to come home, or we to see you."

The allusion to his mother made Tom feel

rather chokey, and he would have liked to have

hugged his father well, if it hadn't been for the

it stipulation.

it Was, In- only squee/.ed his father's hand,
and looked bravely up and said, " I'll try, father."

" I know you will, my boy. Is your money all

"Ye;," said Tom, diving into ono pool

wro.

" Lad your 1. 1 the sipiiro.

" Ml right)" said Tom, diving into the other

poos

"Well then, good night. God bless you! I'll

tell Boots to call you, and be up to see you off."'

Tom was carried off by the chambermaid in a

brown study, from which he was roused in a

little attic, by that buxom person calling him a

little darling, and kissing him as she left tho

room ; which indignity ho was too much sur-

prised to resent. And still thinking

father's last words, and the look with which

they wero spoken, ho knelt down and pi

that, come what might, he might never bring

shame and sorrow on tho dear folk at home.

Indeed, the squire's last words th have

their effect, for they had been the much
anxious thought. All the way up to London ho

had pondered what he should say to Tom by way

of parting advice; something thai

keep in hi

ing meditation, he had even gono tho length of

; out his flint and steel, and tinder, and

hammering away for a quarter of an hour till ho

had manufactured a light for a long Triohmopofa'

cheroot, which 1 puffed; to the no smalt

wonder of Coachee, who was an old friend, ai

institution on tho Bath 1 who ai

to talk on the pi

agricultural and social, of the wholo county when

he carried the squire.

To condense the squire's meditation, it was

somewhat as follows: "1 won't tell nil

his Bible, and love and serve God; if h

that for his mother's sake and teaching.

for mino. Shall I go into the sort

he'll meet with ? No, 1 can't, do that.

for an old fellow to uo into such things with a

boy. He won't understand i

harm than good, ten to one. Shall I tell him to

mind his work, and say

mako himself a good scholar? Well, but ho isn't

sent to school for that—at a'. that

mainly. 1 don't care a straw for Greek par:

or the digamma, no i his mother. \

Well, ] tartly b

want eil so to go. [f he'll only turn out a b

helpful, truth-telling Englishman, and a gei

man, and a Christian, that's all I want.'

: lire ; and upon this view of the C9

his la I advice to Tom, which were well

they w ' thoughts as ho

tumbled out of bed at the sumr i!.K)ts,

and proceeded rapidly to wash and

three he was down is

room in his stock rying bia

box, coat, and r in his hand ;

and his father nursing a bright

a cup of hot I I a hard biscuit on

1 w then, Tom, give OS your things here, and
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drink this; there's nothing like starting warm,
old fellow."

Tom addressed himself to the coffee, and
prattled away while he worked himself into his

shoes and his great-coat, well warmed through

;

a Petersham coat with velvet collar, made tight

after the abominable fashion of those days. And
just as he is swallowing his last mouthful, winding
his comforter round his throat, and tucking the

ends into the breast of his coat, the horn sounds.

Boots looks in and says, " Tally-ho, sir
;

" and
they hear the ring and the rattle of the four fast

trotters and the town-made drag, as it dashes up
to the " Peacock."

" Anything for us, Bob?" says the burly guard,

dropping down from behind, and slapping himself

across the chest.

"Young genl'm'n, Eugby; three parcels, Lei-

cester ; hamper o' game, Eugby," answers ostler.

" Tell young gent to look alive," says guard,

opening the hind-boot and shooting in the parcels,

after examining them by the lamps. " Here,

shove the portmanteau up a-top—I'll fasten him
presently. Now then, sir, jump up behind."

" Good-bye, father—my love at home." A last

shake of the hand. Up goes Tom, the guard
catching his hat-box and holding on with one

hand, while with the other he claps the horn to his

mouth. Toot, toot, toot ! the ostlers let go their

heads, the four bays plunge at the collar, and away
goes the Tally-ho into the darkness, forty-five

seconds from the time they pulled up ; ostler,

Boots, and the squire stand looking after them
under the "Peacock" lamp.

" Sharp work !

" says the squire, and goes in

again to his bed, the coach being well out of sight

and hearing.

Tom stands up on the coach and looks back at

his father's figure as long as he can see it, and

then the guard, having disposed of his luggage,

comes to an anchor, and finishes his buttonings

and other preparations for facing the three hours
before dawn ; no joke for those who minded cold,

on a fast coach in November, in the reign of his

late majesty.

I sometimes think that you boys of this genera-

tion are a deal tenderer fellows than we used to

bo. At any rate, you're much more comfortable

travellers, for I see every one of you with his rug
or plaid, and other dodges for preserving the

caloric, and most of you going in those fuzzy,

dusty, padded first-class carriages. It was another

affair altogether, a dark ride on the top of the

Tally-ho, I can tell you, in a tight Petersham coat,

and your feet dangling six inches from the floor.

Then you knew what cold was, and what it was to

be without legs, for not a bit of feeling had you in

them after the first half-hour. But it had its

pleasures, the old dark ride. First, there was the

consciousness of silent endurance, so dear to

every Englishman—of standing out against some-

thing, and not giving in. Then there was the

music of the rattling harness, and the ring of the

horses' feet on the hard road, and the glare of

the two bright lamps through the steaming hoar-

frost, over the leaders' ears, into the darkness

;

and the cheery toot of the guard's horn, to warn
some drowsy pikeman or the ostler at the next

change ; and the looking forward to daylight

—

and last but not least, the delight of returning

sensation in your toes.

Then the break of dawn and the sunrise, where

can they be ever seen in perfection but from a coach

roof? You want motion and change and music to

see them in their glory ; not the music of singing-

men and singing-women, but good silent music,

which sets itself in your own head, the accompani-

ment of work and getting over the ground.

THE PEOUD MISS MACBEIDE
[John Godfrey Saxe. See Page 78.]

On, terribly proud was Miss MacBride,
The very personification of pride,

As she minced along, in fashion's tide,

Adown Broadway—on the proper side

—

When the golden sun was setting
;

There was pride in the head she carried so

high,

Pride in her lip, and pride in her eye

;

Aid a world of pride in the very sigh
That her stately bosom was fretting :

A sigh that a pair of elegant feet,

Sandalled in satin, should kiss the street

—

The very same that the vulgar greet

In common leather, not over "neat"

—

For such is the common footing

;

(And Christian tears may well be shed,

That, even among our gentlemen-bred,

The glorious Dcy of Morocco is dead,

And Day and Martin are reigning instead,

On much inferior footing).

Oh, terribly proud was Miss MacBride

—

Proud of her beauty, and proud of her pride,

And proud of fifty matters beside,

That wouldn't have borne dissection ;

Proud of her wit, and proud of her walk,

Proud of her teeth, and proud of her talk,

Proud of " knowing cheese from chalk"

On a very slight inspection

;
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Proud abroad, and proud at home,

Proud wherever she chanced to come

—

When she was glad, and when she was glum

;

Proud as the head of a Saracen

Over the door of a tippling-shop

;

Proud as a duchess, proud as a fop,

" Frond as a boy with a bran-new top"

—

Proud beyond comparison-

It seems a singular thing to say,

But her very senses led her astray

ctiiig all humility

;

In Booth, her dull, auricular drum
Could find in humble only a " hum,''

And heard no sound of "gentle" corao

In talking about gentility.

What lowly meant she didn't know,
For she always avoided "everything low,"

With can! the most punctilious ;

And, queerer still, the audible sound

Of " super-silly" she never had found

In the adjective supercilious.

The meaning of meek she never knew,
Put imagined the phrase had something to do

With " Moses," a German Jew,

Who, like all hawkers, the country through,

Was " a person of no position
;"

And it seemed to her exceedingly plain,

If the word was really known to pertain

To a vulgar German, it wasn't germano
To a lady of high condition.

liven her graces—not her graco,

For that was in the " vocative case
—

"

Chilled with the touch of her icy I.

Bat very stiffly upon I.

She never confessed a favour aloud.

Like one of tho simple, common crowd,

Hut coldly smiled, and faintly bowed.

As who should say. " You do me proud,

And do yourself an honour!"

And yet the pride of Miss MacHride,

Although it had fifty holibies to ride,

Had really no foundation
;

Put, like the fabrics that gossips devise

—

Tho lories that often ariso

And grow till they reach a four-story size

—

merely a fancy creation!

'Tis curious fact as ovor was known
In human nature, but often shown
Alike in castle and cot;

That pride, like pigs of a certain bl

Will manage to live and thrive on " let d"
poor as a pauper's pottage !

That her wit should never have made her vain

-like her face— sullicieutly plain,

And as to her musical ]>owers,

Although she sang until she was hoarse,

And issued notes with a banker's force,

They are just such notes as we never endorse

For any acquaintance of ours !

Her birth, indeed, was uncommonly high

—

For Miss MacBride first opened her eye

Through a skylight dim, on the light of the sky;

But—pride is a curious passion)

And in talking about her wealth and worth,

She always forgot to mention her birth

To people of rank and fashion !

Of all the notable things on earth,

The queerest one is pride of birth

Among our " fierce democrat-

A bridge across a huudi

Without a prop to save it from sneers

—

Not even a couple of rotten peer*

—

A thing for laughter, fleers, and jeers,

American aristocracy

!

English and Irish, French and Spanish,

man, Italian, Dutch, and i

nig their veins until they vanish

In one conglomeration.

So subtle a tangle of blood, indeed,

No Heraldry-Harvey will ever suc>

In finding the circulation !

Depend upon it, my snobbish friend,

Your family thread you nd,

Without good reason to apprehend

may find it waxed at the farther end,

By some plebeian vocation;

Or, worse than that, you line

May end in a loop r twine.

That plagued somo worthy relation!

Alack for many ambitious beaux,

She hung their hopes upon her nose

—

The Bgnre is quite Hbntian !

—

until, from habit, the membergrew
ry a hook as ever eye k I

To tho commonest observation.

A thriving tail her hand,

Hut she gate "the fellow" to understand,

By a violent manual action,

She perfectly scorned the beat of his elan,

And reckoned the ninth of any man
An exceedingly vulgar fraction !

Anothor, whose sign was a golden
'

villi a bootless suit.

In a way that was quite appalling;

though a regular sutor by trade,

He wasn't a suitor to suit the maid;

Who cut him oil' with a saw—and I

" Tho cobbler keep to his call.
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(Liraun Oy L. C. Hknjlei.j

(The muse must let a secret out

:

There isn't the faintest shadow of doubt

That folks who oftenest sneer and flout

At " the dirty low mechanicals,"

Are they whose sires, by pounding their knees

Or coiling their legs at trades like these,

Contribute to win their children ease

From poverty's galling manacles.)

But Miss MacBride had something beside

Her lofty birth to nourish her pride

—

For rich was the old paternal Macbride

According to public rumour

;

And he lived " up town " in a splendid square,

And kept his daughter on dainty fare,

And gave her gems that were rich and

rare,

And the finest rings and things to wear,

And feathers enough to plume her.

An honest mechanic was John MacBride,

As ever an honest calling plied,

Or graced an honest ditty

;

For John had worked in his early day

In " pots and pearls," the legends say

—

And kept a shop with a rich array
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Of things in the soap and caudle way,

In the lower part of the city

!

No "rara avis " was honest John

—

That's the Latin for " sable swan "

—

Though in one of his fancy flashes,

A wicked wag, who meant to deride,

Called honest John " Old Phoenix MacBride,"
" Because he rose from his ashes !"

Little by little he grew to be rich,

By saving of candle-ends and " sich,*'

Till he reached at last an opulent niche

—

No very uncommon affair;

For history quite confirms the law,

Expressed in the ancient Scottish saw,

A mickle may come to be may'r.

A rich tobacconist comes and sues,

And, thinking the lady would scarce refuse

A man of his wealth and liberal views,

Megan at once with " If you choose

—

And could you really love hiin."

But the lady spoiled his speech in a hulf,

With an answer rough and ready enough,

To lot him know she was up to snulf,

And altogether above him.

A young attorney of winning graco

Was scarce allowed to " open his 6
Bra .Miss MacMride had closed his case

With true judicial celerity.

For tho lawyer was poor and " seedy " to boot;

And to say the lady discarded his suit,

Is merely a double verity.

Tho last of thoso who came to court,

Was a lively beau of the dapper sort,

" Without any visiblo means of support"

—

A crime by no means flagrant

In one who wears an elegant I

But the very point on which they \

A ragged fellow " a vagrant."

A courtly fellow was dapper Jim

—

Sleek and supple, and tall and trim,

And smooth of tonguo as neat of limb

;

And, maugro his mOtflri) pocket.

You'd say. iVoiu the glittering tales he
|

That Jim had slept in a cradle of gold,

With Fortunatus to rock it.

Now dapper Jim his courtship plied

(1 wish tho fast could he denied)

With an eye to the purse of old MacMride,

And really "nothing shorter."

Km- he said to himself, in his greedy lust,

" Whenever he die. - as die he must

—

And yields to Heaven his vital tr .

• tv sure to 'come down with his dust

'

In behalf of his only daughter."'

And the very magnificent Miss MacBride,
Half in love, and half in pride,

Quite graciously relented

;

And tossing her head, and turning her back,
In token of proper pride to tack

—

To be a Bride without the " !M

With much disdain, consented.

Alas ! that people wdio've got their box
Of cash beneath the best of locks,

Secure from all financial shocks,

Should stock their fancy with fancy stocks,

And madly rush upon Wall Street rocks,

Without the least apology.

I that people whose money-affairs

Are sound beyond all need of repairs.

Should ever tempt the bulls and bears

Of Mammon's fierce zoology.

( )ld John MacBride, one fatal day,

me the unresisting i

ondertaki

And staking all 00 iie,

His foundered bark went high and dry
Among the brokers and breakers.

At his trade again, in the very shop

Where, years before, he let it drop,

He follows his ancient calling

—

Cheerily, too, in poverty's spite.

And sleeping quite as sound at night

when, at fortune's giddy height,

He used to wake with a dizzy fVight,

From a dismal dream of falling.

But alas ! for the haughty Mi.-s MacBride

—

'Twas such a shock to her precious pr;

couldn't : LthOQgh she tried

Her jaded spirits to rally.

I a dreadful change in human affairs,

" Op town" to a nook " up-stairs,"

From an avenue down to an alley.

M little condolence she had, God wot,

From her "troops of friends," who hadn't forgot

The airs she used to borrow;

They had civil phrases enough, but yet

'Twas plain to see that their " d I et"

Was a different thing from sorrow.

They I
uldn't have well been w

in a full to an empty purse,

: >n," and get a reverso,

truly a dismal feat

Hut v they whispered, at all !

That the summer of pride should have its fall

truly according to Nature !

f those chaps who make a pun,

As if it were quite a legitimate fun
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To be blazing away at every one

With a regular double-loaded gun,

Remarked that moral transgression

Always brings retributive stings

To candle-makers as well as kings,

For "making light of cereous things"

Was a very wick-ed profession.

And vulgar people—the saucy churls

—

Inquired about " the price of pearls,"

And mocked at her situation :

"She wasn't ruined," they ventured to

hope

;

" Because she was poor, she needn't mope

—

Few people were better off for soap

—

And there was a consolation."

And, to make her cup of woe run over,

Her elegant, ardent, plighted lover

Was the very first to forsake her.

" He quite regretted the step, 'twas true

—

The lady had pride enough for two,

But that alone would never do

To quiet the butcher and baker."

And now the unhappy Miss MacBride

—

The merest ghost of her early pride

—

Bewails her lonely position

;

Cramped in the very narrowest niche

Above the poor and below the rich

—

Was ever a worse condition ?

MORAL.

Because you flourish in worldly affairs,

Don't be haughty, and put on airs,

With insolent pride of station.

Don't be proud, and turn up your noso

At poorer people in plainer clothes
;

But learn, for the sake of your mind's repose,

That wealth's a bubble, that comes—and goes !

And that all proud flesh, wherever it grows,

Is subject to irritation

!

POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS.
[Washington Irving. Sec Fage 1.]

HAVE mentioned the squire's fondness

for the marvellous, and his predi-

lection for legends and romances.

His library contains a curious col-

lection of old works of this kind,

which bear evident marks of

having been much read. In his

great love for all that is anti-

quated, he cherishes popular super-

stitions, and listens with very

grave attention to every tale, how-

ever strange ; so that, through his

countenance, the household, and,

indeed, the whole neighbourhood,

is well stocked with wonderful stories; and if

ever a doubt is expressed of any one of them, the

narrator will generally observe that the " squire

thinks there's something in it."

The Hall, of course, comes in for its share, the

common people having always a propensity to

furnish a great superannuated building of the

kind with supernatural inhabitants. The gloomy

galleries of such old family mansions, the stately

chambers adorned with grotesque carvings and
faded paintings, the sounds that vaguely echo

about them, the moaning of the wind ; the cries

of rooks and ravens from the trees and chimney-

tops—all produce a state of mind favourable to

superstitious fancies.

In one chamber of the Hall, just opposite a

door which opens upon a dusky passage, there

is a full-length portrait of a warrior in armour.

When, on suddenly turning into the passage,

I have caught a sight of the portrait, thrown

into strong relief by the dark pannelling against

which it hangs, I have more than once been

startled, as though it were a figure advancing

towards me.

To superstitious minds, therefore, predisposed

by the strange and melancholy stories that are

connected with family paintings, it needs but little

stretch of fancy, on a moonlight night, or by the

flickering light of a candle, to set the old pictures

on the walls in motion, sweeping in their robes

and trains about the galleries.

To tell the truth, the squire confessed that he

used to take a pleasure in his younger days in

setting marvellous stories afloat, and connecting

them with the lonely and peculiar places of the

neighbourhood. Whenever he read any legend

of a striking nature, he endeavoured to transplant

it, and give it a local habitation among the scenes

of his boyhood. Many of these stories took root,

and he says he is often amused with the odd

shapes in which they come back to him in some

old woman's narrative, after they have been cir-

culating for years among the peasantry, and under-

going rustic additions and amendments. Among
these may doubtless be numbered that of the cru-

sader's ghost, which I have mentioned in tho

account of my Christmas visit ; and another

about the hard-riding squire of yore, the family

Nimrod; who is sometimes heard on stormy

winter nights, galloping, with hound and horn,
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over a wild moor a few miles distant from the

Hall. This I apprehend to have had its origin

in the famous story of the wild huntsman, the

favourite goblin in German tales ; though, by-the-

bye, as I was talking on the subject with M
Simon the other evening in the dark avenue, he

hinted that he had himself once or twice heard

odd sounds at night, very like a pack of hounds

in cry ; and that once, as he was returning rather

lato from a hunting-dinner, he had seen a strange

figure galloping along this same moor ; but as he

was riding rather fast at the time, and in a hurry to

get home, he did not stop to ascertain what it was.

Popular superstitions are fast fading away in

England, owing to the general diffusion of know-
ledge, and the bustling intercourse kept up
throughout the country; still they have their

strongholds and lingering places, and a retired

neighbourhood like this is apt to bo one of them.

The parson tells mo that ho moots with many
traditional beliefs and notions among the common
people, which he has been able to draw from them
in the course of familiar conversation, though they

are rather shy of avowing them to strangers, and

particularly to " the gentry," who are apt to laugh

at them. He says there are several of his old

parishioners who remember when the village liad

its bar-guest, or bar-ghost; a spirit supposed to

belong to a town or village, and to predict any

impending misfortune by midnight shrieks and

mailings. The last time it was heard was just

before the death of Mr. Bracebridgo's father, who
was much beloved throughout tho neighbourhood;

though there aro not wanting some obstinate un-

believers, who insisted that it was nothing but the

howling of a watch-dog. I have been greatly de-

lighted, however, at meeting with some traces of

my old favourite, Robin Goodfellow, though under

a different appellation from any of those by which

I have heretofore heard him called. The
j

assures mo that many of the pcmitijf bett

housohold goblins, called Hobbies, which live about

particular farms and houses, in the same way lhat

Robin Goodfellow did of old.

There is a largo, old-fashioned fire-place in the

farm-house, which all'ords line <juartors for a

chimney-corner sprite that likes to lie warm;
.ally M Ready-Money .lack keep- up rousing

in tho winter time. The old people of the

village recollect in:: | about this goblin

that wore current in their young day-. 1

thought to have brought good luck to tin- 1

and to be the reason why the Tihh. twayt

beforehand in tho world, and why their

always in hotter order, tin ir hey got in sooner,

and their corn 1 than th

neighbours. '1
| the

time of 1. hip, had a number of

stories told her by the COUnirj . and when

married, was a little fearful about living in a house
where such a hobgoblin was said to haunt. Jack,

however, who has always treated this story with

great contempt, assured her that there was no
sprite kept about his house that he could not at

any time lay in the Red Sea with one flourish of

his cudgel. Still his wife has never got completely

over her notions on the subject, but has a horse-

shoe nailed on the threshold, and keeps a branch

of rauntry, or mountain-ash, with its red be:

suspended from one of the great beams in the

parlour—a sure protection from all evil spirits.

These fairy superstitions seem to me to a

with the nature of Eng! y. They suit

those small landscapes, which are divided by

honeysuckled hedges into shelte-

meadows, where the grass is mingled with da

buttercups, and hare-bells. When I first found

myself among English scenery, I was continually

reminded of the sweet pastoral images which

distinguish their fairy mythology; and when for

tho first time a circle in the grass w.

out to me as one of the ring

formerly supposed to have held their moonlight

red for a moment as if fairy-land

a fable.

It seems to mo that the older British |

with that true feeling for nature which di

guishes them, hare closely adhered to the simple

and familiar imagery which tiny found in :

popular superstitions, and have thus

their fairy mythology those continual alia

to tho farm-house and the dairy, the green meadow
and the fountain-head, that fill our mind

delightful associations of rural life. It is curious

how tho most delightful fictions have

their origin among the rude and ignorant. '1

is an indescribable charm about the illusions with

which chimerical ignorance once clothed <

subject. These twilight views of nature arc i

more captivating than any which arc revealed by

the rays of enlightened philosophy.

id poetical minds, then

D back into these

conceptions of what are termed barber

and to draw from them their finest in,

machinery. If we look through our most adi

.-hall find that their minds 1

impregnated by these popul. . and that

have succeeded I

; to the simplicity of their r mala.

thus that poetry in England has echoed

melody; it

is thus that it has spread its charms o

day life, displa [ng, taking th

found llting them uj

y humble

flower, is full of song and story.



THOMAS CARLYLE.
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(Drawn by H. G. Wells.)

THE BABY'S DEBUT.
[James Smith. Sec Page 30.]

[Jpolbn in the character of Nnnry Tiake, a girl right years of age, who is drawn upon the etngt in a rhi'd's chaise by Samuel Hughes, her

uncle's porter.]

My brother Jack was nine in May,

And I was eight on New Year's Day
;

So in Kate Wilson's shop

Papa (he's my papa and Jack's)

Bought me last week a doll of wax,

And brother Jack a top.

Jack's in the pouts, and this it is

—

Ho thinks mine came to more than his
;

So to my drawer he goes,

Takes out the doll, and, O my stars !

He pokes her head between the bars,

And melts off half her nose

!

Quite cross, a bit of string I beg,

And tie it to his peg-top's peg,

And bang with might and main
Its head against the parlour-door

;

Off flies the head, and hits the floor,

And breaks a window-pane.

This made him cry with rage and spite :

Well, let him cry, it serves him right.

A pretty thing, forsooth !

If he's to melt, all scalding hot,

Half my doll's nose, and I am not

To draw his peg-top's tooth !

VOL. I

Aunt Hannah heard the window break,

And cried, " Oh, naughty Nancy Lake,

Thus to distress your aunt

:

No Drury Lane for you to-day
!

"

And while papa said, " Pooh, she may !

"

Mamma said, " No, she shan't
!"

Well, after many a sad reproach,

They got into a hackney coach,

And trotted down the sti-eet.

I saw them go : one horse was blind,

The tails of both hung down behind.

Their shoes were on their feet.

The chaise in which poor brother Bill

Used to be drawn to Pentonville,

Stood in the lumber-room :

I wiped the dust from off the top,

While Molly mopped it with a mop,

And brushed it with a broom.

My uncle's porter, Samuel Hughes.

Came in at six to black the shoes

(I always talk to Sam)

:

So what does he, but takes and drag3

Me in the chaise along the flags,

And leaves me where I am.
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My father's walls are made of brick,

But not so tall, and not so thick

As these ; and, goodness me !

"My lather's beams are made of wood,

But never, never half so good

As those that now I see.

What a large floor ! 'tis like a town !

The carpel, when they lay it down,

Won't hide it, I'll be bound
;

And there's a row of lamps !—my eye !

How they do blaze ! I wonder why
They keep them on the ground.

At first I caught hold of the wing,

And kept away ; but. .Mr. Thing-

um-bob, the prompter man,

with his hand my chaise a shove.

And said. "Go on, my pretty love;

Speak to 'em, little Nan.

" You've only got to curtsey, whisp-

er, hold your chin up, laugh, and lisp.

And then you're sure to take :

I've known the day when brats not qur
Thirteen, got fifty pounds a night

;

Then why not Nancy Lake

But while I'm speaking, where's papa?
And where's my aunt;-' and where's mamma :

Where's Jack ? Oh, there they sit !

They smile, they nod; I'll go my v.

And order round poor Billy's chaise,

To join them in the pit.

And now, good gentlefolks, I go

To join mamma, and see the show

;

So, bidding you adieu,

1 curtsey, like a pretty miss.

And if you'll blow to me a ki

I'll blow a kiss to you.

[B! -. and exit.

ANNETTE DELARBRE.
[Washinotox Ikvixo. Sw Pagt I.]

In the course of a tour that I once made in Lower
Normandy, I remained for a day or two at the old

town of Honfleur, which stands at the month of

the Seino. It was tho time of a fete, and all the

world was thronging in the evening to dance at the

fair, hold before the chapel of Our Lady of (

.

Whilst I was regarding the animated picture.

1 naa struck with tho appearanco of a beautiful

girl, who passed through the crowd without seem-
ing to take any interest in their amusements.
She was accompanied by a venerable-looking

man, whom I presumed to be her father. She

approached tho odge of the hill, where tiu t

little platform, from whence the people of Honfleur

look out for the approach of vessels. Here she

stood for soma time waring her handkerchief,

though thi ...thing to be aaaa but I

three fishing-boats, liko n. Ics on the bosom
Of the distant o

Those circum>tair I my cariosity, and
I made some inquiries about her. which ware

sred with readiness and intelligence by a

of the neighbouring eh

••tie Delarbrewaa ths only daughter of one

of the higher order of farmers, or small pro-

prietors, as they are called, who lived ;tt l\,nt

l'Eveque, a pleasant villago not far from Hon-
fleur, in that rich pastoral part of Lower Nor-
mandy called t i is the

pride and delight of her |
• d was brought

up with the fondest ind

tender, petulant, and susceptible. All her feel-

ings were quick and ardent ; and never having

experienced contradiction or restraint, she was

little practised in self-control: nothing but the

native goodness of her heart kept her from

running continually into error.

D while a child, her susceptibility was evinced

in an attachment which she formed to a play

Eugene La Forgue, the only son of a widow who
in the neighbourhood. Their childish love

ii epitome of maturcr passion; it had its

caprices, and jealousies, and quarrels, and i

filiations. It was assuming something of a gl

character as Anne! i hei fifteenth and

Eugene his nineteenth year, when he was sud-

denly carried oil' to the army by the conscription.

It WSJ I heavy blow to his widowed mother, for

her only pride and comfort ; but it was one

of those sudden bereavements which mothers were

perpetually doomed to foal in France during tho

time that continual and bloody wars v,

sautly draining her youth. L \\.i< q tem]

affliction also tO Annette to lose her lover. With
tender embraces, half childish, half womanish, Bho

parted from him.

Weeks, month-, years Hew by >
in .

l in beaut

was the reigning belle of the neighbourhood.

time passed innocently and happily. Bar father

man of * rural com-
munity, and his hou e w; ; -ayest

of the village. Annette held a kind of rural court;

she was alway -urrormded by companions of her

own age, among whom she shone unrivalled.

rural bene s, 8he did not want for
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suitors ; many advantageous oilers were made her,

but she refused them all. She laughed at the

pretended pangs of her admirers, and triumphed
over them with the caprice of buoyant youth and
conscious beauty. "With all her apparent levity,

however, could any one have read the story of

her heart, they might have traced in it some fond

remembrance of her early playmate, not so deeply

graven as to be painful, but too deep to be easily

obliterated ; and they might have noticed, amidst
all her gaiety, the tenderness that marked her

manner towards the mother of Eugene. She
would often steal away from her youthful com-
panions and their amusements, to pass whole days
with the good widow ; listening to her fond talk

about her boy, and blushing with secret pleasure

when his letters were read, at finding herself a

constant theme of recollection and inquiry.

At length the sudden return of peace, which
sent many a warrior to his native cottage, brought
back Eugene, a young, sun-burnt soldier, to the

village. I need not say how rapturously his

return was greeted by his mother, who saw in

him the pride and staff of her old age. He had
risen in the service by his merit; but brought
away little from the wars, excepting a soldier-like

air, a gallant name, and a scar across the forehead.

He had left Annette almost a child; he found
her a blooming woman. If he had loved her

before, he now adored her. Annette was equally

struck with the improvement which time had
made in her lover. But Annette was a rural

belle. She had tasted the sweets of dominion,

and had been rendered wilful and capricious by
constant indulgence at home, and admiration

abroad. She was conscious of her power over

Eugene, and delighted in exercising it. Eugene,
however, was of too serious and ardent a nature

to be trifled with. He loved too fervently not to

be filled with doubt. A slight misunderstanding

took place; a quarrel ensued. Annette, unaccus-

tomed to be thwarted and contradicted, and full of

the insolence of youthful beauty, assumed an air of

disdain. She refused all explanations to her lover,

and they parted in anger. That very evening

Eugene saw her, full of gaiety, dancing with one
of his rivals ; and as her eye caught his fixed on
her with unfeigned distress, it sparkled with more
than usual vivacity. It was a finishing blow to

his hopes, already so much impaired by secret

distrust. He retired from her presence with the

hasty determination never to see her again.

A woman is more considerate in affairs of love

than a man, because love is more the study and
business of her life. Annette soon repented of

her indiscretion ; she felt that she had used her

lover unkindly; she felt that she had trifled with

his sincere and generous nature—and then he

looked so handsome when he parted after their

quarrel—his fine features lighted up by indigna-

tion. She had intended making up with him at

the evening dance, but his sudden departure pre-

vented her. Day after day passed, but Eugene

did not make his appearance. Sunday evening

came, the usual time when all the gaiety of the

village assembled; but Eugene was not there.

She inquired after him ; he had left the village.

While his feelings were yet smarting with her

affected disdain, and his heart a pi'ey to alternate

indignation and despair, he had suddenly embraced

an invitation which had repeatedly been made him

by a relation, who was fitting out a ship from the

port of Honfleur, and who wished him to be the

companion of his voyage. He hastened to Hon-

fleur just in time to make the needful pre-

parations for the voyage ; and the first news that

Annette received of this sudden determination

was a letter delivered by his mother, returning

her pledges of affection, particularly a long-

treasured braid of her hair, and bidding her a

last farewell, in terms more full of sorrow and

tenderness than upbraiding.

This was the first stroke of real anguish that

Annette had ever received, and it overcame her.

The thought occurred to her that the ship might

not yet have sailed; she seized on the hope with

eagerness, and hastened with her father to Hon-

fleur. The ship had sailed that very morning.

When she returned home, the cheerfulness of

her spirits was at an end. With humiliation

and diffidence she sought the widowed mother of

Eugene, but was received by her with an over-

flowing heart ; for she only beheld in Annette one

who could sympathise in her doting fondness for

her son. It seemed some alleviation of her remorse

to sit by the mother all day, to study her wants,

to beguile her heavy hours, to hang about her

with the caressing endearments of a daughter,

and to seek by every means, if possible, to supply

the place of the son whom she reproached herself

with having driven away.

In the meantime the ship made a prosperous

voyage to her destined port. Eugene's mother

received a letter from him, in which he lamented

the precipitancy of his departure. The voyage had

given him time for sober reflection. If Annette

had been unkind to him, he ought not to have

forgotten what was due to his mother, who was

now advanced in years. He accused himself of

selfishness in only listening to the suggestions

of his own inconsiderate passions. He promised

to return with the ship, to make his mind up to

his disappointment, and to think of nothing but

making his mother happy "And when he

docs return," said Annette, clasping her hands

with transport, "it shall not be my fault if he

ever leaves us again."

The time approached for the ship's return. She
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was daily expected, when tho weather became
dreadfully tempestuous. Day after day brought

of vessels foundered or driven on shore, and
the sen coast was strewed with wrecks. Jntelli-

ived of the looked-for ship having

been dismasted in a violent storm, and the gn
fears were entertained for her Bafi

Annette never left the side of Eugene's mother.

She watched every change of her countenance with

painful solicitude, and endeavoured to cheer her

with hope-, while her own mind was racked by

anxiety. She made a daily pilgrimage to the

chapel of our Lady of Grace; hung votive

garlands 00 the wall, and passed hours cither

kneeling before the altar, or looking out from
the brow of the hill upon the angrj

At length word was brought that the long

wished-for vessel was in sight. She was
standing into the mouth of the Seine, shattered

and crippled, bearing marks of having been sadly

tempe iral joy diffused

by her return; and there was not a brighter eye,

nor a lighter heart than Annette's in the little port

of Honfleur, as the ship came to anchor in the

river; and shortly alter a boat put oil' for the

shore. The populao 1 down to the pier*

head to welcome it. Am 1 blushing, and
smiling, and trembling, and weeping; for a

thousand painfully pleasing emotions agitated

her I fche thoughts Of the meeting and
reconciliation about to take place. Her agita-

tion incn the boat drew near, until it

. and it was almosi a relief

lo her when .-he perceived that her lover was

not there. She presumed that iident

had detained him on board of the -hip; and -he

felt that the delay would enable her to i

more self-possession I'm- the meeting. At I

Annette heard BOmO inquiries alter her

Her heart palpitated; there was a moment".-;

. the reply was brief, but awful. 11

been washed from the deck, with two of the

crew, in the midst of a stormy night, when it

impossibli ier any assistance. A
piercing .-hriek broke from among :

and Annette had nearly fallen inl

The sudden revulsion of feelings after

a transient gleam of happi: much
for her harassed frame. She \va- carried home

loss.

"The subject," continued my info

never mentioned in her, hearing; but she

time-, speaks of it herself, and though

there were some Vague train of impi

her mind, in which hope and fear an
mingled; some imperfeel idea of her lover'.- ship-

wreck, and yet -nme expectation of his return.

" Her parents have ti

i

i beer

ud to banish these gloomy i: m her

thoughts. It makes every one's heart ache to

see her in this way, for she used to be the

happiest creature in the village.

" She passes the greater part of the time with

ie*8 mother, whose only consolation is her

society, and who dotes on her with a mother's

tenderness. She is the only one that has perfect

influence over Annette in every mood."

Upwards of a year, he informed mo. had now
elapsed without effacing from her mind tin

gular taint of insanity; still her friends hoped it

might gradually wear away. They had at one

ti removed her to a distant part of the country,

in hopes that absence from ti

with her story might have a salutary effect; but

when her periodica] melancholy retui

,d wretched than USUal,

ami secretly escaping from her friends, .-ct out

on foot, without knowing the road, on one of her

pilgrimages to the chapel.

id- 1 reached Honflour

on a tiur afternoon, intending t>>

the next morning and embark for England. A i

1 had no better way of passing the •

d up the hill to enjoy the tiic • from

the chapel of N and while

there. I thought of inquiring

poor Annette Delarbres The priest wh<

ry was official U which

I him, and learnt from him the remaining

circumstances, lb- told me that, I time 1

en her at the chapel, her disorder 1'

sudden turn for the worse, and her health rapidly

declined. B inpatient of all sounds
of gaiety, ;uid when

o's mother wa id woman
wateletl over her with pal tilde;

and in seeking to beguile would half

her own.

mis time, to ti

one, i t/ ap-

When almost drowned.

1 fortunal spar which had

been washed from the ship'- deck. Finding him-

self nearly exhausted, he had uimself to

it and floated for a day and night, until all

had left him. On | . he had found hini-

.-elf on board a vessel bound to India, but

His health

ntinued
|

throughout ti

on arriving in India he had experienced many
itudes, ami had been transferred from ship

to ship, and hospital to hospital. Hi- constitution

aabled him t«> hard-

ship; and he Mas now in a distant port, waiting

only for the -ailing of a ship to return home,

it ion was necessary in imparting I

tidings to the mother, ami even then the

near!) 10 by the transports of her
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(Drawn by C. JVSxanilanb.)

But how to impart them to Annette was a matter

of still greater perplexity. Her state of mind had

been so morbid ; she had been subject to such

violent changes, and the cause of her derange-

ment had been of such an inconsolable and hope-

less kind, that her friends had always forborne to

tamper with her feelings. Her mind admitted

but one leading idea at a time, which nothing

could divert or efface; Or, if ever they suc-

ceeded in interrupting the current of her fancy,

it only became the more incoherent, and in-

creased the feverishness which preyed upon

both mind and body Her friends felt more

alarm for her than ever, for they feared that her

senses were irrecoverably gone, and her constitu-

tion completely undermined.

In the meantime, Eugene returned to the vil-

lage. He was violently affected when the story

of Annette was told him. They did not dare as

yet to bring him into Annette's sight, but he was

permitted to sec her when she was sleeping. The

tears streamed down his sunburnt cheeks as he

contemplated the ravages which grief and malady

had made.

At length the physician that attended her

determined to venture upon an experiment; to
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tako advantage of ono of those cheerful moods
when her mind was visited by hope, and to en-

deavour to engraft, as it were, the reality upon
tho delusions of her fancy. Several of her most
favourite companions were kept continually about

her ; they chatted gaily, they laughed, and sang,

and danced; but Annette reclined with languid

frame and hollow eye, and took no part in their

gaiety. At length the winter was gone ; the

trees put forth their leaves; the swallows began
to build in the eaves of the house. Annette's

spirits gradually revived. She began to deck her

person with unusual care; and, bringing forth a

basket of artificial flowers, she went to work to

wreathe a bridal chaplet of white roses. Her com-
panions asked her why she prepared the chaplet.

"What!" said she, with a smile, "have you not
noticed the trees putting on their wedding-dresses
of blossom-? Baa not the swallow flown back
over the sea ? Do you not know that the time is

como for Eugene to return? that ho will be
home to-morrow, and that on Sunday we are to

be married!-'"

Her words were repeated to tho physician, and
ho seized on them at once. He directed that her

idea should be encouraged and acted upon. Her
words were echoed through the house. Every
ono talked of the return of Eugeno as a matter
of course ; they congratulated her upon her
approaching happiness, and assisted her in her
preparations. The next morning the same theme
was resumed. She was dressed out to receive her
lover. Every bosom fluttered with anxiety. A
cabriolet drove into tho village. " Eugene is

coming 1" was the cry. She saw him alight at

the door, and rushed with a shriek into his

arm-.

Her friends trembled for tho result of this

..1 experiment; but .die did not sink under it,

for her fancy had prepared her for his return. She
one in a dream, to whom a tide of unlooked-

for prosperity, that would have overwhelmed his

waking reason, seems but the natural current
of dream Ser conversation, however,
showed that \v ware wandering.^ Then

m absolute forgotifl iliw— of all past sorrow;
;> wild ami E v ridi ur. i i

-

• t y that at times was in-

coherent.

Tho next morning she awoke languid and ex-

hausted. All the occurrence-; of the preceding day
had passed away from her mind, as though they had
been more illusions of her fancy. Bhe rose melan-

choly and abstracted, and a- die dressed b
was heard to sing one of her plaintive ballads.

When she entered (he parlour her eyes were swol-

len with weeping. She heard Eugene's voice with-

out and started. Sho passed her hand across her
'broh' musing, like ono endeavouring
to recall a dream. Eugene entered the room, and

advanced towards her; she looked at him with an

eager, searching look, murmured some indistinct

words, and sank on the floor.

She relapsed into a wild and unsettled state of

mind ; but now that the first shock was over, tho

physician ordered that Eugene should keep con-

tinually in her sight. Sometimes she did not

know him ; at other times she would talk to him
as if he were going to sea, and would implore him
not to part from her in anger ; and when b
not present she would speak of him as if buried in

tho ocean, and would sit, with clasped hands,

looking upon the ground, the picture of despair.

One day, when Bug nt, one of her

companions endeavoured Bging,

in a low voice, a tender little air, which v.

particular favourite of Anneti

As she sang, the agitation of An: ided,

and when the song was ended, she opened her

lad looked about her, as one awaking in a

strange pi;,

" Oh, En. Id she, "
il

if I have had a long and dismal dream ; what

happened, what has been the matter with l:

He endeavoured to put her off wit

answer. "No, no!" cried she, "I km
ill. and 1 have been dreaming !y. I

bad left us—and that he had gone
i—and that—and that he was drowned!

—

But he Juts been to sea!" ad

as recollection kept (lashing upon her, "and he

has been wrecked -and we were all so wretched
—and came home again one bright morning—and

Oh!" said she, pressing her hand
her forehead, with a sickly smile, "

1 see how it

is; all has not been right here, I begin to

—but it is all past now—Eugene is here! and
his mother is happy- -and wo shall ne

part again— shall we, Eugcm
She sunk back in her chair exhausted; tho

nied down 1: tier com-
panion | round her, not knowing w!

make of this sudden dawn of reason. Her lover

sobbed aloud. She opened her eyes in

looked Upon them with an air of the

acknowledgment. " You are all so good to i

said she, faintly.

The physician drew tho father aside. u
\

daughter's mind is restored," said he; ".«:.

sensible that she has been dera is grow-

ing Co: : the past, and conscious of tho

\ All that now remains is to keep her calm

and quiet until her health is re-established, and
then let her be man
"The wedding took place," continued the good

"but a short t

tho last fete during their honeymoon, and a 1.

somer and happier couple was not to bo seen as

they danced under yonder trees."
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LAW.
[Gf.ouo.e Alexander Stevens, Novelist and Humourist. Born about 1720.

AW is law—law is law; and as in

such, and so forth, and hereby, and

aforesaid, provided always, never-

theless, and notwithstanding. Law
is like a country dance

;
people

are led tip and down in it till

they are tired. Law is like a

book of surgery, there are a
great many desperate cases in

it. It is also like physic, they

that take least of it are best

off. Law is like a homely gentlewoman, very
well to follow. Law is also like a scolding wife,

very bad when it follows us. Law is like a new
fashion, people are bewitched to get into it : it is

also like bad weather, most people are glad when
they get out of it.

We shall now mention a cause, called " Bullum
versus Boatum:" it was a cause that came before

me. The can so was as follows :

—

There were two farmers : Farmer A. and
Farmer B. Farmer A. was seized or possessed

of a bull : Farmer B. was seized or possessed of

a ferry-boat. Now, the owner of the ferry-boat,

having made his boat fast to a post on shore, with

a pieco of hay, twisted rope-fashion, or, as we say,

vulgo vocaio, a hayband—after he had made his

boat fast to a post on shore, as it was very natural

for a hungry man to do, he went up town to dinner.

Farmer A.'s bull, as it was very natural for a
hungry bull to do, came down town to look for

a dinner ; and, observing, discovering, seeing, and
spying out some turnips in the bottom of the

ferry-boat, the bull scrambled into the ferry-boat

;

he ate up the turnips, and, to make an end of his

meal, foil to work upon the hayband. The boat,

being eaten from its moorings, floated down the

river, with the bull in it : it struck against a rock,

boat a hole in the bottom of the boat, and tossed

the bull overboard; whereupon the owner of the

bull brought his action against the boat for running
away with the bull ; the owner of the boat brought
his action against the bull for running away with
the boat : and thus notice of trial was given,

Bullum versus Boatum, Boatum versus Bullum.

Now, the counsel for the bull began with saying:—
" My lord, and you gentlemen of the jury, w« are

counsel in this cause for the bull. We are indicted

for running away with the boat. Now, my lord,

wc have hoard of running horses, but never of

running bulls, before. Now, my lord, the bull

could no more run away with the boat, than a

man in a coach may be said to run away with the

horses; therefore, my lord, how can we punish
what is not punishable ? How can we eat what is

Died September 6, 1784.]

not eatable ? or, how can we drink what is not

drinkable ? Or, as the law says, how can we think

on what is not thinkable ? Therefore, my lord, as

we are counsel in this cause for the bull ; if the

jury should bring the bull in guilty, the jury would
be guilty of a bull."

The counsel for the boat observed, that the bull

should be nonsuited; because, in his declaration,

he had not specified what colour he was of; for

thus wisely, and thus learnedly, spoke the counsel .-

—
" My lord, if the bull was of no colour, he must

bo of some colour ; and, if he was not of any colour,

what colour could the bull be of?" I overruled

this motion myself, by observing, the bull was a

white bull, and that white is no colour; besides,

as I told my brethren, they should not trouble

their heads to talk of colour in the law, for the

law can colour anything. This cause being after-

wards left to a reference, upon the award, both

bull and boat wore acquitted; it being pi'oved,

that the tide of the river carried them both away

;

upon which, I gave it as my opinion, that, as the

tide of the river having carried both bull and boat

away, both bull and boat had a good action against

the water-bailiff.

My opinion being taken, an action was issued

;

and, upon the traverse, this point of law arose :

—

How, wherefore- "nd whether, why, when, and
what, whatsoever, whereas, and whereby, as the

boat was not a compos-mentis evidence, how could

an oath be administered? That point was soon

settled, by Boatum's attorney declaring that for

his client he would swear anything.

The water-bailiff's charter was then read, taken

out of the original record, in true law Latin;

which set forth, in their declaration, that they

wore carried away either by the tide of flood, or

the tide of ebb. The charter of the water-bailiff

was as follows :—" Aqua? bailiffi est magistratus

in choisi super omnibus fishibus qui habuerunt

finnos ct scalos, claws, shells, et talos, qui swim-

mare in freshibus vel saltibus riveris, lakis,

pondis, canalibus, et well-boatis ; sive oysteri,

prawni, whitimi, shrimpi, turbutus solus;" that

is, not turbots alone, but turbots and soles both

together. But now comes the nicety of the law

;

the law is as nice as a new-laid egg, and not to bo

understood by addle-headed people. Bullum and
Boatum mentioned both ebb and flood, to avoid

quibbling; but it being proved that they were
carried away neither by the tide of flood, nor by
the tide of ebb, but exactly upon the top of high

water, they were nonsuited; but such was tho

lenity of the Court, upon their paying all costs,

they were allowed to begin again de novo.
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A PSALM OF LIFE.
WHAT THE HEART OP THE YOUNG Mvx SAID TO THE TS.VLMIST.

[Henrt Wadsworth Longfellow. See Pnge 11.]

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,

Life is but an empty dream !

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they teem*

(Drawn by E. HnKJnwim.)

Life t8 real ! Life is earn

And the grave is not its goal
j

Dust thou art. to dust return.

poken of the soul.

enjoyment, and not sorrow,

Js our destined end or fl

lint to act, that each to-morrow

Finds us farther than to-day.

Art is long, and Time i

And our hearts, though

and bra

", .^f Still, like nm tiled drums,

beating

Funeral marches to I

In the world's broad field of

ile,

In the bivouac of Life,

not like dumb, driven cattle !

hero in t

!

Trust no Future. In

dead

!

Act,— act in the livii

1!« art within, and I

tdl

Lives of great men all remind

We can make our

Hmo,

And, departing, I

H
time;

oil

Sail ilemn

main,

\ forlorn and Bhipn

her.

in.

. then, be up and d<

With a !

Still achieving, still punning,
labour and to wait.
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